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July 2, 1892,] PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAPIVABL 



SCENE — A smtg riverside nook hard by a weir, ]Mr. Piscator Punch discovered enjoybiy the Contemplative Man's Recrea- 
tion in a solitude a deux {xoith Tobias). To him enter, from opposite sides, two furtive, mysterious, and apparently 
disguised personages, each bearing rod and line, but looking JlWe to the piscatorial manner born. 

First Angler {catching sight of second, aside, with acerbity). Tut ! tut ! He here ! Hoped he was at Hawarden ! 

Second Angler {catching sight of first, aside, peevishly), Coufomid him 1 what does he want ? Had an idea he was at 
Hatfield ! 

Mr, Punch {catching sight of both, aside, merrily). Aha! here they are. Can’t leave me alone. Fancy I do not 
recognise them, perhaps, in that ill-fitting Tzaak-Waltonish disguise. {Sings,) 

For l^Tiigs are full of flattery, 

And Tories full of pride ; 

Heigh trolollie loUie loe ! 

Both fish for Votes, I fish for perch, 

All by the river’s side. 

J’m sure of unopposed return. 

hly countrymen 3mow Me ! 

Heigh trollie lollie loe ! 

First Angler {aside). Hanged if he does not twig! 

Second Angler {aside). Verily he seemeth to smell a rat! 

Mr, Punch {aloud). Hail, Brothers of the Angle ! Good-morrow to you both, and a pleasant pitch — at courteous 
angler’s correct distance. Whither away, Gentlemen ? And are you perchance beknown one to the other ? 

First A)igler {embarrassed). Well, Mr. Pu — Piscator, we are not of a party on this occasion ; yet meseems I have 

seen our friend in the voluminous collars somewhere ere now. 

Second Angler [awkwardly). And I, on my part, seem to recognise that burly form, that bushy beard 

Mr. Punch {laughing). Oh, turn it up, my noble swells ! I know you, as you know each other — and Me! You 

have both of you tracked me down to my rural retirement, with an eye, respectively, to tips.” This fortuitous concourse 
displeaseth you much, but you must make the best of it. Perpend, sham Piscators. \Wiat d’ye lack ? What, in short, is 
your little game, Gentlemen? 

First and Second Anglers {together). Well, you see, Sir, the Gen \They both pause, 

Mr, Punch [gravely). I perceive. In view of the imminent General Election, each of you thought he would like a 
quiet hour alone with Mr. Punch, with an eye to “ pumping” him — each in the interest of his Party. A miscalculation. 
Gentlemen 1 Mr. Punch hath no Party — save Mankind ; no Leader — but himself! However, don’t look so uncomfortable, 
the pair of you, but sit down sociably, help yourselves to the shandy-gaff, and have a chat. Let “ peace, and patience, and a 
calm content cohabit in your cheerful hearts ” (as they did in Sir Henry Wotton’s), while — as he did — we “ sit quietly in a 
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THE PARLIAMENTARY ALMANACK FOR THE SESSION OF 1892. 

(BY ZADKIKL, JM.P.) 

February. — A pretty con- 
jnnctioii of 'N'enus with. Jupiter 
evening 

western sky on Saturday the (3ih 
inst. ; but, as the days are still 
short, and the nights^ dark, the 

About the same 'time there will 

^,ga;r,;-^ !^ I Loi'ds uud the Houso of Com- 

nions, meeting to witness the opening of the now 
jfj Session by Hoyal Commission. The Speaker will 
fJJ probably attend in wig and gown, and, as Mars speeds 
M on his way through the sign Sagittarius, the Sergeant- 
at-Armsarius wdll precede the procession, carr^ung the 
m Mace. About the middle of this month Tenuswillbo 

in opposition with Saturn, veiy near the Equator. This 
will bring Sir William IIar court to the front, want- 
iiig to know from the Government much more than 
they arc disposed to communicate. ** The stationary 
position of Uranus, in 0^ o' of Scorpio, wull bring trouble to the Homo 
Office, w’here the criminally lavish use of stationery (including i>ens) 
is well known. Towards the end of the month there wdll bo trouble 
below the Gangway. The new' Leader of the House is warned to 
beware of a sudden outbreak from Mr. Labouciiere, having reference 
to the cost of the equipment of the Queen’s yacht. South America will 
suft’er from severe shocks of earthquake, the Isle of Skye w'ill be under a 
cloud, and the Isle of Man will have trouble with its iemale population. 

March. — Jupiter is again in opposition with Saturn on the Gth inst. 
at h*ol p.M. The former iJunot being in Tisces 27®, Sir William 
Harcourt says that before the month is out he means to knock tho 
Government into pieces 28. The evil Mars forms the quartile aspect 
w'ith Saturn on the 9tli, and takes a friendly pint w'ith Jupiter on tho 
nth. This pei’iod i.s therefoi'o sure to be tempestuous. Earthquakes 
will shako tho South of Europe, and tho Eirst Lord of the Treasury, 
the Secretary of State for India, and tho Eirst Door Keeper will have 
Iheir hands full of trouble. Greece will also feel the disturbing 
influence. Indeed if tho Maukiss doesn’t keep things straight with 
Mr. Gekxabius the fat w’ill be in tho fire. The 20th is rather a 
fortunate day, but tho 28th is an evil anniversary threatening quarrels, 
losses, thunder- showci’s and skin eruptions. Jokim is warned not to 
select this date for bringing in his Budget. With the Moon in the 
20th degree of the sign of Virgo, ho will have quite enough trouble 
without w’antonly seeking it hy disregarding the Yoico_ of the Stars. 

The 2f5th of this month is Lady Day, when rents and insurances fall 
due. With Mars only just risen at the vernal equinox, strong in 
Cajuicornus and in quartilo aspect with tho Sun, they had better be paid. 

April — Saturn is on the cusp of the third house of the last new^ 
moon. Tills threatens danger to Mr. CTiamberlaix who is warned to 
safeguard his health, avoid dangerous places, and regard Mr. G. as if ho 
were a distant mountain. ISIars is at it again. Ih’ogress of the red 
])lanet through C\ipricornus disturbs Greece, shakes India to the core, 
lenders hlexico unquiet, and may have potent influence on the RedEail. 

Lord Spencer is therefore w'arnedto avoid duiing this month experiments 
as to the suitability for his personal use of any' stray high collars he may 
find lying about his dressing-room, or in that of any blood relation. 

Honours w'ill be conferred on some Members sitting either above or 
below the Gangw'ay. ^ Magnetic currents very' strong about the 20th, 

Mr. Balfour will do well to note lliis. 

May. — Mars enters Aquarius on the 0th of this month, and will not 
leave the sign as long as there is a drop to drink on the premises. This 
protracted stay will wT'ite tho history’’ of the Agricultural Department in 
letters of blood and fire. biln 2 :in 2 r sorrow on Georgie Hamilton. Wil- 




letters of blood and fire, bringing sorrow on Georgie Hamilton, Wil- 
frid Lawson, and the borders of Wales. Jupiter’s progress through Aries continues to heiiefit Old England, and gives Lord 
Hartington an opportuiiitv of taking ten minutes nap on the Front Opposition Bench, w'hilst Mr. Stanhope explains the Aimy^ 
Estimates in Committee of Bapply, We shall hear of conflagrations and explosions at sea, with some trouble in the House of Loads. 
The Lord Chancellor, at whose birth the Moon held the 24th degree of the sign Virgo, would do well to have the Woolsack careful’y' 
examined before seating himself thereon. It is not for nothing that the Moon is this month eclipsed in the sign Scorpio. 

^ June.— Mars holds on his way' through Aquarius, thereby disturbing Eussia, bringing sorrow on Prussia, heaping coals of fire on 
Piedmont and the borders of Persia. This will bring much occupation for the Foreign Secretary, who is v/arned to avoid any attempt 
to walk from Ilatfield to Downing Street without his hat. Weddings will be numerous towards the end of the month. There will also, 
in all probability', bo some births and deaths. The Sun and Mercury in Gemini, forming the quartile aspect with Saturn in Virgo, 
Members of the Opposition are warned (if they' can avoid it) not to he born on the Sth, 19th, 24th and 2oth of this month. Mars 
l^ing in a lower meridian at the New Moon of Midsummer Day, fires will be numerous, discord and strife will arise in connection with 
the landed interest, and an Irish Member — perhaps two — will he suspended. Tho sign Cancer rules New York, Berne and Lubeck. Sir 
John Lubbock will, accordingly', do well to live quietly and avoid changes. [continued on page 8. 
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- THE INDIGENT GHOST. 


DROP BY DROP. 


I SAT one nigM 
witliin my room 
and to myself I 
said. 

As folks do on tke 
stage, “It's 
twelve, and I 
should be in 
bed.” 

A tap came at the 
door, and as I 
shouted out, 
“ Come in! ” 

Lo ! near me 
stood an aged 
man diaphan- 
ously thin. 

i “ I am a ghost,” he shyly said. I answered, “Ah, no doubt; 

It ’s very right at Christmas time that ghosts should be about ; 

> Sit down, old man, and have a drink, I ’m in no haste to snooze, 

* And, if ’twin serve to pass the time, why gibber, if you choose.” 

; “I used to 
totally ab- 
stain,” the 
' aged spectre 
said, 

j ‘ ‘ Tin Doctor 
Geaivs-’ille's 
letters upon 
stimulants I 
read; 

He wrote, you 
know, teeto- 
tallers were 
little more 
than pulp.” 

With that he took my whiskey jar and drained it at a gulp. 

“ You Ve taken his advice to heart, my phantom friend,” I cried, 

“ Now don’t you think that after that you ’d gibber if you tried ? ” 

‘ ‘ Don’t scolf , young man, ” he sadly said, ‘ ‘ for know you speak to one 
Who never gets employment now, whose gibbering days are done.” 

“^Well, well,” I said, “ don’t gibber, if you find yourself too weak. 
I’ll try and call a shudder up, if only you will squeak.” 

He shook 
his head. 

wo ul d 
be no use,” 
quoth he, 
“ for you for- 
get, 

That ghosts 
play second 
fiddle now to 
J ohnnies in 
Thibet.” 

‘'Mahatmas r” 
“Yes, and 
hang them. 
Sir, a pretty 
"mess they’ve 

r-M > . ■ . made, 

They vo ta en the bread from hone&t ghosts and ruined all the trade; 
i AVe don’t find teacups under tiu*f and flop fiowei's on your head, 

I We don’t ‘ precipitate ’ a note and swear it ’s from the dead. 

i 

, “ We scorn such hanky - panky tricks, let those admire who list, 

I ’d sooner sweep a crossing, Sir, than turn Theosophist ; 
j I ’m driven into the worldiouse now since not a soul employs, 

I And earn the paltry parish pay by scaring pauper boys. 

“ Goodbye,” he said, ‘ ‘ and since you ’ve been so very kind and nice, 

1 If you ’d like me to haunt a friend, why you shall name the price : 
Good night I That little drop I took has given me pluck. Since it ’s 
The witching hour, I T1 go and fright the Beadle into fits.'’ 





Nine Stages of a Love Story. 

PiEST place, I dropped my eye on her, 

And she dropped hers, so biushfully ! 

Then I “ dropped in,” — ^her sire sold fur, — 

Then “ dropped a line,” most gushfully. 

I dropped a deal of ready cash 
On her and her relations, 

Then dropped some hints — that course proved rash — 
About her “ expectations.” 

She dropped on me, daring to ask 
Bach questions. Here I stopped her. 

Her — bankrupt— sire then dropped the mask, 

And I — well then, I dropped her ’ 


SIMPLE STORIES. 

“ Be always Icind to animals ^^Ilerevel• you may be ! ” 

No. I.— LILY AND THE LOBSTER. 

Like many of the little girls at Dimplebeach, Lil.Y was very 
fond, on bright, warm sunny mornings, of paddling in the sea. 

She would often take off her shoes and stockings, reef up her 
skirts, and wander for a veiy considerable distance along the 
sandy shore. She picked up in this way many varieties of pretty 
and curious seaweed, and not a few rare shells and pebbles. Not 
being afraid of getting wet, she was enabled to clamber over the 
rooks, to view the sea- anemone in its own private aquarium, and 
make friends with the benign barnacle, the light-hearted limi^ct, 
and the cynical star-fish. 

One morning Lily bethought her that she would walk alone 
by water as far as the little village of Pebble ton. She took o^ 
her shoes and stockings, pinned ^ up her petticoats, and waded 
through the shallow water, thinking what a brave girl she was. 
She had not gone very far when she saw, on the shore, the seaweed 
violently agitated, and the sand much disturbed. In going to 
see what it was, she discovered a fine old Lobster, hopelessly 
entangled in seaweed, and nearly smothered in dry sand. She 
did not hesitate for an instant. 

She recollected the words of the Great Bard, who sang, — 

Bo lenient lobsters, and ne’er be cross with crabs, 

Mid be not disrespectful to cuttle-fish or dabs.” 


i JLJUIL/iSUCJ. JLXUJLU. 




VVitn great tenderness she disentangled the 
weeds, she blew the sand 
out of its eyes, and polished 
it up with her pocket-hand- 
kerchief. She then carried 
it with great caro to the sea, 
and launched it. 

It quickly sped away into 
the deep water, and, though 
the callous crustacean showed . 
no sign of gratitude for all i 
her thought and attention, 
the little girl felt pleased at 
having done a good action. 

She went on slowly wading 
towards Pebbleton. 

Suddenly she felt a sharp 
pain in her great toe. Her 
first thought was, she was 
going to have the gout, like 
her Papa. The agony was so great, that she retreated towards the 
shore. She found that she was pursued by an enormous Lobster, 
who had severely bitten one toe, and seemed in the mind to have 
a turn at the remaining nine. 

^ She was terribly frightened, but she limped along as quickly as 
she could, the Lobster rattling his claws and hissing after her. 
He pursued her till she reached the dry sand, sat down, dried 
her feet,, and put on her shoes and stockings. Then he waggled 
his big claw at her, gave her a knowing wink, trotted ofi, and 
plunged into the sea. She thought she recognised his face— and 
she was not mistaken. 

It was her old friend, whom she had rescued, who, by pinching 
her toe, had stopped her just on the very brink of a pool of water, 
twenty feat deep. 

Had it not been for the Lobster, Lilt would have been drowned ! 




AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1892- 


MR. PUNCH’S 


PREDICTIONS 

jAxcAny. 


The year commences on a Fiiday, TS’hicli implies that there will 
be much misfortune. Immediately taxes will become due, which 
will cause much heart-burning and disappointment. A well-knoT^-n 
statesman wall make a 
statement that will 
cause apprehension in 
the capital of one of 
the great Powers. A 
few stock-brokers will 
be very active, but not 
in legitimate business. 

Many persons will visit 
Paris and spend some 
time on the boulevards. 

The wearer of a Crown 
in the North of Europe 
will have to beware of 
cold. On the 11th 
there will be much 
movement in the Law 
Courts, and the Judges 
will appear in state 
and walk on foot to 
the apartments they 
usually occupy. Coun- 
sel and solicitors wdll 
hold many consulta- 
tions, and a Chancery 
suit will be commenced, 
leading to great subse- 
(juent disaster. After 
lingering for more than 
a week, on the 9 th, Eire 
Insurance ^ expires, 
amidst universal re- 
gret. Their financial 
condition will not 
permit of a term 
their own property. 

The weather will be 
cold, and snow maybe 
expected even if it does 
not actually appear. 

For February. 

The month will 
commence with a game 
soon to end, for par- 
tridge-shooting ceases 
on the 1st. On the 
3rd a well-known 
statesman will keep 
his birthday, chiefly 
because he was bom 
on this date sixty- two 
years ago. He will be 
visited several times 
by one of the Judges 
who presided at the 
Parnell Commission, 
who on the last occa- 
sion will remark that 
he represents “ Many 
Happy Eeturns of the 
Day.” Parliament 
will meet, and drink 
— in spite of the at- 
tempts of some mis- 
guided men to abolish the bars in the Lobbies, On the 13th of the 
month Lord Randolph Churchill will keep his birthday, avoiding 
St. Valentine’s Day, in courteous consideration of the resources of 
the Post Office. We may expect some strange news from the Con- 
tinent, and events in Russia will urge on the Stock Exchange a 
preference for bears rather than for bulls. Many Bills will be 
infaroduoed at Westminster, but only as a temporary arrangement, 
as they will be thrown out before the close of the Session. The 


FOR 1892. ' ^^a.ther will be changeable, the state of the atmosphere varying 

from comparative warmth to superlative cold. A modern Dra- 
matist vill write a play with a purpose, which purpose will ho 
divulged by the speedy shutting up of the theatre in which the 
play is produced. The condition of Ireland vill attract some atten- 
tion, and several harsh things will be said about the Chief Secretary. 

The news from Spam 
will cause some un- 
easiness in Portugal, 
and even cause appre- 
hension in Sweden, 
were it not for the 
cold, calm judgment 
of Norway. Many 
complaints will bo 
made about the Police, 
but without attracting 
the attention of the 
Authorities. 



A LAST RESOURCE. 

A Happy and Indepexpent Bachelor finds himself suddenly disappointed of his 
CH iiTSTMAS Party in the Country ; he has ordered nothing at Home, has given 
HIS Cook and Man-Servant leave to invite their Friends ; his intimate Companions 
ARE OUT OF Town, and, on arriving at his Club, he is informed by the Hall Porter 
that “There is no Dinner to-night, as the Servants are having a Party. ’ Only' 
oxE resource, a Hotel, or Dinner at a Restaurant, all alone ! 


Foe March. 

On the 2nd Lent will 
commence, Ash 
Wednesday falling this 
year (strange to say) 
on a day following a 
Tuesday. On the 26th, 
the Duke of Cam- 
bridge will hold a 
review of his past 
career — the occasion 
being his own birth- 
day. Business amongst 
burglars being slack, 
the police to arrest 
something, will take 
up the time of the 
public by making 
frivolous complaints. 
In Parliament many 
questions will be asked 
and answered, and the 
world will be no wiser. 
A well-known states- 
man will make a speech 
that will cause uneasi- 
ness abroad, and he 
productive of sleep at 
homo. The Oerman 
Emperor will make 
his tourist aiTange- 
ments for the summer. 
He will see what can 
bo done about a trip 
to the United States, 
and will deeply regret 
that he has not the 
assistance of the late 
Mr. Barnum, whose 
help would of course 
ha%’e been invaluable 
to him in the arrange- 
ment of details. He 
will sound the Presi- 
dent of the French 
Eepublic as to the as- 
surance of a hearty 
welcome in the event 
of his paying a visit to 
Paris, and will re- 
ceive a reply' ending with “Car — not.” He will then consider 
the ad^nsability of a progress through the Channel Islands, so 
as to use up a number of ready-made speeches wTitten in 
French. On the 17th of the month, the Irish will celebrate their 
fete day by bemoaning their fate. This wnll lead to several dis- 
cussions on the question of Home Pule in various influential 
quarters. Altogether the month will be so featureless, that it can 
scarcely be described as the March of Events. 
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THE PARLIAMENTARY ALMANACK FOR THE SESSION OF 1892. 

Bv ZADKIEL, M.P. (Continued from Page i.) 
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July. — 

Marti IS now 
stationary in 
Aquarius, 

17" 14^ to 

the grief of 
Eussia, the 
perplexity of 
Prussia, and 
the petulance 
of Pomer- 
ania. Famine 
is only too 
likely to stalk 
through the 
Isle of Dogs, 
and there will 
be trouble at 

the Admii'alty. Saturn is 
creeping up to the quartile 
of the place of the solar 
eclipse of Juno 17, *1890, 
filling the bitter cup of 
the Chief Secretary to the 
brim. Members desiring 

to take their seats will please come to the table. Uranus 
stationary in 1° od' of Scorpio is of fresh evil omen for 
the Lord Chancellor. He is warned to avoid travelling by 
water or riding on the garden-seat of an omnibus. Towards 
the end of the month (the 9th instant being the day of the solar 
conjunction with Venus) the House of Commons will bo 
counted out. The 17th is a propitious day for Members re- 
presontiug agricultural constituencVs. Unfoitunately, there 
will bo no sitting of the House on this day. xin accfdent to 
an ironclad moored off the Tenace. Duchesses and others 
are warned not to take tea on the Terrace on the afternoon 
of this day, for Mercury in his ruling sign (Loo) meets with 
the opposition of Mai*s. Mars, as the Leader of the Opposition 
in the Solar System, takes a fraternal interest in Mr. G-. 

August. — Mars still having a high old time in the high 
old ’evings. He is now very near the Earth, and with his 
mailed hand urges on tho Irish Members to deeds of ruthless 
insubordination. About this time the Speaker may be ex- 
pected to observe, “Order I Order I” Saturn re-enters tho 
sign Libra at 31 minutes past 9 on the evening of the 31st. 
Consequently we shall hear of trouble in Kent, Macedonia, and 
Staffordshire. Questions on those subjects will be addressed t<^ 
the Baron de Book-Worms, and, the Moon holding the third 
degree of the sign Scorpio or tho last degree of Virgo, Mr. 
Julius ’Annib.A-L Picton will move tho adjournment of the 
House, in order to discuss, as a matter of urgent public import- 
ance, the unsatisfactory replies of the noble Baron. T he 4th is a 
very evil day for Her Majesty’s Ministers, threatening danger 
by fire or colic, according to their nativities. Let those who 
were born in this month beware of clangor by water, never 
going out without an umbrella, or attempting to cross the 
Thames by fording it. Morocco will experience some vibra- 
tion, and Hon. Members wKose rates were due on the 1st of 
March, will do w^ell to see they are paid. The Moon being 
held in the 2oth degree of Virgo, ladies following the course 
of debate from the Gallery of the House of Commons, are 
"'V'arned to bew’are of disappointment in love or matrimony. 
The position of the Moon at this time is also favourable to saltatory exercise on the part of- the 
cow. Mr. Jesse Collings is warned to hold out three acres beneath the orb, so as to break 
the fall of the cow. As the Sun forms the trine aspect with Jupiter shortly before the New 
Moon, Parliament will be prorogued this month, if, Juinter being in the fourth house, the dissolution 
has not alreadg taken place* 
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ODE TO A’DINKEE-GOKG. 


The tocsin of the soul — tho dinner-bell.” 
So said, admiringly, the late Lord Byron, 
But he had never heard gour no’sy knell, 

O blatant bellowing thing of brass or iron, 
Or surely he had metrically cursed 
Your nerve - distracting Corybantic 
clangour. 


Would his fine indignation could have 
versed 

My utter hate, my agonising anger, 

Alas I is giisto then so great a sin. 

Is feeding Man so teriible a sinner 
That such a worse than 7)//wwn.-raising din 
Must summon him to — Dinner ? 


BAKE AND ANTIDOTE. 

Our latest New Humorist lately was moved 
To say that the world can’t exist without 
merriment. * 

His dogma, of course, yet remains to be 
• proved, 

But oh ! how he ’c? help us to try the 
experiment. 
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A DINNER KNELL. 





Wmm- 










It pains me decjjly to reveal 
IsLj infamy ; 1 do not stretcli 
The "truth When I confess I feel 
A guilty \rretch. 

I envy him "whose only sin [hour, 
Has been to rob his next-door neigh' 
He has his absolution in 

Three months’ hard labour. 

And happy he who forged a cheque, 

^ Committed arson, stole a bill, 

Played football on his spouse’s neck, 

Or broke a till. 

I cannot claim that anyone [gurgle. 
Through me has gasped his deathly 
I cannot even say I ’ve done 
One honest burgle. 

These may be bad, the reckless art 
Of hosx^itality is worse ; [heart, 

Though want of thought, not want of 
Has been my curse. 

Por sad experience has taught 
That as a most abandoned sinner 
Hy wife will treat me, now I ’ve brought 
A fiicnd to dinner ! 

\^And she did. 


MR. PUNCH’S HANDBOOK OF DEFINITIONS. 

{Fo 7' the Use of Young Writers.) 

A Fashionable Beauty. A Man about Town. 

(a.) K PRETTY moth that flutters by night, A being whose top-hat always shines, 

and is singed in Society scandals. whoso frock-coat invariably fits, whoso boots 

(h.) A modern Helen, who frequently never lack polish, and whose trousers are 


prefers the "^Vorth of Paris, to tho repu- 
tation of her husband. Her face launches a 













thousand photographers, and burns the top- 
less towers of every battered old rouFs heart. 


tion engines. 


tho latter into looking-glasses. 


ODE TO SOAP. 

I ’vE wiuttcn verses to her eyes, 

Her snowy- white, serenely high brow. 
The charm that in her features lies, 

A dozen sonnets to her eyebrow. 

Last week she ventured to elope, 

Alas ! with quite another fellow, 

Ji'o I will sing a song to Soai> — 

Soap, honest, pure, transparent, yellow I 


born turned up. He knows intyitively tho 
exact seasons when a suit of dittoes and a 
round hat worn 

I man of fashion. 

the year in the 

income is in- . ^ L 

dependent, his ' j,'fi 

himself is ruled , ' | 1 [ 

by his valet. ^ ^ 

non-reading, f'l V |' j S, /llffl 

non-marrying, ^ ' 

ing, seductive, \™| 

indolent, mous- 

much addicted 

to the midnight use of Clubs. Is generally 
obscured by ungrammatical language and 


(c.) An exotic tree which journalists shake costly tobacco-smoke. He leaves the loye- 
to obtain tho para graph- fruit from its letters of ballet-dancers and duchesses lying 
branches. It flourishes for a season, and open on his carpet, sticks photographs of 
is then cut down to provide fuel for detrac- the former into frames, and invitations from 


THE ASTBOLOCEE’S BEAT. 

Yoice of tho Stars? Oh, empty annual Tho wise world heeds not your prophetic 
bore, pother ^ 

It is, indeed, a ‘ ‘ Voice and nothing more.” Which goes in at one year and out at t’ other I 








W^hen I arise at early morn, 

(Or even when at late), who keener 
Than you in helping to adorn 
My person, or to make me — cleaner? 
"When black (not comely), I confess 
Yourself at once I always fly to, 

I use you, who excel. Ah I yes, 

Y'ou take the cake, and so do I too I 

Called to the Bar. Of course I am — 

The Bar of Soap. In all one’s troubles, 
W^hat more successful way to dam 
The flood of grief than blowing bubbles ? 
And yet, a thousand years ago, 

When men wore woad, and huts were 
wattled, 

Had they the happiness to know 
The magic mysteries of mottled ? 

I do not know, I cannot tell, 

I don’t indulge in rash assertions ; 

But this I know, and know full w^ell, 

I owe my skin to your exertions. 

And if I should have done a deed 
Of gore particularly flagrant. 

You still befriend me in my need, [rant. 
You take my hands, and leave them frag- 

0 Soap, preserver of mankind, 

True godliness’s cleanly neighbour, 

The Duke through you ^'ows more refined, 
The housemaid’s face reflects your labour. 
Let mundane systems have their day, 

Let men depart to shades infernal, 

Tho future brings us no dismay, 

Since Soap (like Hope) will spring eternal. 

‘‘THBIET, THBIET, HOEATIO!” 

(Jjg a contemplative Man at a Crematorium.) 

There’s one thing in these mortuary 
burning'^, [ U rnings. 

A man pays his ‘ ‘ last debt ” with his own 
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NEVER HAVE A CADDIE WITH A SQUINT! 

A Lay of the Links. 

They told me he was skilful, and assiduous, and true, 

They told mo he had “ carried ” for the bravest and the best. 

Ills hair was soldier-scarlet, and his eyes wei-o saucer blue, 

And one seemed looking eastward, whilst the other fronted west, 
llis strabismus was a startler, and it 
shook my nerve at once ; 

It aft'oeted me with dizziness, like 
gazing from a height. 

I straddled like a duffer, and I wavered 
like a dunce, 

And my right hand felt a left one, 
and my left felt far from right. 

As I watched him place my ball with 
his visual avos crossed, 

The very sunshine glimmered, with a 
queer confusing glint, 

I felt like a sick lubber on Atlantic surges 
tossed. — 

Oh", never have a Caddie with a 
squint ! 

I’m an ‘irritable duffer” — so my enemies 
declare, — 

That is I ’m very sensitive, and play a 
modest game. 

A very little puts me off my stroke, and, 
standing there, 

With his boot-heels at right angles, 
and his optics much the same, 
lie maddened me— no loss, and I felt ‘that 
all success 

Against bumptious young McBungo — was impossible that day. 

I 'd have parted with a fiver to have beaten him. His dress 
Was so very very swagger, and his scarlet cap so gay. 

He eyed my cross-eyed Caddie with a supercilious smirk, 

I tried to set my features, and my nerves, like anv flint ; 

But my “ knicker’d ” knees were knocking as I wildly set to work. 
Oh I never have a Caddie with a squint I 

I tried to look away from the spoiler of my play. 

But for fiendish fascination he was like a squinting snake ; 

All the mutfings man can muff I 
contrived to muff that day ; 
!My eyes were all askew and 
my nerves w’ere all ashake. 

I seemed to squint myself, and 
not only with my eyes, 

My knees, my hands, my el- 
bows with obliquity were 
rife. 

McBungo’s sleeksham S3’mpathy 
and sinister surprise 
Made almost insupportable the 
burden of my life, 
lie was so beastly friendly, and 
ho was so blazing fair, 

Ho fulsomely effusive with sug- 
gestion, tip, and hint ! 

And all the while that Caddie 
stood serenely cock-eyed 
there. 

Oil ! never have a Caddie 
with a squint I 

jSIiss Binks was looking on ! On 
that maiden I was gone. 
Just as she was gone on Golf. 
^ ^ ill perfervid Scottish style. 

On my merits, with McBungo, I should just about have won, 

But my shots to-da}^ were such as made even Effie smile ; 

Oh, the lumps of turf I lifted I Oh, the easy balls I missed ! 

Oh, the bunkers I got bogged in I And at last a gentle scorn 
Curled the lips I would have given my pet “Putter” to have 
kissed. 

Such a bungler as myself her loved Links had never borne ; 




And all the while McBungo — the young crocodile I — be wailed ^ 
AVhat he called my ^‘beastly luck,” though Lis joy was plain as 
piiiit, 

'Whilst that squint grow worse and worse at each shot of mine 
which failed. 

Oh ! never have a Caddie with a squint ! 

In “playing through the green” with my “ hrassoy ” I was seen 
At me St dismal disadvantage on that miserable ; 

lie pointed through the rushes with cock- 
eyed, sardonic spleen, — 

I followed his squint guidance, and I 
struck a yard away ; 

But oh ! ’twas woi’st of all, when I tried 
to hole the ball. 

Oh, the Ogre ! Hoio he squinted at 
that crisis of the game I 
His hideous strabismus held me helpless, 
a blind thrall, 

Shattered my nerves complete^, put 
my skill to open shame. 

That squint would, I am sure, have upset 
the Solar System — 

Oho I the impish impudence, the grue- 
some goggle-glint ! 

The low, malicious chuckle, as he softly 
muttered, “Missed ’im! ” 

No, never have a Caddie with 
a squint ! 

Yet all tho same McBungo did not get 
that rich Miss Binks, 

Who was so sweet in every waj’', es- 
pecially on Golf. 

lie fancied he had cut me out that day 
upon those Links, 

But although he won the game — at Golf, his love-game came not 
He and that demon Caddie tried between them very hard [off. 

To shame me in the eyes of that dear enthusiast, 

But — well, my clubs she carries, whilst McBungo, evil-starred, 
Was caught by a Scotch vixen with an obvious optic cast ! 

That^s Nemesis, I say! And 
she will not let him play 
At the game he so adores. 

True she’s wealthy as the 
in t. 

At Golf, with Effie, I have 
passed many a happy day, 

But — we never have a 
Caddie with a squint I 


A Caddie 
who ’s a 
duffer, or 
a Caddie 
who gets 
drunk ; 

A Caddie who regards all 
other Caddies as his foes ; 

A Caddie who will snigger when 
you fumhlo, fail or funk ; 

A Caddie who will whistle, 
or seems ever on the doze ; 

A Caddie who ’s too tiny ; or too 
big and broad of bulk ; 

A Caddie who gets playing 
with your clubs upon the 
sly, 

A Caddie who will chatter, or a 
Caddie who will sulk ; 

All these are calculated a Golf 
devotee to try ; 

All these are most vexatious to 
a Golfer of lepute ; 

And still more so to a novice. 

But just take a friendly 
hint I 

Take a Caddie who ’s a duffer, or a drunkard, or a brute, 
JBut never try a Caddie with a squint I ! ! 




AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 189-2. 


A LADY’S LINES ON LEAP YEAR. 

'WiiEX Xeaves’ Ape mth tlie pliable thumb and big brain, , 
Who the gilt of the gab had -just managed to gam, 

As a lord of creation established his reign, 

Which nobodj" can deny. 

He established no doubt, female progress t ) stop, 

The ‘‘ light” of the sex the great question to pop” 

(As well as to vote, and to smoke, and talk shop), 

Which nobody can deny. 

0 artful old Ape, in transition to IMan, 

To keep down ])oor Woman you hit on a plan 

Winch they once in four years may reverse—?/ they can. 

Which nobody can deny. 

Ouir vertebrae (moral) you first took away, 

And then once in four years you allotted a day 
Per the polypus sex at top-sawyer to play. 

Which nobody can deny. 

0 Great Master Monkey, the progress of years 
At last fills your lordship with Simian fears ; 

The Woman's Eights Question assails your long ears, 

Which nobody can deny. 

But when the great Pop-Eight is ours, recollect 

We T 1 grant you — what more can 3’our Apeshiji expect ? — 

The right, — once in four years you know — to reject ! 

AVhich nobody can deny I 

SIMPLE STORIES. 

“he always kind to animals wherever }ou may be!” 

Xo. II.— YIOLET AND THE POEPOISE. 

Violet was a bright, merry little girl who was always full of fun. 
She was rather too apt to be thoughtless. Her Father was yery 
witty and j ocose, and she w’ould often try to imitate him. She 

« seemed to forget what was a virtue j 

Hg grown-ups w^as unbecoming 1 
child, and would sometimes say | 
3 thing to cause a laugh without 
cting how’ much pain it gave to 

:e a mere play upon words, or a 
as it is called, she would not in- 
uently make some silly remark 
3h would subsequently cause her 

J vain did her kind Mamma im- j 

mts and friends that she would 
ave in this manner. Poor in- 
nsive dumb animals she would 

^Id tell th^^ Cow that she^yas a 
telling a largo Cochin that, if it 

long - su:fiering parent. ^ He 
found he was being beaten on his own ground, his position 
as family joker wus being imperilled, and his merry jests were 
beginning to fall rather flat. He at once packed off this short- 
petticoated punster to a strong-minded, serious, matter-of-fact 
governess by the seaside, who looked upon punning, joking, and 
whistling on the Sabbath as all very much in the same light. The 
governess had instructions she might take what measures she 
pleased, but the little girl was to be cured. 

One day there was a terrific storm on the coast. TV hen it abated, 


it was rcpoitod that a very large l*oi'poi»o had been washed * 
ashore. Everyone went down to see it, and among them Violet 1 
and her governess. The little lass was in high spirits, for she had 
been indoors in disgrace for the last two days. Vi was not a bit 
afraid. IShe danced up to the Porpoise, who was puffing and blowing • 
and flapping his tail on the sand. The impudent little puss boldly i 
approached the monster of the deep, and giving him a good ringing 1 
slap, said, Poor old thing I Did it come ashore on jKnj)oise I ” ' 

In a moment the Porpoise lashed out its tail in anger, caught ! 
the child on the side of the face, and knocked her into the sea I | 
With great difficulty she was rescued ! It taught her a lesson she j 
never forgiit. She returned home quite cured. She never makes 
silly puns upon poor dumb animals now, and thej’ have grown 
to respect her very much. If ever she feels inclined to return to , 
her old foolish habit, one glance at the silver porpoise- charm — , 
which her dear Father has given her — is sufficient to remind her 
of her folly, and prevent her transgressing. 

LAY OF’ A LONDON BOOK-WORM. 

Hail, best-loved season of a best-loved town ! — 

The glowing fire, 

TVarm winter curtains, ancient dressing-gown, 

And seasoned briar. 

Spas, mountains, , 


To SCIIOTEN’HAUER (p.p. T. BaILEY SaUXDERS), 

Nor doth disdain, 

Ea passant, the attempts of— names won’t scan — 

A playwright trio, 

To pose as artist,' not as artisan, 

Con molto brio. 

But why waste words ? Don slippers, light the lamp. 

And close the shutters ; 

Book- worms advance ! Prepare your winter camp ; 

Draw paper-cutters I C(ELEBS. 

ME. PUUGH’S HANDBOOK OF DEFINITIONS. 

{For the Use of Yoiivy Writers.) 

considered' a 'good fellow, jet 

1/'''. flatteiy of a liuman 
‘ ^ ^ celestial body. 

Wmi, / (f*-) Purchasable 'immorta- 

lily, warranted to fade, in 

('^0 The final stage in a 
struggle with a cheerful ex- 

^ (^O An image which, in pro- 
^ portion as it o:ffends one’s 

^ vanity, may bo counted upon 

- to delight one’s friends. 
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1. I sudtlf^nlv wake up and remember to-niglit’s Mrs. 2. Needn’t put on eveiiin|: dress. Tberc’s no stiffness 
Boxamy’s SmaU and Earlv, and that Veua Gilpin will be Fine niglit, not very late. May as well walk there and smoke a cioUi. A\^Iul niu> ance ii tiiej i 
there. Think I ’ll 2 : 0 . * all got up to the nines ! 
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4. Gets-darker a,ul darker.. Cau’t ,oo my .S'il'P? 


not* to have put on iny goloshes, and scorns to think I ought to liave put on a cape, dr a comforter, or somotliiu: 
So muddy, too ! got my J agei s on, foi tunately. 



THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF PUN^H 


TOM NODDY’S CHRISTMAS NIGHTMARE, AFTER COLD MINCE-PIES FOR SUPPER. 
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5. Gets lighter again. Beastly night, though. Capital horse. Wonder whether I ought to have put on dress clothes, after all Too late now, — but 

one is always safe in evening dress, whatever happens. 



I'M til M ii It 1 1 1 1 ii 1 1 II r 


6. Confound it ! Left ail niy mone\ at homo, in ni^ ^^aistcoat pocket. That 
tie worst of not dressing ! Cabman ln^ulollt. Row'! 


'W-Mil 

7. Large party: Red baize! Royalty! Wish I’d dressed! 
Swell as can’t pay his cab and ain’t got no dress clothes ! ” 


Tvji 

“’Ere’s 1 



January 1. — Just had a brilliant idea — quite original. I don’t 
believe even any human person ever thought of such a thing, but 
then, — ^besides being extremely beautiful and expensive, with re- 
fined wax features and golden hair — I am a very clever doll indeed. 
Frivolous, no doubt; heartless, so they tell me — but the very 
reverse of a fool* I flatter myself that if anybody understands the 
nature of toys, especially male toys — but I am forgetting my 
idea— which is this. I am going this year to write down — ^the 
little girl I belong to has no idea I can write, but I can — and better 
than she does, too ! — to write down every event of importance that 
happens, vnth the dates. There ! I fancy that is original enough. 
It will be a valuable dollian document when it is done, and most 
interesting to look back upon. Now I must wait for something to 
happen. 

January 6. — Went to Small 
Dance given by the Only Other 
Wax Doll (a dreadful old frump !) 

, on the Nursery Hearthrug. Boom 

rather nicely illuminated by 
coloured fire from grate, and a 


m^ramid nightlight, but floor poor. 
Didn’t think much of the music 
''jII monkey at the Digi- 

torium, and a woolly lamb who 
brought his own bellows, make 
rather a feeble orchestra. Still, 
^ whole, enjoyed myself. 

*\ Much admired. Several young 

^ Ninepins, who are considered 

I Iw^ U ilv stuck- up, and keep a good deal 

u iPy begged to be in- 

I I IW II I I I H troduced. Sat out one dance with 

U ' MX J mm! 'h. iHi ^ Dice-box, who rattled away 

H 1^^ most amusingly. I understand 

1 wffl quite an authority on games, 

ff tToBiil h 1 anything that falls from his 

I Q H lHi l B I mouth is received with respect. 

I mm mi Mf He is a great sporting character, 

JHi nil too, and arranges all the meetings 

on the Nursery Eace-course, be- 
sides being much interested in 
Backgammon. I do like a Toy to have manly tastes ! 

The Captain of a Wooden Marching Eegiment quartered in the 
neighbourhood, was there in full uniform, but not dancing. Told 
me they didn't in his regiment. As his legs are made in one piece 
and glued on to a yellow stand, inclined to think this was not mere 
military swagger." He seemed considerably struck with me. 
Made an impression, too, on a rather elderly India-rubber Ball. 
Snubbed him, as one of the Ninepins told me he was considered ‘'a 
bit of a bounder,” 

Some of the Composition Dolls, I could see, were perfectly stiff 


with spite and envy. Spent a very pleasant evening, not getting 
back to my drawer till daylight. Too tired to write more. 

Mem. — ^Not to sit out behind the coal-scuttle another time ! 

February 14. — Amount of attention I receive really quite em- 
barrassing. The Ninepins are too absurdly devoted. One of them 
(the nicest of all) told me to-day he had never been so completely 
bowled over in his whole existence 1 I manage to play them oif 
against each other, however. The India-rubber Ball, too, is at my 
feet-— and, naturally, I siDurn him, but he is so short-winded that 
nothing will induce him to rise. Though naturally of an elastic 
temperament, he has been a good deal cast down of late. I smile 
on him occasionally — just to keep the Ball rolling; but it is 
becoming a frightful bore. 

March. — Have been presented with a charming pony- carriage, 
with two piebald ponies that go by clock-work. I wish, though, 

I was not expected to share it with a live 
Jditen ! The kitten has no idea of repose, and 
spoils the effect of the turn-out. Try not to 
seem aware of it — even when it claws my 
frock. Bather interested in a young Skipjack, / 

whom I see occasionally; he is quite good- v , y 

looking, in a common sort of way. I talk to 
him now and then — it is something to do ; and 
ho is a new type, so different from the Nine- 
pins ! 

April 1. — ^Have just heard the Skipjack is 
engaged to a plaster Dairy-maid. A little 

annoyed, because he really seemed Have 

been to see his fiancee, a common-place 
creature, with red cheeks, and a thick waist. 

Congratulate the Skipjack, with just a hint 
that he might have looked higher. Afraid 
that he misunderstood me, for he absolutely 
jumped. 

April 7. — The Skipjack tells me he has 
brohen off his engagement ; he seems to think 
I shall guess the reason — ^hut I don’t, of 
course. Then he actually has the imper- 
tinence to (I can scarcely pen the words for 
indignation) to qjrvpose — to Me I I inform him, 
in the most nnnvistahahle terms, that he has 
presumed on my good-nature, and that there are social harriers 
between us, which no Skipj ack can ever surmount. He leaves me 
abruptly, after declaring that I have broken the spring of his 
existence. 

April 8. — Much shocked and annoyed. The Skipjack found 
quite stiff and colourless this morning, in the water- jug ! Must 
have jumped in last night. So very rash and silly of him ! Am 
sure I gave him no encouragement— or next to none. Hear that 
the Dairy-maid has gone off her head. Of course it will be put 
down to grief ; but we all know how easily plaster heads get^ 





cracked. Feel really distressed about it all, for the blame is sure 
to fall on me, TJiose Composition Dolls mil make a fine scandal out 
of it ! 

May , — The Ninepins arc getting Tory difficult to manage ; have 
to put them dovm, as delicately as possible ; but I aiu afraid, poor 
felloe's, they are dreadfully upset. The Wooden Captain has 
challenged the Dice-box to a duel — I fear, on jui/ account._ How- 
ever, as the officer's sword will not unglue, I hojoe nothing will 
come of it. All this most worrying, though, and gives ^ me 
little real satisfaction, I find myself sighing for more difficult 
conq^uests. 

June, — Went to after- 
noon tea with the biggest 
Dutch Doll. Eather a 
come-down, but now 
that there is this cool- 
ness between the Com- 
position set and myself, 

I must go someivhere, I 
feel 30 bored at times ! 

Can see the ^ ridiculous 
Dutch thing is trying to 
out-dress me ! She had 
a frock on that must 
have cost at least fifty 
beads, and I don’t be- 
lieve it will ever be paid 
for ! Only made her 
look the bigger guy, 
though I Tea-party a 
stupid affair. Make- 
believe tea in powtor 
cups. Met the latest 
arrival, a really nice- 
looking Gentleman Doll, 
introduced as “ Mr. Jo- 
seph.”^ Yery innocent 
face, without any mous- 
tache, and the sweetest 

blue eyes (except mine) I think I ever saw ! Seemed rather shy, but 
pleasant. Asked him to call. 

J une 18.^ — ^hfr. J oseph has not called yet. Yery strange ! Suspect 
those horrid Composition Dolls have been setting him against me. 
Met him by the back-hoard and scolded him. He seemed confused. 
By a little management, I got it all out of him. I was right. He 
has been told about the Skipjack. He has strict princixiles, and 
gave me to understand that he would prefer to decline my ac- 
quaintance— -which was like Ms impudence ! This is exciting, 
though.^ I intend to overcome these scruples ; I mean him to bo 
.diy in love with me — then I 

11 scornfully reject him, which 

^ serve him just right ! 

'uly, — ^!My tactics have succeeded 
last! To-day Joseph called, 

^isihly to beg me to go and see 
e unhappy Ball, who, it seems, is 
iiTibly collapsed, reduced to a mere 
howl, and so exhausted that ho 
cannot hold out much longer. 

However, in the course of the in- 
terview, I soon made him oblivious 
of the Ball. He fell at my feet. 

“Beautiful Gloriaxa,” he cried, 

“with all your many and glaiing 
faults, I love j-ou ! ” Then I car- 
ried out the Test of my jirograinmo 
—it wus a painful scene, and I will 
only record that when he left me. 
he was completely un- dolled I I feel 
almost sorry for him— he had rather 
a nice face ! 

seem able to settle to anything. After all, I 
think I Will go and see the poor Ball. It would comfort him, and 
I might see Inui there, I will order the pony carriage. 

^ ^ ^ ^ jfi. 

-4 What has happened to me? Where hare I been all 
this time . Let me collect myself, and see how much I remember, 
Mj last clear recollection is of being in my carriage on my way to 
receive the departmg Ball’s last sigh . . , Something has started 


the clockwork. My ponies are bolting, and I haven’t the slightest 
control over them ! We are rushing along the smooth plain of 
tho chest of cbawers, and rapidly nearing the edge. 1 try to 
scream for help, but all I can utter is, “ Papa I ” and “ Mamma ! ” 
All at once I see him standing, calm and collected, on tho very brink 
of tho precipice. Is ho strong enough to stop the ponies in their mad 
clockwork career, and save me, even yet ? Ifovj I will love him if 
he does ! An instant of sickening suspense ... we are over ! — 
falling down, down, down ... A crash, a wffiirr of clockwoik, a 
rush of bran to my head — and I know no more. AYhat follows is a 
dream— a horrible, confused nightmare — of lying among a heap of 

limp bodies— some arm- 
less, some legless, others 
(ah ! the horror of it) 
headless! I grope 
blindly for iny own 
limbs — they are intact ; 
then I feel the place 
where I naturally ex- 
pect to find my head — it 
IS gone ! , , . The shock is 
too much — I faint once 
more. And that is all. 

Thank goodness, it 
was only a dream — for 
Loro I am, in tho same 
old nursery again ! Not 
all a dream, either— or 
my pony-carriage would 
scarcely present such a 
damaged appearance. 
Tho accident was real. 
Then what — loliat has 
become of Joseph? I 
must find him — I must 
make him understand 
that I repent — that, for 
the future, I intend to 
he a changed doll ! 
September , — Still searching for Joseph. No trace of him. I 
seem to be a changed doll in more ways than one. My former 
set knows me not. The Ninepins do not stagger when I smile at 
them now ; the Dice-box gapes open-mouthed at my greeting. 1 
call upon the Composition Dolls — they are very polite ; but it is 
quite clear that they don’t remember me in the least ! Alas ! how 
soon one is forgotten in tho world of Toys ! Have no heart to recall 
myself to them. I go, for the first time since my accident, to a 
convenient brass knob, in which I would once gaze at my reflected 
features by the hour. How indescribable are my sensations at the 

discovery that I have a totally new 
head — a china one ! I, who used to 
look down on china dolls ! It is a 
very decent head, in its way ; quite 
neat and inofiensive, with smooth, 
shiny hair, which won’t come down 
like the golden locks I once had. I 
am glad — yes, glad now — that Jo- 
seph has gone, and the home he 
used to occupy is deserted, and shut 
up. If he were here, he would not 
know me either. Now I can live 
single all my remaining days, in 
memory of him, and devote myself 
to doing good 1 

October. — Have entered on my 
new career. Am organising a Mis- 
sion for Lost Toys, and a Clothing 
Club for Eag Dolls. To-day, while 
“ slumming” iu the lumber-closet, 
found my old acquaintance, the 
Dutch Doll in a shocMng state of 
destitution— nothing on her but a piece of tattered tissue-paper ! To 
think that my evil example and her own senseless extravagance have 
brought her to this! Gave her one of my old tea- gowns and a 
Sunday domino, hut did not reveal myself. Feeling very sad and 
lonely : think I shall have to keep a cockroach — I must have 
something to love me I 

October 15. — Someone has taken poor dear Joseph’s old house. 
I see a new doll, with a small but worldly black moustache and a 
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very bad countenance, watching me as I pass the windows. Shall 
call and leave a scripture brick. It may do him good. 

October 16. — Have called . . . Sever heard worse language from 
the lips of any doll ! Came across my old admirer, the Ball, who is 
better, though still what I have heard the nursery governess describe 
as an “ oblate spheroifl.'" Of course he did not recognise me. 

Dereuiher . — Have seen a good deal of the Doll with the worldly 
moustache lately. Erom certain symptoms, do not despair of 
reforming hirn — iiltimatelj'. He seems softening. Yesterday he 
told rne he did not think he should live long. Yet he has a 
splendid constitution — the best porcelain. He is dreadfully 

cynical, seems so 
reckless about 
everything. If I 
could only re- 
claim him — for 
Joseph's sake I 
This afternoon 
I saw the yellow 
stand which the 
Wooden Captain 
used to occupy — 
what memories 
it recalled, ah 
mo I Can he 
have disgraced 
himself and been 
“broke”? And 
am I responsible ^ 
Christmas Eve. 
— Am sitting in 
my corner, my 
cockroach curled 
comfortably at 
my feet, when 
the Walking 
Postman comes 
up with a letter 
—for me ! It is 
from the Wicked Doll! He is very ill, dying ^ he thinks, and 
wishes to see me. How well I remernber that other message which 
Joseph — but Joseph is taken, and the Ball still bounds I Well, 
I will go. It will be something to tell my Diary. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Christmas Day . — Something indeed! How shall I begin my 
wondrous incredible tale ? I reached the Doll’s House, which 
looked gloomier and more deserted than ever, with the sullen glow 
of the djdng fire reflected redly in its windows. The green door 
stood open — I went in. “Ha, ha! trapped!” cried a sneering 
voice behind me. It was the Wicked Doll ! his letter was a ruse 
— he was as well as I was — and I— I was shut up there in that lonely 
house, entirely at his mercy ! . . , It was a frightful position for 
any doll to be placed in ; and yet, looking back on it now, I don’t 
think I minded it so very much. 

“Listen!” he said, in response to my agonised entreaties. 
“ Long, long ago, when I was young.and innocent, a beautiful, but 
heartless being bewitched me, Idd and bran ! I told my love — she 



! mocked at me. Since then I have sworn, though she has escaped 
I me, to avenge myself by sacrificing the life of the fiist doll I could 
I entice into my iiower. You are that doll. You must die ! ” . . . 

' “I am quite prepared,” I told him — “do your worst!” which 
j seemed to confuse him very much. " I will,” he said, “ presently 
; — presently ; there is no hurr}'. You sec,” he explained, in a tone 
almost of apology, “in endeavouring to save her life (it was my 
last good action) I got my head smashed, and received the substi- 
: tiite 1 now wear, which, as you will observe, is that of an unmiti- 
1 gated villain. And it's no use having a head like that if you 
! don't live up to it — is it, now? So — as I think I observed 
before — prepare for the worst!” “Don't talk about it any 
more — do it ! ” I said, and I breathed Joseph's name softly. But 
the Wicked Doll did nothing at all. I began to feel safer— it 
was so obvious 
1 that he hadn’t 
I tho faintest no- 
tion v'hat to do. 

“ She treated me 
abominably,*’ he 
said, feebly; 

“ doll would 
have been an- 
noyed at tho 
heartless way in 
which Gloriana 



I could contain 
my feelings no 
longer. 

“Joseph!” I 
gasped (I had 
lost all fear of 
him), “you ridi- 
culous old goose, 
don’t you hnoiv 
me ? f am Glo- 
EIANA, and I have found you at lust I ” And, with that, I flung 
myself into his arms, and told him everything. I think he was 
more relieved than anything. “So yon are Gloriana ! ” he said. 
“ It ’s dreadfully bewildering; but, to tell you the honest tmth, I 
can't keep up this villainy business any longer. I haven’t been 
brought up to it, and I don’t understand how it ’s done. So I tell 
you what we ’ll do. If you ’ll leave off living up to your new head, 
I won’t try to live up to mine ! ” And so we settled it. 

Postscript December 31. — We are to be married to-morrow. 
The Dutch Doll is to bo my bridesmaid, and the Wooden Captain 
(who w'as only away on sick leave, after all) is coming up to he 
best man. I have seen the poor old Ball, and told him there will 
always be a corner for him in our new home. I am very very 
happy. To think that Joseph should still care for his poor Glo- 
RIANA, altered and homely as her once lovely features have now 
become. But Joseph (who is leaning over my shoulder and 
reading every word I write) stojis me here to assure me that I am 
lovelier than ever in h is eyes. And really — I don' t know — ^perhaps I 
am. iind in other persons’ eyes too, if it comes to that. I certainly 
don’t intend to give up society just because I happen to be married ! 



THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 


AN OLD-WORLD CHRISTMAS. 


To mj^self I said, methinks I have heard of 

And, though folks may count me iool^ I will f//f‘ 

aim at keeping Yule v/ v^ 

So my beef was firm and red, and I put 
round the Boar’s head 

I ’d a Peacock quite correct, with his bright ■ 

tail-feathers decked, 

I ’d a Turkey, and a round of rich Brawn . 

my table crowned, 

I ’d Mince-pies before there came the Plum- ^ ' 

pudding, and aflame 

Brandy neat. A- ' 

Then a mighty bowl was full of what they |j|P^7^ 
called Lamb’s Wool, W/J ' 

Ale and spice; T/il t 

Boasted apples, ginger too, and, to give the ////f if 
diink its due, Bather nice. m ' '/ ||l| I 

I had Sack of Sherry made, rather head^^ (( 1 1 

I ’m afraid ; Often then ' I 






I would fill the beaker up, for they drained 
full many a cup, 

Those old men. 

And the merry songs I trolled, as folks did 
in days of old ; 

And they said 

That I laid me dowm to snore 'mid the 
I rushes on the floor, 

1 Not in bed. 

^ As they taught in olden rhj^me, I have kept 
the Christmas time, 

Ate ray fill ; 

And, such scorn is at me hurled, that I 
wouldn’t for the world 
^ Own I ’m ill, 

^ I ’m abominably dry, and no breakfast 
could I try — 

For my life : 

') /y And I have to stand the jeers of my friends, 
and worse, the sneers 

Of my wife. 

The historian may praise Christmas feasts 
V r\^\ in ancient days. But I shiver, 

\\\^\\\ Por a real old Christmas revel, I can tell 
you, plays the devil With your liver. 


A SCOTS BALL-ROOM BALLAD. 

(jE?2/ TAe MaePnj,) 

Why sit ye on the stair, Ladie, 

Why sit ye on the stair ? 

It ’s merry dancing in the hall, 

And partners still are there. 

Ye arena in a cosy neuk, 

But in the lamp’s full glare ; 

No gentle whisperin’ words are spoke — 
AMiy sit ye on the stair ? 

The runkled 


■ ■ 





— carle that ’s 

by your side 
Notaleofluve 
can tell; 

'} He fain wad win 
sjiiij ye for his 

Jif, bride 
i'y By talkin’ o’ 
if ' himsel’. 


Your voice is 

But oh, your 

Y"<)u answer what the gaffer says, 

You 're lookin’ for the lad. 

(They winna stint theii' prattlin’ talk— 

Oh, but her eyes are sad ! — 

’Tis^vain to cherche the fammy here, 

I ’ll gang and speer the lad.) 

Why prop ye up the wa’, Laddie, 

E Why prop ye up the wa’ ? 
our lissome shoes are stickit oot, 

Ye ’ll gar the dancers fa’, 

r feckless couples tearin’ past, 

Wi’ elbows at an angle, 

Will pin ye to the w’-ainscoat fast 
As wild boar in a jungle. 

The floor’s as smooth as summer grass, 

Snia’ feet, like crickets, capor. 

And whirlin’ kirtles, as thev pass, 
feair waste the sweating tajier. 

The lassies’ gowns are creased and rent ; 

The lads are oot o’ knowledge ; 


They are as hot wi’ twirlin’ roon 
As blacksmith frae the village. 

The fiddles pour their love-s'.ck pray’rs, 

The flutie-man is whis’lin’, 

J ust like when ancient madam scares 
A thrummock-touzlo hisslm’. 

There ’s young folks movin’ like a fair, 
There s auld folks qualfin’ sherry. 

An’ you sae weary, fu’ o’ care, 

AVhen all the world is merry ? 

Gin ye maun feed your dowie grudge, 

At least fill up your programme, 

And come victorious from the crush 
Like Bonaparte from Wagram. 

Nay, dinna ofl the lassie score ; 

Her heart sings, “ Waly, waly ! ” 

She ’s talkin’ with that awfu’ bore. 

The Laird o’ Lanthorn Jawley. 

Quit, quit, for shame ! This winna do. 

Bouse up and play the man, Sir I 
For they should dance who have the chance, 
And they should sup who can, Sir. 

Ah, see, she smiles ! Could any word 
More eloquently call ye ? 

Now go and soothe your bonnie burd. 

And banish Lanthorn Jawley. 

So prop nae mair the wa’, Laddie, 

So prop nae main the wa’ 

(Y"e dinna ken that on your coat 
Y'on candle-droppin’s fa’ 

THE LOST- (AT LAST D-CHORD. 

Seated one day in my study 
I w^as anxious and ill at ease, 

And I tapped at the window wildly 
And rattled a bunch of keys ; 

Unless I could manage to scare him 
All hope of repose was floored, 

For borne like a wail on an Easterly gale 
I heard that dread “ Lost Chord 
I made unambiguous signals 
That I wanted the tune to cease, 

For I had my work to finish, 

And he was a foe to peace ; 

But the Giinder only answered. 

With a fixed demoniac grin. 


And steadily turned the handle, 

And poured his distracting din. 

I know not of what he was dreaming, 

As softly I stole aside. 

And thoughtfully lifted a scuttle of coals. 
And opened the window wide ; 





|H 

1 




tmlmk 

ttIwH 








1|b 

firiCTra 


I judge from his satisfied simper 
That his dreams were of anything, but 
Of a blackened mound, andamufiiedsound, 
And a window suddenly shut. 

It: may be they ’ll take the pieces 
To his far Italian home. 

And carve from his bones mosaical stones 
To pave St. Peter’s at Borne ; 

Or if thev don’t — it ’s the same to me, 

But this I ’m prepared to maintain, 

That the Chord'' he started to play is lost, 
And will never be found again. 



AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 


TOM NODDY’S CHRISTMAS NIGHTMARE, AFTER COLD MINCE-PIES FOR SUPPER. 
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10 AskaYouna Masher if he thinks it matters niiieh, about dress. 11. Ask him to lell me a GiMitieman if / look like a bent leman. Says he ’s not quite 
Ke ';’’vs not so louff as one looks like a Gentleman. Sais he’s a sure, so there’s n low. He hleetls Otde,^, on a lield Arf/eut, as 1 thought he would. 1 
Geiiiiomau of Biuc-blood, himself. Azi( 7 Y, on a Field Or. don’t blecu aii\ tiling worili swa'^jXcnng aboiU. 








THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER 


PUNCH 




Jcfeitkj, j\ye miking a si-nsalioii, and cNcrybody stares, I hate— and Tera Gilpin- has got tears in her lovely eyes! So I manaf^e to 

H.K.H. the sh]), and crawl under the piano— and there, confound it, I meet that beastly Cabman, who actually dares to say that I— ^ 

{Ami tciih a siart, he mvakes.) 










AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1892 













THE COIHSTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 



SIMPLE STORIES. 

Be alwajs kind to animals 
^\lieiever you may be 

Xo. III.— HARRY AHD THE 
HORNETS. 

On a bank at tbo end of the 
field adjoining the garden of 
tlio bouse where IIarry’s 
Papa lived was a hornet’s 
nest. 

The children had all been 
especially' forbidden to go 
into the field. 

IIaiiry, however, thought 
he know how to take care of 
himsolfj and one morning, 
when his parents had driven 
over to Dobbinton, deter- 
mined he would pay a visit 
to the forbidden spot. 

He could 3 ust see the nest, 
one or two hornets were 
crawling in and out, and a 
few buzzing about in the 
neighbourhood. They’ were 
enormous hornets. He in- 
serted the point of a switch 
in the nest, and rattled it 
about. 

In a moment there was a 
roar, and the air was thick 
with a cloud of hornets. 

Harry" turned and fled 
through the garden - gate, 
and did not know where to 
go. 

All at once he saw Uncle 
Bulger’s gigantic portable 
india-rubber bath, which had 
been put out in the garden to dry. To rush towards it, and turn 
it over him like a dish-cover, was the work of a second. The 
hornets settled on the top in hundreds, and stung furiously and 
vindictively. Their stings, however, had enormous barbs, and, 
once inserted in the india-rubber, it was impossible to withdraw 
them. 

The insects became wild with fury; at last they all fluttered 
their wings in unison, and flew away with Uncle Bulger’s bath 

right across the country, 
and Harry laughed loudly 
to think how clever a boy' 
ho had been. 

His face foil, however, 
when ho saw his Papa 
beckon him from the win- 
dow. “ My soil,” said this 
gentleman, who never lost 
liis temper, “ havo vou been 
stung ? ” 

‘ • No, Papa, ’ ’ repl i ed 

Harry, hanging liis head. 

"Well, then, my dear boy',” answered tho father, with a bland 
lilc, and producing something wbicli looked uncommonly like a 
birch rod, “ the duty the hornets neglected, I will do my best to 
porfoim.” And he did I 


taught to many^ giand- 
motheis by their grand- 
children. The reason of this 
unusual attention to the 
more elderly of the weaker 
sox will be found in the fact 
that the Cth is “Old Lady' 
Day.” On the 18th ’Arry 
and ’Arriet v/ill hold h’gh 
1 estival, in honour of Easter 
Monday'. By' tho peculiar 
arrangement of the f^tais, it 
would seem that Kiss-in- 
the-Eing will be played at 
Sy’denham, and a Minis- 
teiial crisis will take place in 
Turkey. Universal regret 
will be felt at the expiry of 
Life Insurance on the 9th. 
Tho weather will be change- 
able. Eain may be expected 
during the month at Mar- 
gate, Gravesend, Birming- 
ham, Brighton, and some 
parts of Persia. Tho St. 
James’s Park blossoms will 
appear, without leaves on the 
trees, to the great annoyance 
of the koopers. 


Jules [from France). “Mille pardons, Monsieur, mais vous seriez bien 

AIMABLE DE m’INDIQUER LA ROUTE POUR PeEKKADILLI ? ” 

Bmoii [from the Country ^ suddenly called u'po.i to spcalc, French). “ Oh — AH — 
FASHY DER DEER, MOSSOU, KER MWAW OSEE SWEEZE JEtRASGLAY ! 


THE OUTCAST. 

[With Nominal Apologies to 
Mr. Robert Buchanan. ) 

I’m a meek-mannered man 
with a meek -mannered 
wife, 

And three daughters, whose 
happiness counts as my 
own. 



MR. PUNCH’S PREDICTIONS FOR 1892. 

For April. 

The birthday' of Prince Yon Bismarck, on tho 1st, will be cele- 
brated by' the fools of the peiiod. His Imperial Master will 
send tho Ex-Chancellor a speech and a portrait— which will be 
valued by their recipient as of equal value. On the 6th there will bo 
a groat demonstration of ancient females. Many venerable dames 
will travel to the Bank^ others will patronise the National 
the South Ivensiugtoii Museum, and others, again, 
will go to the Crystal Palace. Expectant grand-nephews will visit 
their grand aunts, and the suction of eggs will be practically 


I ’vo a hatred of jars and of all kinds of strife, 

And leave family quarrels severely' alone. 

Yet I do not mind saying that just nuw' I ’m rather 
Embarrassed at times in the role of a father. 

For my daughters havo met, as they say, W'ith their fate, 
YYhich in English just means that they’ve all got engaged, 
And their lovers come s]iooning from early to late, 

YVhilst tho girls get short-tempered and even enraged 
If, as sometimes it happens, they cannot discover 
A separate room for each girl and her lover. 

When but one was engaged it was all vciy well, 

And the drawing-room did for Ma- 
tilda and Ned. 

Then Adolphus proposed to my next 
daughter, Nell, 

YVell — tho dining- room suited them 
nicely, they said. 

But tho worst was to come when 
diminutive Gertie 
Came to tell ino she wished to be 
married to Bertie. 

For they ’vo taken tho breakfast-room 
— all that was left 
Of the houso that I dared to con- 
sider as mine. 

So my wife and myself liavo to live 
on, bereft [firmly decline 

Of our rooms, since w'o gently, but 
Our family tent of cxistonco to pitch in 
Tho only resort still remaining — tho kitchen. 

Well, the girls, I suppose, deem it nothing but bliss, 

It ’s the parents who find it so dear at tho price. 

Then attend, all y'e fathers, and listen to this. 

As I give 3 'ou at parting a word of advice : 

In engagements remember this rule — ^use no other— 

You should see one through firsts e'er you sanction another. 




AND PUNCFi’S ALMANACK FOR 189 -^. 


ON CHRISTMAS EVE. 



'WiiAT ! Christmas 
again I I had al- 
most forgotten 
That the time had 
come round for 
this pageant onco 
more, 

And I hardly know 
why, but I find 
“something 
rotten 

In the state” — of 
affairs, as did 
JIaiaht of yore. 
For I dread all this 
season of frolic- 
some folly, 

"When we keep 
“ Merry Christ- 
mases ” ever in 
stock, 

When the Curates 
are happy with 
putting up holly 
And mistletoe, too, with the fair of their flock. 

Ah ! that mention of mistletoe sets me a-thinking 
Of a girl, whom I knew for a minute or so. 

I was young at the time, and there ’s no use in blinking 
The fact that it hapjoenod r. long time ago. 

She reminded mo strangely of sweet TJnlhj Varch)i^ 

She was dressed for the part, and I thought her as fair ; 

And I recollect well how wo strolled in the garden 
To look at a flower, which, of course, wasn’t there. 

She was, oh ! no afraid that her friends would have missed her, 
And she really did think I should “ take her in now.” 
Which I did on the spot right away — for I kissed her. 

Just bon eat 1 j a large tree with an arch shapon bough. 

Then she flared up directly. — how dand I to do it ? 

But I listened to all her blind fury with glee, 

As I laughingly showed her — for I alone knew it — 

An immense piece of mistletoe up in the tree. 


I have ne'er seen her since. And so here I sit sighing, 
^Whilst the snow 's lying thick on the pavement outside. 

A"ot, stay — it ’s the jicets, perhaj)S, do the lying ; 

They could do a g(jod deal in that line if they tried, 

I am light. It's quite fine. There’s the sun through the 
trees. On 

Rellection, I quite think the right thing to do 
Is to join heart and soul in the joys of the season, 

So 1 ’m in for a H-ght Merry Chiistmas, — aren’t you ? 



MR. PUNCH’S HANDBOOK OF DEFINITIONS. 

{For the Use of Youvg IFr iters.) 

A Dowager. 

{a.) A DRAGON with a brood of daughters. She must be appeased 
by tbe sacrifice of au eldest son, or by the offer of the first-fruits 
(and meats) of the supper 
table. 

(/>,) A being of uncertain 
temper and a certain age. 

Though she has a will of 
her own, she often depends 
upon the will of her hus- 
band, and is much given to 
deplore both the fixity of 
her own income and the 
laxity of other people’s 
morals. 

(c.) A Society line - of - 
battle ship, rendeied obso- 
lete by the loss of her 
consoit. Though she often 
provokes engagements, she 
is never known to stiike her 
flag. She wall blockade a 
defenceless bachelor in order 
to cut off his supplies and 
make them her daughter’s, 
and will bombard a Boyal Palace in order to capture an invitation. 

{d.) A star of unknown magnitude revolving round the sons of 
other stars. 

A Bankrupt. 

(a.) A TRUE man who observes all human properties with a view 
to making them his owm. A^et, w^hile ho acquires the possessions, 

he alienates the affec- 
tion of his creditors, 
and is often stripped 
of all that ho ought 
never to have had, in 
order that the lender 
of a pound may be 
made happy by the 
bestowal of a penny, 
(6.) A musician, w'bo 
always plays with 
notes, and Yinds in 
comjiosition a never- 
failing consolation. 

(c.) A paradox, who, 
though he always out- 
runs the constable, is 
often caught by the 
police, and finds him- 
self face to face wdth 
liabilities which he is 
never able to meet. 
Owing to not having time to turn round, ho sometimes omits to 
act on the square, and always qualifies by total failure for the 
successful passing of his examination. 



SOXG FOR SHROTE TUESDAY. 

Life 's like a pancake, very thin flat matter, 

Tast^^less (without Love’s sugar and Hate’s lemon) 
At health’s firm bastion not in vain its “ batter,” 
With Indigestion an attendant demon. 

Kept o’er the fire, contmuallj" crossed, 

By fumes of daiknoss, and wdth trouble “tossed.” 



I'HE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 


pork-pio to pieces. There the Pig romained, and snorted, and 

SIMPLE STORIES. grunted, and stamped. It was getting long past dinner-time, 

. T. 1 1 no?” and Peter was afraid ho should have to stop all night in tho 

<• Bo always kind to animals Mhc.-e,ei you may bo! 

ITo. lY.-PETEU AND THE PIG. cautiously out. 

A KIND hut injudicious Undo had sent Peter a very largo pork- Ho looked out too far. Ho slipped ; ho foil ! He fell astride on 
pie Peter's Mamma had invited a number of his young friends tho Pig’s broad back, with his arms round its neck, 
to share it with him on his birthday. She meant that they should The boy was an excellent rider, and his presence of mind on 






to share it with him on his birthday. She meant that they should 
have a little feast, and all ho very happy and merry together. 
This excellent idea, however, did not moot with Peter’s approval. 

He was a selfish boy, and ^ 

had no notion of his pork- 
pie heiug converted into a 
limited liability company. 

So when his Mamma was j 

busy with preparations for 

tho "feast, and his sister was J i 

taking her music-lesson, he ^ ) AJ 

tied up the pork- pie in a 

blue pocket-handkerchief, 

and stole quietly^out ^f the 

^ He TOlked away rapidly ^ 

till he found himself in the 

Waffle Woods, and when he 

knew ho was quite out of 

sight and hearing, he sat n. 

himself down beneath an 

oak tree ; he undid the blue 

handkerchief, and brought 

said the greedy boy, as ho cut 
himself an enormous slice, 

‘T shall enjoy myself very ~ 

Ho continued to eat, but he found he did not enjoy it. Ho how- 
ever, ^ tried his hardest to fancy he was having a very good time. 
At his fourth slice he heard a rustling in the bushes. He started 
and trembled, because he knew he was doing wrong. He was 
horrified to find the intruder was none other than Snaboo, his 
father’s big black pig, also having a pio-nic by itself on acorns. 

Peter was indeed fiightened, because be remembered that he 
had frequently goaded and teased Snaboo in its stye. Not a 
moment was to be lost. The Pig had seen the boy, and Peter 
had scarcely gained a safe position up the tree, before Snaboo 
was grunting furiously at its foot, and vindictively trampling the 




this occasion saved him. Lajung hold of the Pig by tho cars, and 
sticking his knoos well into its fat sides, he jerked its head up. 

floadiah 

Ion ian IT ^ ^^^caiecrow,^ 

tages of gluttony and tto 
^ fleeting nature of all eartEly 

"^respect;, and he ne^^er saw a pork -pie without immediately longing 
to give it away. 

LINES BY A LOYEE OP PASHION. 

Metaphysicians never will inveigle 

My mind to study ail their hollow “ humming ” ; 

But in one thing I do agree with Hegel 
That “ everything’s 6ecomu?y.” 

That is, of course, everything that ’s in fashion. 

(N.B. — This puts my spouse in such a passion !) 




MR. PUNCH’S HANDBOOK OF DEFINITIONS. 


{For the Use of Young Writers,) 


Mothers-in-Law. 


A Butler. 




I (a.) They are such stuffl aa grandmothers are made of, Though 
febe raw material is (conventionally) disagreeable, the manufactmed 
B article is universally considered 

f delightful. It is curious that the 

same woman who is supposed to 
overwhelm a second generation 
■ with advice and anger, should 

the thii’d with indulgence 

(6.) Stock for the professional 
^ comic man’ s literary soup-kitchen. 

As thin humour d la mauvaise 
/e?? 2 ??ze, they are ladled out piping 

— hot in recitations, in farces, and 

— ^HbI ll. ^ comic columns of country 

^ ji'l Yeomen who reprove in their 

% HbM ul'mV ' vS* those domestic faults 

P’W h']}\ \ V which they have never attempted 
nH \V ' \ control in their own conduct. 

Mf [ii V U 4 ‘ \ \ On the whole, they are kindly 

of the failings and merits 
}i' I their sons-iii-law, but they 

rarely associate on friendly terms 
with those other mothers-in-law 
with whom they may happen to be connected by marriage. They 
often bestow jewels and warnings upon their daughters-in-law. 




(«.) A mean between a cook and a master. In the basement, 
and i)art of the ground floor, he reigns under the title of “ Mr. ” ; 
but, as he rises on the staircase, 
he droj)s in dignity, until he enters 
the drawing-room with a hare sur- 

pantry department, and a mould of 
form to tho lady who moulds the 
creams and jellies. He is naturally 
much addicted to the intimate com- 
panionship of other glasses, which 
sometimes cast reflections upon his 

constantly sees what his host often 
desires, in vain, to see — the backs 
of all the guests at a dinner-party. 

He holds himself solemnly and 
silently aloof from all dinner-table 
conversations; and tho joke of a 
guest, which throws a hostess into 
convulsions, fails to raise a smile 
upon his marble face. Though he 
is not invariably amiable, be fre- 
quently helps every guest at table, and, in tbis sense (amongst 
others) he is not only an aider, but a better than the host. 
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ALL THE DIFEEREHCE. 

I/i tlie Stable. Q^ute quiet Horse being admired by Professional Groom and 
Equestrian. “He wouldn’t huht a Biby— He’s a ’’os as you can trust.” 


MR. PUNCH’S PREDICTIONS FOR 1892. 

Fob May. 

On tlie 1st the bu’tMay of the Duke of Connaught will cause 
great satisfaction, the event being celebrated by the Sun, who will 
rise on this special occasion at 4*34. A.M., and set at 7*23 p.m. 
The 93rd anniversary of the Storming of Seringapam will be cele- 
brated on the 4 th by the survivors of that memorable victory. A list 
of the names of those present at the Academy Banquet will be given 
in the daily papers on the following morning. 

This will be a bad time for City men to put up 
their names at the West-End Clubs, as the 
operation is sure to end in disaster. South 
Africa will again attract attention, and the 
Daily Graphic will obtain letters from that 
interesting spot with a less expenditure than 
£2,000. Excitement may be expected in 
France, and several political piisoners will be 
sent to Siberia. The Volunteers will once more 
show a falling oft' in numbers, and questions 
^ill be asked in Parliament, without eliciting a 
itisfactoiy answer. Sporting men will take an 
iterest in the Derby, and there will be a 
light disturbance in South America. The 
^ weather of the month wdll be changeable. 

^^e Sun, however, will be seen several 
times during the thirty-one days by resident 
Londoners. 

For June. 

On the 18th, the 7Tth anniversary of the 
Battle of Waterloo will produce a paragraph in 
the morning papers. In the House there will 
be several Divisions, which will lead to small 
results. The so-called “ working-men ” will 
require an eight hours’ day of labour, but wall 
be opposed by four-fifths of their fellows. The 
City will be unsettled, foreign stock being de- 
pressed, and grey shirtings absolutely dull. 

The weather will be changeable, and once more 
become a topic of conversation. During the 
month rain will be threatening, or actually fall 
in the Isle of Skye. 


For July. 

This will be a great month for America. 
Nothing much elsewhere. It may be assumed 
that if the London County Council has hitherto 
behaved with propriety (a large assumption), 
now will be the time for the members to dis- 
tinguish themselves, individually and collec- 
tivelj^ as idiots. They will be guilty of some 
gross piece of folly that will be received with 
derision by the world at large, and with joy by 
the writers of comic copy. 

For August. 

On the 1st, the statutory Bank Holiday will 
be observed by the overcrowding of excursion- 
trains and the enlivening of quiet watering- 
places. Eejoicings at Margate. After months 
of wrangling over the smallest and least im- 
portant measure, a year’s legislation will he 
hurried through both Houses in half-a-dozen 
days. Groose- shooting commences. Hampers 
due early at Mr. Punch's Office, 80, Fleet 
Street. During the month a had time may he 
expected in the City. The Outside Advertising 
Broker will advise in vain. In spite of frequent 
suggestions to take up Turkish Bosh and other 
securities of equal value, the public will stand 
aside. 

September. 

Cartridges and Partridges. On tbe 1st, par- 
tridge buying and selling will commence, the 
shooting having begun some days previously. 
On tbe loth, the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer will keep his sixty- first birthday, and 
will reflect seriously upon the advisability of 
extinguishing the Income-Tax. People who were 
personally acquainted with Eing Richard the Third will remember 
that tho 22nd of this month was (in 1485) the date of his death. 
There will be an invasion of Switzerland by tbe great tribes 
of Brown, J ones and Robinson, and the clan of McSmith will 
flow^ into Italy. Letters of complaint, about foreign hotels and 
foreign travel generally, will appear in the Times. 

October. 

Every one being more or less out of town until the end of the 
month, Fate will be busier abroad than at home. The German 


Amateur 



BIFFEBEHCE. 

Out of Stable. Proftssiorwd Groo)n^ accustomGd to Ms tides, is givinci a shovo — vcrfcct 
ALL EIGHT WHEN YOU KNOW HIM ” ^ J J 


He ’s 



AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1895. 
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THE HIGHER EDTJCATIOH OF 'WOMEN. 

(B?/ an Old-fashioned Felloic.) 

I ’d sooner Phillis well-cooked a potato, 

Than talk of the Si/mposiitm of Plato : 

I ’d rather Ciiloe helped me pass the bottle, 
Than pass euloginms on Aristotle : 

When physic should be shaken well and taken , 
Kind Nurse Ne/ERa need not talk of Bacon : 
And when soft fingers ought to mend my sock, 
L^UjAGE should not lisp to me of Locke. 

When I 're the megrims and the time would kill, 
Myrtilla must not fill my mmd with Mill, 
Nor Eiiodope retort, when I incense her, 

With icy arguments from Herbert Spencer. 
No Phillis. Chloe, Lalage, Ne.era, 

I love not this emancipated era. 

To teach the sweeter sex to know its station, 
And fill it, is the Higher Education I 


MIXED PROVERBS. 





ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 

A niak a r {uialiiuj his acquaintance ). “But — You’ve got to know’ 

Emperor, who will have spent the summer in upsetting all the ! 
arrangements of his Eoyal Brethren by paying them unsolicited ' 
visits, will turn his attention to domestic affairs. He will interfere ^ 
with the couriers, the housemaids, the piano-makers, the brewers, , 
the toy-manufacturers, and the chemists. Having settled^ these I 
small matters, he will take funerals in hand, and revolutionise the | 
undertaking trade. After this he will alter all the railways, and i 
fortify Berlin. By this time the date will have been reached for 
his visits to Australia, Siberia, Thibet, and Timbuctoo. There will 
be storms at sea, and great trouble on land will be caused by the j 
opening, on the 24th, of the Michaelmas Law Sittings. j 

For November. | 

On the 3rd, the Mikado of Japan will attain ; 
his thirtieth year, but in London the birthday ' 
will be observed -with appropriate distinctions | 
on the 5th. 9th, Good day for going out quietly : 
and seeing the sights. A few persons will dine ^ 
in the City. The General Election wall certainly , 
be held in this month, unless some other date is ' ^ f \ypyr\ — ^ 

selected for an appeal to the Constituencies. , 

Coals will rise in value, and much uneasiness | 

w’ill be felt as to the future of gas and the ; . 

electric light. Daring the month, London will r 

gradually receive back the number of holiday- '■ 

taking absentees, who will receive a hearty ' ,i{ 

welcome by the County Council, "who will care- , ' I 

fully take up the roads on the Embankment, ^ 

the Strand, Fleet Street, Holborn, and other ; ^ 

popular thoroughfares. ’ — 


' It is a long-suffering woim that has no turning. 

' A rolling sno'wball gathers as it goes. 

The “proof' of the plum -pudding is in the 
brandy-sauce. 

When beauty looks out of w’indov.’, love comes 
' {n at the door. 

A “fourpemiy doss” makes us acquainted 
with strange bed-fellows. 

HIM FUST.” Early to bed and early to rise means snuffing 

the candle of life at both ends. 

You cannot restore hearing to a deaf sow with a silken purse. 
Time and Tide never turn the “ Tables ” on each othex\ 

The more “ laps the less “ sprinting.” 

It generally takes three to make a c^uarrel ; two to differ, and one 
to set them by the ears. 

Birds of a feather are the most jealous of each other's plumage, 
fine feathers often making unfair birds. 

Y^ou never value the water till your neighbour wants to fill 
her bucket at your well. 

A “ bird ” in the bag is worth a brace in the heather. [hens. 
Don’t buy eggs for hatching until you have counted your sitting 
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For December. 

The year will end in comparatively cold 
weather. Compared with August, the thermo- 
meter will be found several degrees lower, al- 
though possibly higher than the readings of J uly. 
On the 17th, the Law Terms of the year will end 
amidst great rejoicings. After this there will be 
no date worthy of notice "qiitil the 25th, when all 
the world over there will be family greetings of i 
a more or less cordial character. 26th. Good day 
to go out of Town early, and remain in some 
part of the country w’here you are quite un- 
known, and where no Christmas-boxes can be 
expected of you, returning in time for first 
Pantomime Night at Druiy Lane. 1 




ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 

' Off ! Off ’ ’ cried the Stranger, 
'Off! Off! and away.’” 
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A STRICT SENSE OF DUTY; OR THE SUFFERINGS OF A CONSCIENTIOUS MODEL 
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" tv . su TAAi' 8ru’» h ' V\"H\r ON ]:a.ui .i , 

) i LUNATIONS. • ‘‘ 

|r Oi'r OthreU-Hatdnicy Astrologer, j 

II, the silent Synedoche sleejis 
ill the silt, 

Of the pleiocene's plastic cle- j 
posit, ; 

^^ecretirig in silex its gneiss- ! 
in spiled gnilt, ! 

As the skeleton hides in its : 
closet. [ 

The Hy legis up, like an Ii ish M. P. , | 

Askmg horary questions all i 
round ; i 

And the Fortunate Signs at their | 
five o’clock tea i 

In bilingual bathos aro bound. 

Here Claudius Ptolemy ’s play- 
^ing at Xap, 

With true tetrabiblical zest. 

There^ Eudoxus is lolling in ' 

Virgo’s so It lap, 

Aii'l lulling the D''‘gStnrtbrest. 

The Oiis]-) of the Fourth House, 
the bland Inunti C<elC 


s (H)Ni: ^VI:os^i with it ’ ' 


‘ Oh ! Ba Jove ! It ’s worse than ever ! I ’m off ! ! ” 

. . " l^MoOd islcfi sittlnq I 


“’Ugh ! ! Simply must put ir olt ' I-Iere goes ! 1” 

' " May wander at will o’er the 

wold ; 

The Heliocentric may perorate 
freely, 

And Satui'n in sextile may 
scold ; 

Put never again whilst Ecliptics 
cavort 

In wild hexagon waltz round 
the Sun, 

Shall the happy Ephemeris sit up 
and snort. 

Or — hut here comes my keeper ; 
I ’ve done ! 


DISILLUSION. - 

If aught can fill a gourrriand with 
sheer dread 

That hfe’s last pleasures from 
him fast are flowing, 

’Tis sitting* at a feast, with a bald 
head, 

And Q. fat red -nosed waiter on it 
hlinviuu ! 
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%\t J«ke flf J^limisljire, 

Born, April 27th, 1808. Died, December 21st, 1891. 

Learned, large-hearted, liberal Lord of Land, 

As clear of head as generous of hand, 

He lived his honourable length of days, 

A “ Duke ” whom doughtiest Democrat might praise. 

“ Leader in truth, though not with gifts of tongue. 

Full many a “ Friend of Man’’ the muse has sung 
Unworthier than patrician Cavendish. 

Seeing him pass who may forbear the wish. 

Would more were like him ! — Then the proud command, 

“ Noblesse oblige ” e’en Mobs might understand ! 

ATTER DINNER-AT THE CLOSE OE THE YEAR. 

Scene — A Private Room in a well-known Dining Hotel, Rmineni 
Roliticians discussing shop^^ ovei' their loalnuts before dis- 
persing for the Christmas holidays. 

First Eminent Folitician, I say that recent speech of yours at 
Skegness was a little strong. Preferring the Navy to the Anmy! 
Although the Army is of course the “ Best possible Army,” and all 
that ! Eh ? I say it was a little too thick ! 

Second Em, Pol, [quickly). Not a bit of it ! You don’t know how 
well we are getting on at Pall Mall. 
^ I give you my word everything ’s 

first-rate. Department working splen- 
didly. You can’t say that at Whitehall 
Somerset House ? 

[warmly). Not say it ! 

* ^^YerytMng ’s most satisfac- | 
V > I splendid. Never had ^ 

/ nJ such a fine Fleet. And the fireworks 
V iF Xv / we had at the Royal Naval Exhibition 

all through the Summer I Well you 
" ought to have seen them I 

Second Em, Pol, [carelessl'^. Yes, I daresay. But what have 
fireworks got to do with the Navy ? 

First Em, Pol, Why they increased our recruiting awfully. 
Fellows went to the Royal Naval Exhibition and saw aR sorts of 
good things, automatic weighing machine^ a fishing-smack, and 
Nelson wax- works — and — and that kind of thing you know, and joined 
the Navy ! Precious good thing for the Service, I can tell you. 

Second Em, Pol, Well, to go back to an old story — ^you can’t 
defend the buRying on board The Britannia, 

First Em, Pol, Oh, that’s aR bosh. Those newspaper feRows 
got hold of it for the SiRy Season and ran it to death, but it’s the 


best possible place in the world. 
feRow to command other fellows. 


No '.end of Jgood for training a 


Second Em, Pol, WeR, they were down upon you pretty smartly. 

First Em, Pol, [airily). May be. But it’s because they didn’t 
know what they were writing about. How can a feRow become a 
good naval ofdoer unless he has been robbed of his pocket-money, 
and taught how to Re for his seniors. Thing’s too ridiculous! 
HaRo, JiMMY’, they teR me things are in a dreadful mess at 
St. Martin’s-le-Grand I 

Third Em, Pol, [promptly). Then they teR you wrong. Never 
saw anything like it — most perfect organisation in the world ! Abso- 
lutely marvellous, Sir— absolutely marveRous ! And the clerks so 
civR and obliging. Everybody pleased with them. 

Second Em, Pol, Come, that won’t do. Your statement is as hard 
to digest as too-previous turkey and premature plum-pudding. The 
papers are fuR of complaints all through the Autumn, and have only 
stopped recently to make room for those descriptive and special law 
reports. You wiR have them again, now Term is over. 

Third Em, Pol, Who cares for the papers ? I teR you we are i 
absolutely inundated with letters of thanks from Dukes and 
Duchesses upwards. No ; if you had said that the Colonies were in 
a mess, why then 

Fourth Em, Pol, [angrily). What are you talking about? 
Why, we are absolutely romping in ! Never knew the Colonies so 
prosperous as they are now I And we have had to put on half-a- 
dozen extra clerks to open and answer the letters of congratulation 
we receive hour by hour from every part of the Empire* Why, 
everything’s splendid— absolutely splen^d! 

Second Em. Pol, WeR^ matters have decidedly mended since , 
transportation was prohibited. But to return to our muttons, i 
Waterloo was won ^ ^ ^ | 

Fourth Em. Pol, [interrupting). Yes, I Imow, by the MiRtia and ; 
the dregs of the population ! By the way, though, the gaols have 
had better company than now. ' i 

Fifth Em, Pol, Hold hard! Don’t you abuse my Prisons. As 
a matter of fact, the present convicts are the finest, cleverest, 
most trustworthy feRows that ever existed. It is quite an honour 
to get into a prison nowadays. ( With a sudden hurst of anger,) 
And if any of you doubt my word, hang me, I wiR have satisfaction ! 
[Looking round for opponents.) Come now, who wiR tread on the 
taR of my coat ^ . 

Chief and Most Eminent Politician, Centlemen ! Gentlemen ! 
Come it ’s getting late, and if we are to see the dress-rehearsal of 
the Pantomime, we must be ofi at once \ 

{The Party breaks to meet later on in the neighbourhood of 
Drury Lane, 

From oub Spoetino City Man. — Pounded before the StarV^ 
— ^Mr. Gosohen’s One-pound Note scheme. 
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(Fragments of a Dickensian Dream Up to Date.) 

* * 

It was some time before the great-little old fellow could 
compose himself to mend the fire, and draw his chair to 
the warm hearth. But, when he had done so, and had 
trimmed his lamp, he took his “Extra SpeciaP’ from his 
pocket, and began to read — carelessly at first, and skim- 
ming up and down the columns, but with an earnest and 
sad attention very soon. 

For this same dreadful paper re-directed JPunch^s 
thoughts into the channel they had taken all that day ; 
thoughts of the sufferings of the poor, the follies of the 
rich, the sins of the wicked, the miseries of the outcast. 
Seasonable thoughts, if not exactly festive. For all is 
not festive, even at the Festive Season. 

? Scandals in high life, starvation in low life; foul 
floods of nastiness in Law Courts ; muddy tricklings of 
misery in lawless alleys ; crimes so terrible and revolting: 
pains so pitiless and cureless ; follies so selfish and 
wanton, that he let the journal drop, and fell back in his 
chair, appalled. 

“Unnatural and cruel, he cried. “Unna- 

tural and cruel ! None but people who were born bad at 
heart — ^born bad — who had no business on the earth, 
could do such deeds. We ’re Bad ! ” 

The Chimes took up the words so suddenly— burst out 








so loud^ clear, and sonorous— that the Bells seemed to strike him in 
his chair. 

And what was it that they said ? 

“ Punch and Toby! Toby and Punch ! Waiting for you, Toby and 
Punch ! Come and see us I Come and see us I Come and see us ! 
Drag them to us ! Haunt and hunt them ! Haunt and hunt them i 
Break their slumbers! Break their slumbers I Punchy Toby ; Toby, 
Punch; Toby, Punch ;^'Punch, Toby II Thenfiercely back to their 
I impetuous strain again, and ringing in the very bricks and plaster 
on the Sanctum’s walls ! , . 

ToSy barked I listened I Fancy, fancy! Ho, no! Hothing 

of the kind. Again, again, and yet a dozen times again. “ Haunt 
and hunt them ! Haunt and hunt them ! ” 

“ If the tower is really open,” said Punch, “ what’s to hinder us, 
Toby, from going up to the steeple, and seeing for ourselyes ? ” 

“Hothing,” yapped Toby, or sounds to that effect. 

^ ^ ^ ^ 

Up, up, up ! and round and round ; and up, up, up ! higher, 
higher, higher up ! , ^ x 

There was the belfry where the ringers came. Punch caught 
hold of one of the frayed ropes which hung down through the 
apertures in the oaken roof. But he started ; other hands seemed on 
it ; he shrank from the thought of waking the deep Bell. The 
Bells themselves were higher. Higher, Punch and Toby, m their 
fascination, or working out the sp^ upon them, groped them way ; 
until, ascending through the floor, and pausing, with his head 
raised just above its beams Punch came among the Bells, It was 
barely possible to make out their great shapes in the gloom ; but 
there they were. Shadowy, and dark, and dumb. 

He listened, and then raised a wild “ Halloa ! ” “ Halloa ! ” was 
mournfully protracted by the echoes. Giddy, confused, and out of 
breath. Punch looked about him vacantly, and sank down in a 


him in the air ; clambering from him by the ropes below ; lookmg 
down upon him from the massive iron-girdered beams ; peeping in 
upon him through the chinks and loophmes in the walls ; spreading 
away and away from him in enlarging circles. He saw them 
of all aspects and all shapes. He saw them ugly, handsome, 
crippled, exquisitely formed. He saw them young, he saw them 
old ; he saw them kind, he saw them cruel ; he saw them merry, he 
saw them grim ; he saw them dance, he heard them sing he saw 
them tear their^hair, he heard .them howl. He saw the air thick 
with them. ^ 

Wh-o-o-o-sh I With what a wild whira of startled wmgs the owls 
and bats scurried away, dim spectral hiding things that love the 
darkness and the silence of night, and shrink from light and 
cheerful sounds ! “ WeU rid of you I ” murmured Punch, as Toby 
barked at the flying phantoms. ^ 

But among the other swarming sprites, and circling elf s, and frolic 
phantoms of the Bells, Punch beheld brighter things. That pleasant 
pair, hand in hand, princely-looking ^ both, and loving withal, 
bring a music as of marriage-bells all in the wild March morning.’ 
And those other goodly and gracious presences, hint they not of; 
Health and Home Happiness, and Benignant Art, and Humanity- ; 
serving Science, of Electric Sympathy, and Beady Bescue, of Mam- 
mon-thwarting Beform, and Misery-staying Benevolence ; of ^ the 
spiritual charities and fairy graces that can bless and brighten 
country and hearth. Sire and citizen, master and servant, em- 


He saw them leaping, flying, dropping, pouring from the Bells 
without a pause. He saw them, round him on the ground; above 


faces the signs and promise oi all the best ana ongntest mnuences 
of the time, happy and opportune attendants upon the auspicious 

hour of this the opening d!ay of the Hew Year ! 

* * * * 

Pirn, Bom, Boom! 1 1 Clang, CUna, Clang! 1 1 What are those 

hands tugging at the ropes, swinging the Bells big and little, evoking 
the stormy clashes and soot hi ng cadences of the Chimes 
Surely those of the youthful New Year himself ! An echo from 
the long - silent lips of the great Christmas-glorifier and lover of 
poor humanity seemed to ring in Punch's ears : — 

“ Who hears in us, the Chimes, one note bespeaking disregard, or 
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stem regard, of any tope, or I’oy or pain, or sorrow, of the many- 
sorrowed tkrong ; wlio hears ns make response to any creed that 
gauges human passions 'and affections, as it gauges the amount of 
miserable .food on which humanity may pine and wither, does us 
: wrong P’ " 

“ Kight you are ! ’’ cried Punch, cordially, Toby yapping assent. 

He might have said more, but the Bells, the dear familiar Bells, 
his own dear constant, steady friends, the Chimes, began to ring the 
joy-peals for a ITew Year so lustily, so merrily, so happily, so gaily, 
that he (like poor old Trotty Veck) leapt to his feet, and broke the 
spell that bound him. 

****** 

“Yes, that is 1 still the true Spirit of the Chimes,” mused 
Mr. Punch, as he took pen in hand to open up his new Yolume. 
“ And that the spirit I hope to keep up right through the twelve 
months of just-born Eighteen Hundred and Ninety-two, which I 
trust may be — ^with my willing assistance, 

A Happy New Year to All op You ! ! ! ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

One of the Baron’s Critical Faculty sends him his opinion of our 
Mr. Du Maurieh’s latest novel, which is also his first. And here 
let it be published urhi et orhi that there is no truth whatever in a 
report which appeared in an evening paper to the effect that Mr. Du 
Maueier, however retiring he m^ be, was about to retire or had 
retired from Mr. Punch's Staff. The James's Gazette has already 
“ authoritatively denied the assertion ; and this denial the Baron 
for Mr. Punchy decisively confirms. Now, to the notice of the book 
above-mentioned. Here it is : — 

“There has been a certain deliberateness in Mr. Du Maurier’s 
incursion into literature that speaks eloquently for his modesty. He 
... is, to our certain know- 

ledge, at least 40 years 
old, and Peter Ihhetson,, 
which Messrs. Osgood & 
Co. present in two daintily 
dressed volumes, is his 
first essay in romantic 
^writing.^ Reading the 
book, it is hard to conceive 
this to be the fact. The 
work is entirely free from 
^ those traces of amateurish- 
ness, almost inseparable 
from a first effort. The 
ll'x' literary style is consider- 
ably above the average 
^ modern novelist ; the plot 
is marked by audacious 
^ invention, worked out with 

great skill ; the hero is a 
madman, not in itself an 
attractive ^ arrangement, 
but there is such admi- 
rable method in his mad- 
ness, such fine poetic 
feeling in the conception 
of character, and the 
ghosts who flit through 
the pages of the story are so cxcc^diugly human, that one feels 
quite at home with Peter, and is really sorry when, all too soon, 
his madness passes away, and he awakes to a new life, to find 
himself an old man. Apart from its strong dramatic interest, Peter 
Ibhetson has rare value, from the pictures of Old Paris in the last 
days of Louis-Pbzuppe, which crowd incharming succession through 
the^ first volume. Mr. Oeorge du Maurier, the well-known 
artist in black and white, has generously assisted Mr. G-eorge uu 
Maurier, the rising novelist, by profusely illustrating the work. ’Tis 
a pretty rivalry ; hard to say which has the better of it. Wherein a 
discerning Public, long familiar with Du Maurier’s sketches, will 
recognise a note of highest praise' for the new departure,” 

The Baron recommends Mrs. Oliphant’s The Pailway Man and 
his Children, which is a good story, with just such a dash of the 
improbable’— but there, who can bring improbability as a charge 
against the plot constructed by any novelist after this great Jewel 
Case so recently tried? Mrs. Oliphant’s types are well drawn* 
but the story is drawn out by just one volume too much. * ‘ For a one- 
volume novel commend me,” quoth the Baron, “to Miss Rhoda- 
Broughton-cum:-Elizabeth-Bisland’s A Widower Indeed. But 
• festivities are over to read it, as the tale is 

sad. Mn attendant, A Happy New Year to everyone, says 

The Benign Baron de Book-Worhs. 


. SIMPLE STORIES. 

“ Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! ” 

FRANK AND THE FOX. 

Frank was a very studious and clever little boy. 

He took the keenest delight in music^ and when he had mastered 
his lessons, he was very fond of playing on the concertina, and 
singing to nis own accompaniment. He could already play “ The 
Bells go a^ringing for\8ar ah / ” with considerable finish and expres- 
sion, and since his Uncle Doddlewig had presented him with 

^ half-a-crown for his per- 

f ormance, he had given the 




f ormance, he had given the 
variations, and 
^ with every de- 

scription of emheUisbment, 


I ^ scription of emheUisbhient, 

all over the paternal man- 
sion, and in most corners 

r M ancestral estate. 

i \1( To tell the truth, his 

family were getting some- 
fl/] what tired of his continued 

-v asseverations concerning 

SS ^ the tintinahulatory tribute 

|i jfV everlastingly rendered to 

I ^ ^ ^ 'cf ^eexgeUentyoung woman. 

ki markedly encouraged by 

Uncle Doddle- 

f there is every reason 

1 . to suppose that Frank and 

whatever. “ There 

Ij must be plenty of 

14"J country^” said the 

been ' reading 
about Orpheus, 

and how he charmed all the wild beasts with his melody. It was 
true the boy had not a lyre, but he had no doubt that his concertina 
would do as well, and he was quite certain he had seen a fox while 
taking his rambles in Tippity Thicket. 

I One da:^ when he had a holiday, and his Papa had gone a hunting ! 
I with his friends, he strolled off with his concertina to endeavour to 
! lure a fox out into the open. He approached the hole where he had 
j previously seen the fox, and sat down, and began to play vigorously 
on his concertina, and to sing at the top of his voice, “ The Bells go 
a-ringing for Say-Tohl ^ay-rah! /Say-rahl” Presently he 

saw a huge Fox poke his nose out of the hole. He was delighted ! 
He sang and played with renewed energy, and began to walk away, 
stiU singing and playing. 

The Fox followed, snarling, and snapping, and appearing very 
angry. The more he played, the more the Fox snarled and 
snapped. At last the animal became furious, all the hair on its 
hack stood, on end, and it began to make short runs with its month 
open at the young musician. 

It sprang upon him ! He was terrified ! He dropped his song 
and his concertina at the same moment, and scrambled up the 
nearest tree. 

The Fox’s fey then knew no bounds; he trampled on the con- 
certina, he hit it, he tore open the beUows, and having reduced it 
to a shapeless mass, bore it away to his hole. 

Wheu the coast was quite clestr, Frank descended, and slunk 
home. 

The next morning one of the keepers found a dead fox. It had 
apparently died of suffocation, as sixteen ivory concertina-stops 
were found in its throat. 

Frank now has entirely ceased to helieye in Ancient Mythology, 
and has been even heard to hint that he considers Dr, Lempriere a 
bit of a humbug. 

“Lost to Sight, to Memory Dear.” — An animal very difldeult to 
secure again when once off . . . and that is . . . “ a pony,” when 
you ’ve lost it on Newmarket Heath. 
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» said, beautiful. Imoceuoe seemed to be throned on her fresh and 

LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. glowing face. Her smile fascinated, her Toice was a poem, and she 

^•r -p^ '^as musical in the best sense of the word at a time when good music, 

K^o. IX.— TO CROOKEDNJiibb. ^though it might lack jpopular^ support, could always command a 

T ■nTC'DT?‘WQi? Ttnfli Jill “foTTiial onenins* and I begin at once. I want s mal l hand of enthusiastic Yotaries in London. ... ^ 

r. von 1 . sw. Don’t ask me w?iy ; for, even if I answered the _ There was at this ^e Hying London an Itahan ar^^^^ 


know about the beautiful Lady Callendee. 
She was of a good county family. She was 


She was of a good county family. She was 
(j]_0Y0r and accompHshed. She had married 
a man rich, generous, amiable, and culti- 
vated, who adored her. Unfortunately they 
had no children, but, in every other respect, 
Lady Callendee seemed to be very 
an object of envy and admiration to most pf 
the men and women of her circle. Personally 
I had no great Hking for her. I don’t take 
any credit for that— far from it. ^ The reason 
may have been that her Ladyship (although 
I was one of her husband’s best friends, had 
been his school chum, and had “ kept ’’ j^th 
him in the same set of rooms at Cambridge, 
where his triumphs, physical and intellectual, 
are still remembered) never much cared for 
me. She could dissemble her real feehngs 
better than any woman I ever knew, she 
always greeted me with a smile, she 6ven 




Hi <i' 




of a^oldmiting-table, wmcntoryea^ ^th good-natu^and 

^thout swagger. Oi course there were whispers about him. Where 
uib^ ^d a b?Sn^encii!^ The fourth, and%st drawer, so many women worshipped, it was oertam that two or three would 
was very stiff Por a long time it defied my efforts, and it was only losethnir heads. Amongst this hnuted nui3abe:^as Httle Mrs. » 

was very smi. i a iu .^6 t was at last able to wrench it one of Lady Caliendee’s most mtimate friends. ^ bhe made no 

o^n^^T^ow surpr?^ i saw two packets of letters, tied together secret of her grande passion. She poured her tale into the ears of 
I took them up and then remembered, with a Lady Callendee, and asked for sympathy and help. Lady 

session,-Sir C™s for ' , j. ■ ^ Mrs MSHogetker (Ll 

reason, neyer having destrOTe _ ' » fi,em ' uJillHuiSmlwSlimllFI ' ' things, you know, have been done in good So- • 

after his wife’s death, ^e rea^ of them JMB ilailiMlW l! ■ ; oiety) ^einvited W constantly to her house ; 

cannot have given him ■! '11 li s ' she gave musical parties in his honour, she 

doubt I ought to ^''^e^stroyed them. I h used all her fascinations, and finally, having 

nev^jr read them; but there, ; iMIK ^ .MBMlfc) i, . foXd Ariadne to the top of her Vent, she 

drawer, they had lam, silent dust ac- captured Theseus, and bore him off . 

cumulating upon them as MlJ IhV ■ Mrs. Millett was a fooHsh and frivolous 

on. They reWed me of the story ^ ' li t' Hr ^ii|h HtUe woman. Rage and despair made her a 

about to relate— a story of •LwW^^ , '' 11’* • demon. She resolved on revenge, and pro- 

no one e]^ept myself h^as guessed M !h . | ceeded to it with a cool and astonishing per- 

and which, in most of its details, I oidy knew lifiinil ■HlBm’ ' sistency. Now I do not myself believe that 

from a paper, carefnUy closed, he^ilyse , j!| ^ni||||j|| Lady Callendee cared two straws about 

and addressed to me, which • | '' j lyil Jh||| f||l| ' Casaivuoya. What she aimed at and enjoyed 

my friend’s documents. It was m ^s W- . b JHK | l i was the discomfiture of a friend. In order 

writmg throughout, but I shall tell it in y JIMBfe/ ’ to obtain it, however, she committed a fatal 

OTra words, and in my o^m W- ... W \ ^ .WM' imprudence. She wrote some letters which 

Nobody who was about m \ would have convinced even a French jury of 

some thirty years ago, coma fafi to k^ ' her guilt. By a master - stroke of c unnin g 

know about the ^®autiM Lady Calleni^e. ‘ wickedness, Mrs. Millett gained possession 

Shewasofagood comtyWv. Shewas M 0 If :[ XeT aid sent them to lir Chaeles. It 

clever and accomplished. She had ^arrmd / , 'it • happened that about this time Sir Chaeles 

a man rich, generous, amahle, and cmti- ^ ^ ^ was in a very low state of health, and his 

yated, who adored her. 7 /(/ ') i 5 jI . ' * \ friends were anxious about him. One after- 

had no children, but, in every other respect, ^ I ^ noon, when Sir Chaeles was confined to his 

Lady Callendee J® 1 i bed, Lady Callendee was pla 3 !ing the piano 

an object of envy and admir^ion to most of / . j o ^ to her ItaHan slave. A message was brought 
the men and women of her circle. Personally ^ ^ • S-lv A \\> to her that her husband desired to see hev 

I had no great liking for her. I don t take | A\\ for a few minutes, and she tripped gaily 

any credit for that— tar from it. ^ The reason ,■ ^ 'Sw.: \H'\ away, saying to Casanuova, “ Wait here ; 1 

may have been that her ; ? i /"T f ; 1 , • • • , shall return directly.” In a ctuarter of an 

I was one of her husbands best &i^^ ‘ =V| Tv:’- . \ hour,' however, her maid came to teH him 

been Ins school chum, and had ke^ mth 'J ' 'i ' -V. .'r vShat her Ladyship was suffering, and h^ged 

him in the same set of r 90 ms at Cambridge, Mm to excuse her, and he departed. When 

where his triumphs, physical and intellectuai, maid returned to Lady Callendee, she 

are still remembered) neyer much cared for / •’ " - found her lying dead on the fioor of her room, I 

me. She could dissemble her real feehnp a, small pMal, which had contained 

better than any woman I ever knew, sUe . _> _ - - ----- - --- ^ ^ - prussic acid, clasped tightly in her hand. 

always greeted me with a smile, she even / ! ‘ ^ This is what had happened: Sir Chaeles 

made a parade of taking my advice on iittm Viofi rAPAiv^rl fbplf^tterg- they left no doubt in Ms miud that the wife 

family aiffiotflties, but there was au Xf^e? ^e WoredwarbetoaySg ^Ttoo, resolved ou revenge. He 

woman in England. If there were two roads to the atta^ent of she^nt tor her mwa, majave ne^^ 

any object^ne one straight, broad, smooth -xiirjg j evidence in favour of Sie^snicide theory seemed overwhelming, and 

roiind-aboilSt obscure, narrow md encompassed mth and ewlen^ m^om or ^ ^ with a rider strongly oom- 

beset by diffioidties she would +^°?T,^^rPflitoff^iTsh6 mendne ontoe d^ger of seUiug such ieadly poisons. Butitwas 

other reason that I could ever see except toat by ^readj^ it sh gon^ how Lady CAiiMroEE obtained the prussio aoid, nor 

might he able to deceive her friends as to her true toertion. bhe n^r em^ea nowj^u| moment for its use. I ought 

carried to a fine art the small *^the^sh§ts’ ke to^aM that Casaitoova left England before the in(i.uest, and has 

mean man.oeuyres m the science of ’ofton mv® returned On the mystery of the final catastrophe the manu- 

stratagpms, the evamons by which power “ St C^rio Hghr It ends abruptly. But the whole tone of it 

•nQT'f. n-P f.bA hnsTnAss is that there was absolutmy no _ So there, my iriena, yo e tn 






knew none of these things. He was apparently only pro 

dragged at his wife’s ohaxirt- wheels in her triumphant . . 

For to.e strange part of the business is that toere was ahsofc^y no 
nXr anT%f%T deeply-laid schemes S W 
esteem would have come to her readily without them. She was, as i 


OW, aUU UUUJLU. LCJUL U.a JJ. J v«. TTx«**w^. T 

lend, you have the story. Sorry 1 co^dn t make 
Do you remember the part you played in it r 
Yours, &e., DioGEisrES Robinson. 
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EXTRACT FROM THE CATALOGUE OF A RECENT SALE. 

“ A Pair of Old-fashioned Snuffers. Very rare.” 


THE COMING OE NINETY-TWO. 

( With huTtible ajpologies, and hearty Kew- Year greetings^ 
to the illustrious Author of ** The Coming of Arthur f) 
And PuNCBXiJS ever served tlie good Old Year 
Before liis death-hour struck ; and on the night 
When he, on twelve’s last stroke must pass away, 
Room making for his heir, great Punchius-Merlin 
j^ft the Old hang, and passing forth to breathe, 
Then from the mystic gateway by the chasm 
Descending through the wintry night— a night 
^ which the bounds of year and year were hlent — 
Beheld, so high upon the wave-tost deep 
It seemed in heaven, a light, the shape thereof 
An angel winged, and all from head to feet 
Bright with a shining radiance golden-rayed, 

And gone as soon as seen; and ruNCHius knew 
The oft-glimpsed face of Hope, the blue-eyed guest, 
Avant-courier of Peace and of Good Will, 

^d herald of Good Tidings. Then the Sage 
^opt to the cave, and watched the great sea fall 
Wave after wave, each mightier than the last. 

Till last, a great one, gathering half the deep 
full of voices, slowly rose and plunged, 

Ro^mg, and all the wave was in a flame, 
i ^ down the wave and in the flame, was home 
A naked Babe, and rode to Punch’s feet, 
v^o stoopt, and caught the Babe, and cried ** The 
Year I 


Here is an heir for Ninety- One ! ” The fringe 
Of that great brealcer, sweeping up the strand 
Lashed at the wizard as he spake the word, 

And all at once all round bi-m rose in light, 

So that the Child and he were clothed in light. 

And presently thereafter followed calm. 

Loud bells, and song I 

“ And this same Child,” Punch said. 
Twelve moons shall reign, nor will I part with 
him 

Till these be told.” And saying this the Sage, 

The Modern li^RLiN of the motley coat, 

Wizard of Wit and Seer of Sunny Mirth, 

Took up the wave-borne youngster in his arms, 

His nurse, Ms champion, Ms Mentor wise. 

And bare him shoreward out of wind and wet, 

Into Ms sanctum, where choice fare was spread. 


‘ * Peace and good-will ! Croak- 
ing is all my eye ! 

A young man will be wiser 
by-and-by, 

An old man’s wit'should ripen 
ere he die. 

“ Patience and pluck ! Fret- 
ting is fiddle-ae-dee. 

And youth has yet to learn to 
act and see. 

And youth is weU-advised 
that trusts to Me ! 

‘ ‘ Hope and good cheer ! This 
youngster’s fate who Imows ? 
Sun, rain, and frost will greet 
him ere life’s close ; 

From the great dark "to the 
great dark he goes.” 

So Merlin, riddling, answered 
them ; but thou. 

Fear not to face thy fate, 0 
sea-born Child ! 

Young* Ninety-Two ! Great 
Bards of thee may sing 
Hereafter; and great sayings 
from of old 

Ranging and ringing thro’ the 
minds of men, 

Of Progress, and Improvement, 
and of Peace, 

Of nobler Work, and a more 
ample Wage, 

Of -wider culture, and of 
wortMer joys. 

Larger attainments, and less 
coarse desires. 

And gentler tastes; these shall 
be heard of youth. 

And echo’d by old folk beside 
their flres. 

For comfort after their wage- 
work is done — 

No workhouse flres, but cosy 
flres of Home ! — 

These thee shall greet, Punch- 
Merlin, in thy time. 

Shall voice them also, not in 
jest, and swear, 

Though men may wound Truth , 
that she will not die, 

But pass, again to come ; and, 
then or now, 

Utterly smite foul Falsehood 
underfoot, 

Till, with Punch, all men hail 
her for^their Queen ! 


Such as should strengthen and encourage him 
To make fair start, and face those many moons 
Of multiform vicissitude with pluck, 

Good hope and patient pertinacity. 

And when men sought the Modern Merlin’s ear 
j^d asked him what these matters might portend. 
The shining angel, and the naked Child 
Descending in the glory of the seas. 

He laughed, as is Ms wont, and answered them 
In riddling triplets of old time, and said : 


Climatic Nomenclature 
for the New^Year. 

{Suggested by recent Developments 
of the British Seasons*) 

Spring « The Clog Days. 
Summer ~ The Dog Days. 
Autumn = The Bog Days. 
Winter = The Fog Days. 


Atrabilious ^ Liverpool. — 
The City Council of Liverpool 
— notwithstanding the gene- 
rous urgings of its more impor- 
tant members — refuses to 
bestow the “honour of” the 
freedom “ of that City ” upon 
its illustrious if — from their 
point of view — errant son, 
Mr. Gladstone. As Madame 
Roland ought to have said : 
—0 “ Freedom,” what liber- 
ties are taken (-with common 
sense and good feeling) in thy 
name ! 
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THE COMING OF NINETY-TWO 


To THE 3fODERH MERLIH, Mb, PUNCH m 

AND DOWN THE WAVE, AND IN THE FLAME WAS BOENE 
A NAEED BABE, AND EODB TO PUNCH’S FEET, 

WHO STOOPT, AND CAUGHT THE BABE, AND CRIED, ‘THE YEAR! ^ 

TTff.P.-p’ IS AN TTTilTH. for NINETY-ONE! /row Yerawyscw’s Coimng of Arthur 
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TO JUSTICE. 

{In January,) 

Just take a look round, most respectable 
Madam ; 

New Yearns Day is an excellent time for 
the task, 

When serious thoughts come to each son of 
Adam 

Who dares to peep under Conyention’s 
smug mask. 


SEASONABLE (AND SUITABLE) GOOD WISHES. 


To a Card-player 
To a Smart Girl 
To a Flirt 
To an Old Maid 
To an Infant 
To a Pigeon- shot 
To an Explorer 
To a Student 
To a Cross Child 
To an aspiring Pugilist 
To a SpirituaJist 
To a Toper 
To Tohy 

To a Snuff-taker 


A Nappy 
A “Snappy” 
A “Chappy” 
A Cappy 
A Pappy 
A Trappy 
A Mappy 
A Sappy 
A Slappy 
A “ Scrappy ” 
A Tappy 
A“Lappy” 

A Yappy 
A Eappee 




''^Mr7P-«cA-Tonsofmateri^ 

Toil? S now aAd tlien iang a trifle Old Waste 

askew; [Ma’am! Paper Bas^ 


GIFTS FOE THE NEW YEAE. 

H-r M-j-sty , — ^The hearty congratulations 

i of a loyal and united people. 

The Fr-nce and Pr-nc-ss. — The most 
welcome of daughters-in-law. 

Prince Alh-rt V-ct-r. — ^Mat in February. 
The Pest of the P-yA F^mAy , — The best 
of wishes from everybody. 

Z-rd S-l-sl-ry , — A Oeneral Election. 

Mr, Arthur JSAf-r , — ^A Translation from 
the Irish. 

Mr, J, Ch-mh-rl-n, — ^Promotion. 

Sir WAUm AT-rc-r^, — A Yision of the 
Woolsack. 

The Cz-r of P~ss~a , — ^A Vision of another 
sort of Sack. 

The G-rm-nEmp-r-r, New toys personally 
selected. 

President C-rn-^t, — The compliments of the 
. )] Marquis of Duffemn. 

V Herr Ibs-n.—A tale without a plot. 

*3 Jfr . P-dy-rd K-pl-ng , — duite another story. 

The Corporation of L-^v-rpd , — The Freedom 
of the Grand Old Man. • 

The Gr-^nd Old M-^n , — The loss of the 

1 *^ vi'Utv Corporation of Liverpool. ^ ^ 

Dlt lUSiy anCl xi/w/? l/v- 'P-nr^'k — Tn-nan-P fT-nlnn-. 


A lot of your Ministers need to be watched, 
Pw??cA isn’t quite pleased with the prospect 


BOS F. BOSS. 

[One of the Delegates at the Conference on 


If one could but take a wide survey, though Rural Reforms said, “ We do not want to be bossed 


Bos Locutus Est I 


LAYS OF MODEEN HOME. 

No. I. — “My Housemaid ! ” 

Who, as our Dresden’s wreck we scanned, 
Protested, with assurance bland, 

‘ ‘ It come to pieces in my ’and ” ? 

My Housemaid. 

Who “ tidies ” things each Monday morn. 
And hides — ^until, with search outworn, 

I wish I never had been born ? 

My Housemaid. 


summary, 

Of all the strange “ sentences” passed in 
one year 

By persons called “Justices” — (yes, it soimds 
flummery) — [I fear. 

Justice would look like Burlesq^ue, Ma’am, 

Excellent subject for whimsical Gilbert, 

But not a nice spectacle, Madam, for me. 

Long spell of “chokee” for prigging a— 
fflbert 

(Given, you bet, by some rural J. P.) ; 

Ea^ let-off for a bogus “ Promoter,” 

Helping the ruin of hundreds for gain ; 

I Six months for stealing a turnip or ‘ ‘ bloater,’ ’ 
Ditto for bashing a wife on the brain : 

Sentences cut to one-twelfth on appealing, 
Judges and juries at loggerheads quite ! 

Eeally each day brings some curious revealing, 
Puttingyou, Ma’am, in a very stra,nge light. 

Take my advice, Ma’am, this bright New 
Year’s morning, 

Give a look up to your agents all round ; 

To some give the sack, and to others a warning ; 
The Public wiU back up your move, I ’ll be 
bound! 


Greek MEETS Greek. — “What! ’’exclaimed Wont move him, by amusemenr, irom 
an indignant scholar, who had not peeped into that wish. tt 

a Classic for some forty years, “no more com- Parties may mulma^ deimunce or 
pulsory Greek at our Universities! What 

are we coming to ? AH I can say is, * Alsit Is Home and Work, without the Workhouse 
omen'^ ’Sense me!” replied his friend, end! x. ^ 

who was all for the new learning, “but Listen! Those who heed not Jv>® 

I should say, 'Absit Horner^ IV . For Pqs. h<Mm est, --against the Moss , 



by the Parsons ” ; another, “We don^t want soup 
sentences ” passed in or blankets, but fair play.’’] 

, 0 GENEROUS 

bices” — (yes, it sounds v r gents, who 

[I fear. \ \ have the 

ke Bm-lesq^ue, Ma’am, \J ^ “erae^ of 

'himsical Gilbert, f souls, 

cle, Madam, for me. vi Learn hence 

le” for prigging a — \ z' that justice 

fev ^ wins lar 

iome rural J. P.) ; - 1 . ' ( • tiaa 

5 “Promoter,” '' - -di + 

lundreds for gain ; Blankets 

a turnip or “bloater,” '' Y' 

Tife on the brain : u ( ' \ 5 ? 

v-elfth on appealing, V A: ' ■ I Bountnul 

loggerheads quite ! \\ a\ 

some curious revealing, U A , wnat 

in a very strange light. \ Hodge 

am, this bright New W*’*' ^ 

>t.> fair chance 

ir agents all round ; ^ Bve 

nd to others a warning; L?- laboi^ 

up your move, I ’U be • faarlypaid. 

Bos Looutus Est ! casual 

boons. 

Salisbury’s “ Circuses,” and smart buffoons, 
.—“What! ’’exclaimed Won’t move him, by “amusement,” from 
rho had not neened into that wish. . „ , .r i 


Who “turns ” my study “ out ” that day. 
And then contrives to pitch away 
As “ rubbish ” (which it is) my Play ? 

My Housemaid. 

Who guards within her jealous care. 
Mending or marking, till I swear, 

The unaerclothes I long to wear ? 

My Housemaid. 

Who cultivates a habit most 
Perverse, of running to “ The Post ” 

To meet her brothers {stcch a host !) 

My Housemaid. 

Who, she spends her “ Sundays out” 

At Chapel, as she does, no doubt, 

Must be protractedly devout ? 

My Housemaid. 

Who takes my novels down (it must 
Be, as she vows, of course, “to dust”), 

And thumbs them, much to my disgust ? 

My Housemaid. 

Who “ can’t abide ” a play or ball. 

But dearly loves a Funeral, 

Or Exeter’s reproachless HaU ? 

My Housemaid. 

Who late returning thence, in flts 
Of what she terms “ Histories,” sits, — 
And this day month my service quits f 
My Housemaid. 

OuiTE Clear. — ^^Aha! mqn ami^^ ex- 
claimed our friend Jules, during the recent 
mnrky weather in Town, “ you ask me the 
difference between our Paris and your 
London. Tenez, l will teH you. Pans is 
always ires ged, veritablernent gai; ,hut 
London is toujoufs faux gai — yon see it is 
always fo-gay.” And he meant “fog-gy.” 
Well, he wasn’t far wrong, just now. 




COWING EVENTS CAST THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE.” 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

Ko. XXT. 


Miss T* Tlie morning I ’WTiy, Poppa and I saw tlie entire show 
inside of ten minutes, "before breakfast ! 

Culch. Ah ! {Discouraged,) What do you say to studying the 
Yine and Fig-tree angles and the capitals of the arcades in the 


r. ^ -rr ^ 7 T. *7 7 t ^ Ti "^lue aud Fig-tiee angles and the capitals of the arcades in the 

Scene Steps of the Motel Danddo, about 11 a.m. Podbuey j)uoal Palace ? I will go and fetch the Stones of Venice, 


is Looking expectantly down the Grand Jfanal^ Ctjlchabi) is! 
leaning upon the balustrade . 


Miss T, i guess you can leave those old stones in peace. I don’t 
feel like studying up anything this morning— it’s as much as ever I 


Fodbury, Yes, met Bob just now. They ’ve gone to the Europa, hut can do not to scream aloud 1 ^ ^ 

we ’ve arranged to take a gondola together, and go about. Tney ’re Culch, Then shall we just drift about in a gondola all the morning, 
to pick me up here. Ah, that looks rather like them. {A gondola and — er— perhaps do the Acadenay later ? 

approaches^ with Miss Peenbeegast and Bob ; Podbuet goes down Miss T, Xot any canals in this hot sun for me I I ’d be just as 
the steps to meet them,) How are you, Miss Peendeegast ? Here sick ! That gondola will keep till it ’s cooler. 


I am, you see. 


Miss Frendergast {ignoring C,h salute). How do you do, Mr. Pod- a suggestion ! 


Culch, ^losing patience). Then I must really leave it to you to make 


bitey ? Surely you don’t propose to go out in a gondola in that hat ! Miss T, Well, I believe I ’ll have a good look round the curiosity 
Fodb, {taking off a brown and inspecting it). It — ^it’s stores. There’s ever such a cunning Tittle shop back of the Clock 

guite decent. It was new when I came away ! Tower on the Pi-azza, where I saw some brocades that were just too 

Bob {who is surly this morning). Hang it all, ’Patia ! Do you want sweet ! So I ’U take Poppa along bargain-hunting. Don’t you come 
him to come out in a chimney-pot ? Jump in, old fellow ; never mind i£ you ’d rather poke around your old churches and things ! 
your tile ? Culch, I don’t feel disposed to— er — “ poke around ” alone ; so, if 

Fodb, {apologetically), I had a straw once— but I sat on it. I’m you will allow me to accompany you, 

awfully sorry, Miss Peendee- Miss T, Oh, I’ll allow you 


awfully sorry, Miss Peendee- 
gast, Look here, shall I gc 
and see if I can buy one ? 

MissF, Xotnow — ^it doesn’t | 

signify, for once. But around 

hat and a gondola are really ' 

Fodb, Are they ? A lot of I 

the Yenetians seem to wear '> 

’em. {He ste^j^s in,) Now i \ 

what are we ^omg to do— just ' j ^ ^ ‘ 

Miss F, One hardly comes il' 

toYenice topo^]?er I thought ' 1 | fW 

we’d go and study the Car- j||r^ I 

paccios at the Church of the ' I | 

Schiavoni first — they won’t J ' ) \ tj | 

take us more than an hour or \ ) A\ 

so ; then cross to San Giorgio A | iji* I 

S'". — 

geneml idea of the exterior of ^ 

aftonoon at the Accadema. ^ y 

^er— lunch at the' Academy, 

MwsF, There does not hap- 
pen to be a restaurant there — 

we shall see what time we have. "^>3 

I must say I regard every ^ g 

minute of daylight spent on 
food here as a sinful waste. — 

Bob, Now just look here, 

’Patia, if you are^bossin^Ms 

us off om grub I ^What do 

Fodb, {desperately anxious 
to please). Oh, I don’t know 
that I care about lunch myseli 

— ^much. \Th&ir voices die « I guess you want to 

away on the water, 

Culch, {musing). She might have bowed to me ! . . . She has es- 
caped the mosquitoes . . . iJi, well, I doubt if she ’U find those two 






** I guess you want to Cologne ymr cheeks I ” 


to escort me. It ’s handy 
having someone around to 
carry parcels. And Poppa ’s 
bound to drop the bmance 
every time ! 

Culch, {to himself). That’s 
all I am to her. A beast of 
burden ! And a whole precious 
morning squandered on this 
confounded shopping — ^whenl 
might have been— ah, well ! 

\_Follows^ under protest. 

On the Grand Canal, 9 P.Jf. 
A brilliant moonlight night ; 
a music^bargcy hung with 
coloured lanterns^ is moving 
slowly up towards the Itialto^ 
surrounded and followed by 
a fleet of gondotas^ amongst 
which is one containing the 
Teottees and Cxjlchaed. 
CxTLCHAED has Just discovered 
— with an emharrassment 
not wholly devoid of a cer-^ 
tain excitement — that they 
are drawing up to a gondola 
occupied by the Peendee- 
GASTS and Podbuet. 

Mr, Trotter {meditatively). 
It’s real romantic. That’s 
the third deceased kitten I ’ve 
seen to-night. They haven’t 
only a two-foot tide in the 
Adriatic, and it stands to rea- 
son all the sewage 

{The two gondolas are jam- 
med close alongside. 

Miss F, How absolutely 
magical those palaces look in 
the moonlight ! Bob, how can 
you yawn like that ? 


away on the water, .77.7 ^ pardon, 

Culch, {musing). She might have bowed to me ! . . . She has es- ’Patia, really, but we ’ve had rather a long day 01 it, you know . 
caped the mosquitoes . . . Ah, well, I doubt if she ’U find those two Mr, T, Well, now, I declare I so^ of recogm^d those "^ices . 
particularly sympathetic companions ! Now I should enjoy a day {Hegi'tily,) Why, how are you gettmg ^ong my erms r' vve re 
spent in that way. shouldn’t I, as it is ? I daresay Maud gettin’ along Yust-rate. Say, Maud, here s your friend alongside I 


spent in that way. YThy shouldn’t I, as it is ? I daresay Maud 

win {Turns and sees Mr. Teottee. 

Mr, T, My darter will he along presently. She ’s Cologning her 


ttin’ along’ fust-rate. Say, Maud, here ’s your friend alongside I 

[Miss P. presei'ves a stony silence. 
Miss T, {in an undertone), I don’t see how yon can act so, Poppa 


cheeks — they’ve sweUed up again some. I guess you want to — ^when you know she s just as ynaa witn me . ! 

Cologne your cheeks — they ’re dreadful lumpy, I ’ ve just been on Mr, T, There ! Electrocuted if I didn t clean to^et you were 
the ri-azza again. Sir. It ’s curious now the want of enterprise in out! But, see here, now— why oann’t we let by^nes be bygones [ 
these Yernetians. Anyone would have expected they ’d have thrown Bob, {impulsively). Just what a think, Mr. Ieottee, and I m 

a couple or so of girder-bridges across the canal between this and the sure my sister will-— ^ 7 .1 -i. 

Bi-alto, and run an elevator up the Campanile— but this ain’t what Miss F, Bob, -mil you kindly not make the situation more 
you might call a city, Sir, and that ’s a fact. (To Miss T. as awkward than it is ? If I desired a reconciliation, i think I am 

she appears,) Hello, Maud, the ice- water cool down your face any ? quite capable of saying so ! , . mi • a i • 

Miss T, Not much. My face just made that ice-water boil over. 3 Iiss T, {in confidence to the Moon), This isn t proposing 
I don’t believe I ’ll ever have a complexion again — it ’s divided up to send out any old dove, either — ^we ’ve no use for an olive-branch, 
among several dozen mosquitoes, who ’ve no use for one. But it’s {To Mr. T.) That’s Santa Bucia^ they re singing now, 
vurry consoling to look at yow, Mr. Cudchaed, and feel there’s a Poppa. , , , , ^ j. . 1 j. • j. -x j-j x 

pair of us. Now what way do you propose we should endeavour to Mr, T, They don’t.appear tome to get the twist on it they did at 
forget our sufferings ? ' Bellagio ! , , . , . ^ ^1 x xi. t i o 

r Culch, Well, we might spend the morning in St. Mark’s ? Miss T, You mean that night Chaexey took us out on the Lake r 
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! Poor Charley! Iie'd just love to be liere— lie’s ever so much m-nx a t t-xt 

artistic feeUn^ ! A TRIAL IN NOVEL FORM. 

Mr, T, 'Well, I don’t see why he couldn’t have come along if he ’d mi r * ’ n j. j • ^- 7^-7 

wanted Scene — Tlie Interior of Court during a sensational trial, JBench^ 

Miss T. {with a glance at herneighhour), I presume he ’d reasons lurg in a state of wild excitement as to what will 

enough. He ’s a vurry cautious man. Likely he was afraid he ’d happen next, ^ 

get bitten. . ' Judge {mysteriously handing note to Bar engaged in the case), I 

Miss jp. {after a swift scrutiny of Miss T.’s features). Oh, Bob, have received this letter, which is deeply interesting. It will form 
remind me to get some more of that mosquito stuff. I should so hate appropriately what I may call our Third Yolume. I hand it to 
to be bitten—such a dreadful disfigurement ! ^ ^ Counsel, but they must keep it entirely to themselves. 

Miss T, {to the Moon), I declare if I don’t.believe I can feel some First Leader {after perusal of document). Did you ever ? 
creature trying to sting me now I ^ Second Leader {ditto). No I never I 

Miss F, Some people are hardly recognisable, Bob, and they say Judge {greatly gratified), I thought I would surprise you I Yes, 
the marks never quite disappear ! ‘ it came this afternoon, and I found it too startling to 'keen all to 


the marks never quite disappear ! it came this afternoon, and I found it too startling to keep all to 

Miss T, Poppa, don’t you wonder what Charley’s doing just myself, so I have revealed the secret, on the condition you teU no 
now ? I’d like to know if he ’s found anyone yet to feel an interest one else. 

in the great Amurrcan Novel. It’s curious how interested people First Lead, You may rely on the discretion of my learned friend 
do get in that novel, considering it’s none of it written, and never my Lord. ’ 

will be. I guess sometimes he makes them believe he means some- Second Lead, My Lord, on the discretion of my learned friend 
thing by it. They don’t understand it ’s only Charley’s way 1 you may rely. 


Miss F, The crush isn’t quite 
so bad now. Mr. Pobbttry, if | 
you wiU kindly ask your friend i 
not to hold on to our gondola, we 
should probably be better able to | 
turn.^ (Ctjlcharb, who had fondly 1 
imagined himself undetected^ takes j 
his hand away as if it were ' 
scorched,) Now we can get away. 1 
{To Gondolier.) Yoltiamo, se vi i 
place, prestissimo I 
[The gondola turns and departs. 
Miss T, Well, I do just enjoy 
making Prendergast girl per- 
fectly wild, and that’s a fact. 
{Fefiectively,) And it’s queer, 
but I like her ever so much all 
the time. Don’t you think that ’ s i 
too fonny of me, Mr. Culchard, ' 
now? 

[CuLCHAED feigns a poetic 
abstraction,' 

ONLY FANCY ! 

We are supplied by our special : 
reporter ^ with some^ interesting 
and significant facts in connection 
with the last Cabinet CounciL. 
Lord Salisbuy arrived early, 
walking over from the Foreign 
Office under cover of an umbrella. 
The fact that it was raining may 
only partly account for this man- ' 
oeuvre. Lord Cross arrived in a 
four-wheeled cab and wore his 
spectacles. Lord' Knutseorb ap- ; 
preached the Treasury walking 
on the left hand side of the road 
going westward, whilst Lord 
Cranbrooh ' deliberately chose : 
the pavement on the other side of | 
the^ way. This is regarded as I 











OVER TIME 


indicating a coolness between the ' — * 1 ^ Wno may you 

^ ^<iiica,tion. Lord^ Halsbury Witness, It is not may be— but who lam! 

II, Ml C«n., 


• Judge, Thank you {dipping his 

pen in the ink), and now we will 
go on with the case. 

[-4 Witness is called — he hides his 
face under a cloak. 

First Leader {in examination^ 
pT in-chief). I think you wish to 

S preserve your incognito ? 

Wit. {in s^ulchral tones), Ido. 
^ ' But if his Lordship desires it, I 

» ' r will write my name on a piece of 

^ \ /' ' \\j paper and pass it up. 

i( Judge, well, certainly, I think 

I ought to know everything, 
^ {Feceives piece of paper 
disclosing the^ information, and 
'' stai'ts bade in his chair aston- 
I// / / y ^ ishecT). Dear me I Good gracious I 

, , ' / Dear me ! 

First Lead, I think I should 

- mention^ that I have not the 

; ' -- / 1 faintest idea who this witness is, 

/ and only call him, acting under 
fix' . , instructions. {To Witness.) Do 

know anything about the 
F. '/ T’’ ■ matter in dispute ? 

I ■/’ Witness {toith a sepulchral 

y / / laugh), Hal ha! ha! Nothing. 

^ 1 / I Your question is indeed a good 

^ repeat, abso- 

f / y First Lead, {annoyed). Then 

‘ ^ down. ' 

|/ ! I' ■-/ Second Lead, {sharply). Pardon 

-I 'I — ^not quite so fast ! You say 
I'!!:’; know nothing about the 
I 1 1 '"''’iilii matter in dispute, and yet you 

h/lJ I come here ! 

Witness {in a deeper voice than 

^ I ^ ^ ever). Exactly. • - 

’ ’ Second Lead, But why, my 

I FAP VFAD Sir-— Why? What is the 

i-tAr YtAK. cf V^ho may you 

— - p 

Witness, It is not m«y be — ^but who I am ! 

Second Lead, Y^ell, tell us who you are. ( F&t'suasively,) Come, 






^ I I J 


I . 1 / ",'7//// , 


LEAP YEAR. 


on tie steps of the Treasury fumhing 'srith the door-haudle. 
He thought it was “Tetfs,” but recognising the Home 
Secretary, advanced without further hesitation. Lord 
walked arm-in-arm as far as the door 
With Sir M. Htcrs-Beach. Here they were observed to 
hastilv relieve themselves from contiguity and enter in 
single file. As they had up to that momert been engaged 
in earnest conversation, this little incident caused a "Wffi 
sensafoon among the crowd looking on. The new Chief ^ 

Secretary was easily recognised as he descended from his \ s ^ 

of shaMock in his coat and another 
o± shillelagh m his right hand. Whilst waiting for change 
^7^*7 whistled God Save 

Ireland,’^ Uv. Kitchie did not appear, pleading in- ^ ' 

fluenza. Om reporter informs us that there is more 
behind, and that before the Session is far advanced a ' 

change may he looked for at the Local Government Board. Only 


Counsel Generally {to Judge), Then, my Lord, under the altered 
ciroumstanees of the case, we can appear no longer before 
{Wiih deep and touching emotion,) We retire from 
the case ! 

Judge {not very appropriately). Then if Box and Cox 
are satisfied, all I can say is that I am. I may add that 1 
consider that the case has been conducted nobly, and that 
I knew how it would end from the very first. I am 
thoroughly satisfied. 

Jury, And so are we, my Lord— never so interested in 
our lives ! 

Newspaper Fditor {dexmrtmg). Ah, if we only had a 
rll , every day, we should require but one line on 

. the Contents Bill! (^Curtain.) 


Only Fancy ! 


The Saeest New Year Resolve. — T o make none. 


“^“tter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoription, will 
there will be no exception. ^oeompanxed by a Stamped and Addressed Ejivolope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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ON A NEW YEARLING. 

{Second Week.) 

My fire was low ; my bills were Hgb ; 

My sip^ of punch was in its ladle ; 

The clarion chimes were in the sky ; 

The nascent year was in its cradle. 



Who does his master’s will with grace* 

And hurries meekly where he sent is ? 

And, when he grows apace, what 
blend 

Of genius, chivalry and daring, 

What virtues might our little friend 
Display to brighten souls despairing ? 

What guiet charities unknown. 

What modest, openhanded kindness. 
What tolerance in touch and tone 
For braggart human nature’s blind- 
ness? 

Or what — ^the worser part to view — 

Of wanton waste and reckless gam- 
bling, 

What darker paths shall,he pursue 
With sacrilegious step and shambling ? 
What coarse defiance, haply, hurl ^ 

At lights beyond his comprehension — 
An attitudinising churl 
Who struts with ludicrous preten- 


my 


Second Week. Little 1892 grows rapidly, and 
begins to look about him. 

In sober prose to tell my tale, 

Twas New Year’s E’en, when, blind to 
danger, 

All older-f ashioned nurses hail 
With joy “ another little stranger.” 

The glass was in my hand — ^but, wait, 
Methought, awhile ! ^ ’Tis early toasting 
With paeans too precipitate 
A baby scarce an outline boasting : 

One week at least of life must flit 
For me to match it with its brothers — 

I ’ll wager, like most infants, it 
Is wholly different from others. 

He frolics, latest of the lot, 

A family prolific reckoned ; 

He occupies his tiny cot, 

The eighteen-hundred-ninety- second I 
The pretty darling, gently nursed 
Of course, he lies, and fondly petted I 
The eighteen-hundred-ninety-first 
Is not, I fancy, much regretted. 

You call him “ fine ” — ^he ’s great in size,^ 

And “promising ” — there issue from his 
Tough larynx quite stentorian cries ; ^ 

Such notes are haply notes of promise. 

Look out for squalls, I tell you ; soft 
And dove-like atoms more engage us ; 

Yonxc fin-de-siecle child is oft 
Loud, brazen, grasping, and rampageous. 

You bid me next his eyes adore ; 

So “ deep and wideawake,” they beckon ; 
We ’ve suffered lately on the score 
Of “ deep and wideawake,” I reckon. 

You term me an “unfeeling brute,” 

A “monster Herod-like,” and so on — 

You may be right ; I ’ll not dispute ; 

I’H cease a brat’s good name to blow on. 

Who ’H read the bantling’s dawning days ? — 
Precocious shall he prove, and harass 
The world with inconvenient ways 
And lisped conundrums that embarrass ? 
(Such as Impressionists delight 
To offer each lesthetic gaper, 

And faddists hyper-Ibsenite 
Eejoice to perpetrate on paper ?) 

Or, one of those young scamps perhaps 
Who love to rig their bogus bogies, 

And set their artful booby-traps 
For over-unsuspicious fogies ? 

Or haply, only commonplace — 

A plodding sort of good apprentice. 


I know not — onl^ this I know, 

They ’re getting overstrained, 
ditties, 

This kind of poem ought to flow 
Less like a solemn “ Nunc 
’Twas jaunty when I struck m^ Ijxe, 

And jaunty seems this yearling baby ; 
But, as both year and song expire 
They’re sadder, each, and wiser, maybe. 


Makes Philistia to stare, in a scare, 

And to blare ; 

Whilst true Critics dehonnaire, who are rare, 
With 0 , flair e, 

For true humour. 

Swell of rumour 
The gregarious cry. 

Chorus* 

All of you come along with me ! 

Y'ou ’ll have a rare new fair new spree! ^ 
Paradox with “sniff” united, Poor Humanity 
snubbed and slighted. 

Humour’s new cuvee^ extra-dry. 
I-twaddley— high-dry-high-toned I ! 

Come and worship the pessimist “I” 

For that ’ s all right ! 

After I ’ve taken the toffish Town, 

A second edition, at Half -a- crown. 

Seeks the suffrages --(and wzowey, for on Swell- 
dom you ’ll go stoney”) — 

Of the much derided Mob. 

Yes, the Proletariat “ Bob ” 

(With the Guinea of the Nob) must aid the 
Sons of Light. 

Gath and Askelon, you see, can give Me, 
L. S. D. [three 
All true Egoists love those pregnant letters 
Mystic Three ! 

Flout Philistia with great glee, fair and free, 
But agree 
To take its “ tin,’’ 

Though with a grin 
Of pessimistic spite. 


POPULAE SONGS EE-SUNG. 

m^tiddley-hi-ti ; or^ J’m All Bight ” is 
heard, “all over the place,” as %ht sleepers 
and studious dwellers in quiet streets are too 
well aware. Why should it not be enlisted 
in the service of Apollo and Momus as well as 
of the Back Slum Bacchus ? As thus 

No. y.-I-TWADDLEY-HIGH-DllY- 
HIGH-TONED-1 1 OR, I ’M ALL EIGHT ! | 
Bi-Tiddley-IIi-Ti! ” 

I ’m a young writer grimly gay, 

My volumes sell, and sometimes pay. 

First log-roRers raised a rumour of a rising | 
Star of Humour, 

Who had faced the Sphinx called Life, 

With amusing misery rife. 

So with sin, and woe, and strife, 1 thought | 
I ’d have a lark. 

With pessimistic pick I pottered round 
Pottered round, 

A new “ funny ” trick I quickly found. 
Smart and sound. 

Life’s cares in hedonistic chuckles drowned, | 
You be bound ! 

The cynic lay 
I found would pay. 

In a young Man of Mark ! 

Chorus* 

All of you come along with me ! 

I ’m for a rare new fine new spree ! 
Everybody is delighted when the Philistines | 
are slighted, 

All of you come my books to try ! 
I-twaddley-I-ti I-I-I, 

Ego for ever ! Buy ! Buy ! Buy I 

And I’m an right I 

Down with the West I go ; my pen 
Is bound to “ fetch” the Upper Ten, 

With the aid of some “log -rolling,” my 
“ distinction ” much extoUing. 

Smart little scribes from near and far 
Say, with a sniff, “ 0 here ’s a Star ! ” 
Dickens on fine souls doth jar, Thackeray is | 
too dry. 

But his pessimistic air, rich and rare, 
Subtle, fair. 



Chorus. 

AH of you come along with me ! 

’ Aruy, who loves a fair old spree ! ^ 

“ Mugwump” with fine morgue delighted, 
Cynic at ‘ ‘ y earnestness’ ’ sore frighted ! 
All of you come my “ tap” to try I 
I-twaddley-hi^-dry-high-toned I ! 
Come along, boys, Buy ! Buy ! Buy ! 

And J’maU right! 


VOL. cn. 


c 
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THE HOME AND THE OPEN SPACE. 

Brniibleiloq.). “ Wot, settmele at being ewioted, anb foe the ptolio goob? Now, I calls that ingkatitoob ! Wy, we’eb 

TO MAKE THIS INTO A PEOPLE’S PLEASURE-GROUND, WE AEE ! ! ! ” 


JIM^S JOTTINGS. • 

ISTo. 1.— cowls’ OUR COURT. 

{In w^h Jim Juniper, letter known as “ Ginger Jimmy, discourses of 
Homes and O^n Spaces, <Ssc., and puts a practical problem to the 
!5f Health and Housing Committee of the Londm County 

CounctV) ^ 

Mr name is Oingeb Jimmy, and I live, when I to hum, 

in Rats Rents, the kind o’ nay’ brood wot the Swells now calls a Slum. 


1 1 ’m a bit thick in the clear, like, and don’t quite know wot they 
j mean, 

I But I guess it isn’t mansions, and I ’m sure it isn’t clean. 

They are always on the job now about Slums, and they do say 
J^y are going to clear our Court out on the suddent some fine day. 
^^ether it s roads, or railways, or hotels, blowed if I know ; 

Only ope they 11 give ns notice, and some place where we can go. 

^ dungheap ; if you ’re pitchforked out of that, 
And turned loose in chilly London on the scoop, like a stray cat, 
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With yer bits o’ sticks permiskus in a barrer, 
or a truck, 

I can tell yer yon feels lost like, and fair down 
npon yer luck. 

Heyiction? When you re stoney-broke, your 
dubs all hup the spout. 

And you Ve nix to raise the rent on, I suppose 
you must turn hout ; 

’Cos without them “rights o’ proputty” no 
country couldn’t jog ; 

But that brings a cove small comfort when 
e ’s ’ouseless, in a fog ! 

I ’ave knocked about a middlin’ little bit, you 
bet I ’ave. 

And I ain’t what Barber Biddlecombe would 
caU “ a heasy shave ” ; 

But these Sanitary codgers give me beans, 
and no mistake. 

I am fly to most all capers, but don’t tumble 
to their fake. 

Seems to me aU sentimental jor and cold 
chuck-out, it do. 

They may caU their big Committees, and may 
chat till all is blue, 

But to shift me tiU they gives me somethink 
sweeter is all rot ; ^ [in the pot. 

Better leave my garret winder, and the flower 

That gerenum there looks proper ; which I 
bought it of a bloke 

What does the “AU a-blowin’!” with a 
barrer and a moke ; [joUy sure 

And though tuppences is tuppences, I ain’t so ' 

As to spend two-c?. upon it were to play the 
blooming cure*' 

Nocey Speiggins did chi-ike me. Beglar 
nubbly one is Noce, 

With about as much soft feelink as a blessed 
butcher’s block. 

He ’d a made a spiffing Club SweU if he ’d ony 
’ad the chink, 

With them Ups like a ham sandwidge, and 
them eyes as never bUnk. 

And I ain’t no softy, neither, bet your 
buttons. That don’t pay, 

For you ’re ’bUged to keep yer eyes peeled 
and to twig the time o’ day ; 

































TAKING HIM RATHER TOO LITERALLY. 

Bir Biggan Burleigh {who doem't see why Tie shouldn*t have a twni in his own house^ to very 


But I’ve got a mash on flowers; they are young Lady), “Miss Yiolet,— Round or Square?” 
better th an four ’arf, 'hnQh.rnji\ “ ‘Wtstt, — r. 


Violet {h&t' first 'ball, very bashful). 


-Sir Burleigh— ip you insist— 


Them red blazers inmywinder; so let Nocet j should say decidedly Boxrm)!'' 

’ave his larf ! — — — — ; ; ~ . , j a, i 

Nocey teUs me that the Westry means a-clearin’ hout our place And to smash the Kounty KouncU, as t ey ve unnic e e oo 

oitAt A* wa to 0.0 «7to.d ««« 

And a sprinkle of young Ume-trees of yer Thames Embankment class. Tbev must ’ave a feeUnk ’art towards the poor, and no mastake, 

* ° ^ IT j -L J. Do qqITA 


aS’ To partect from traps aad pkexi the poor mice aad starW rats 

And the chap as bought the bit o’ ground is fust to raise the fuss. jgg^ Hocey’s narsty way that is I But if them Books woiud t^ 
Eecreatioa for the People Hopm Playgroun^ for the Young ! and 

That the ^patter of the platformers; and dont they jest give ^^g^pj.QT^(i^*tpergressives” what-for, and fair put the shut on 

Well, it’s opened with a flourish, and there’s everyone content; Hoce. ^ . .t n 

Pertiklerly the landlords round as nobbles better rent. Arter all yer Public Cardiag ’s Uttle better than a chouse, 

idS..'s.7; toth. dim.1 dm. .alUd'Orn.., g.d^ domom 

ottttt rirtnY*-!- Loc +.A flS Wfill fl.S 'nlflU . V/OUrt;. 


tongue ! 

Well, it ’s opened with a flourish, and there ’s everyone content ; 
Pertiklerly the landlords round as nobbles better rent. 

But I don’t object to gardings, not a mossel— t’other qxdte ; 

As I’ve said, a bit of green stufi and a flower is my delight ; 

I wish London wos more hopen, and more greener, and more gay ; 
Only people down our Court has got to live as well as jplay. 


V/JJUy |JCUUX\5 VLVTYJUL WU_L Xi-MikJ gwu ww ww m ll-VlTJ i. 

And ttTonH be werry spashns, the new “ Park” won’t, arter all. The oniy thing wot ’s wanted ain’t to give ns the olean-chuek . 


With the graveyard railinks one side, and on t’other a blank wall. 

Wot we want is decent ’ouses, at a rent as doesn’t take 
’Arf a cove’s poor screw to pay it. That ’s the present landlord s 
fake ! 

If they oiily knowed ’ow ’ard it is to meet ‘‘ Saint Monday” square. 
When yer ’ealth is werry middlin’, and the jobs is werry rare 1 

P’raps them Books, and Earls, and Marquiges, and Kernels, wot 
they states . , -o i. 

Has just clubbed theirselves together to keep down the bloomin’ Rates, 


’Arry Examined. 

Q, What is meant by “ Higher Education ” ? 


Arry, Gretting a Tutor at so much a week. That s the way 1 
should ’ire education — if I wanted it. 


A Beeinition.- 
JoHNSON, Junior. 


on a word is a neto sense.” — Br. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

Ho. XXII. 


Bob, Yery likely— but I couldn't. I never interfere in my sister s 
affairs, and, to tell you the honest truth, I don’t feel paxUoulaTly 
inclined to make a beginning on your account. \Strolh away, 

Ciileh, (to himself). What a surly boor it is ! But I don t car^ 
I ’ll do him a good turn, in spite of himself ! (Miss T. returns.) Do 


Scene— TOe Campo S.8. Giovanni e Pooh. Afternoon. Ctocuaed j >u do him a good turn, in spite of himself ! 
is leaninq aqamst the pedestal of the Colleoni Statue, you know, I Ve just been having a chat with 


*0 uyui^iifov (//to j. tw j — . — -o — , — - — poor young Phender 

Vodhurv (who has iust come out of 8. Giovanni, recognising gast. He seems quite cut n^p at being forced to side with his sister. 
rTTLCHATt]^ Hullo’ olone eh? Thought you were with Miss I undertook to — er — ^intercede for him. Now is it quite fair, or like 

tSoter? ' ^ your-er— usual good-nature, to visit his sister’s oftences-whateyer 

Culphard So T am That is she is going over a metal-worker’s they are — on him ? I — I only put it to you. t. . . -i . 

show-rX dose br^indl^^^^^ the open air. But didn’t Miss T. Well, to ttok now! I guess you re about the most 

you say ^u with^the-er— Peendeegasts again ? unselfish ^mt on two legs ! Now some folks would have f elt lealous. 

^ am. Sfe’s Church with Bob, so I said I’d Cidch, Possibly— but I cannot accuse myself of such afaihng as 

ThZ “^u kLwP 2’- I’d like to hear you accuse yourself of any faiHng ! 


Miss T. Well, to think now ! I guess you ’re about the most 
unselfish Saint on two leg^s ! Now some folks would have felt j ealous. 
Culch, Possibly— but I cannot accuse myself of such a failing as 


^^^CulIhAwTlfJ weary irony). Only the mausoleums of the Doges— 1 1 don’t see however you manage to act so magnmumous uve. i 
Buskin’s Street of the Tombs ’’—and a few trifles of that sort ! told you I wanted to study your character, and I believe it isn t 


I don’t see however you manage to act so magnanimous and live. 




Podh. That’s all. And I ’m feeling a bit done, you know, 
doing the Correr Museum all 

the morning, and not lunched i ^ ^ 

yet! So Miss Trottee’s look- | \ 

ing at ornamental metal- work ? Iljm 

Rather fun that, eh ? iMSl | * | 'j|,! I’ 

Cidch, For those who enjoy ' ' 

it. She has only been in there t n^| ' ' / 

an hour, so she is not likely to 11 / 

come back just yet. What do ' 

you say to coming into S.S. Gio- A 

vanni e Paolo again, with me ? - '■y'; - £\ 

Those tombs form^ a really re- ■ , ' f 2 

markable illustration, as Rxrs- ' v 

Km points out, of the gradual 

decay of \\ 

Miss Trotter {suddenly flutters ^ 'V 

up, followed hy an attendant %\ V 

carrying a studded halberd, an /' - y/.f/- 
antique gondola-^hooh, and two T n - 1 
comer water ‘-buckets — all of i! |'! 'Ilf 
which are consigned to the dis- ' I ] j;*' 
gusted Cuichaed). Just hold i j,: j.., 
these a spell till I come back. ' j jj''’ I 

Thanks ever so much ... Well, i! jfe.^ jf.fih 
Mr. PoDBTJET ! Aren’t you i . t-i 










going to admire my purchases ? 
They ’re real antique — or if 
they, aren’t, they ’ll wear all 
the better . . . There, I believe 
I’ll just have to run back a 
minute — don’t you put those 
things in the gondola yet, Mr. 
CuLCHAED, or they ’ll get stolen. 

[/S'Ae flutters off, 
Culch, {helplessly, as he holds 
the halberd, §’C.). 1 suppose 1 
shall have to stay here now. 
You ’re not goin^ ? 

Podh, {consulting his watch). 
Must. Promised old Bob I’d 
relieve guard in ten minutes. 
Ta-ta ! 

\_Me goes; presently Bob Peen- 
deegast lounges out of the 
church, 

Culch, If I could only make 
a friend of him! {To Bob.) 
Ah, Peendeegast !^ lovely after- 
noon, isn’t it? Deheious breeze! 


m 



JBoA (5^or%). Can’t say. Not had much of it, at [present. certainly. (Podbttey 

Cidch, You find these old churches rather oppressive, I daresay, dear fefiow ? 


^t ! told you 1 wanted to study your cnaracter, ana i oeiieve lu isn l 
B een going to take me vurry much longer to make up my mind about yow. 

You donH suppose I ’ll have 
.. 1 i(i ^ any time for Mr. Peendeegast 

if Jf getting such a glimpse 

I ^ f into your nature ? There, help 

if '2'/ me into the gondola, and don’t 

) /, |/ ' talk any more about it. Tell 

^i'v ; him to go to Salviati’s right 

I ( . .-ia Ji! , Chilch, {dejectedly, to him- 

V;: A 56?/’). I’ve bungled it! I might 

i have knoicn I should only make 

j'jij \ "■ matters worse ! 

On the Piazzetta ; it ismoon- 
v'-f/vn. ‘.i' ~z light, the Cam'panih and dome 

■g ' _T of San Giorgio Maggiore are 

^ — silhouetted sharp and black 

against the steel-blue^ sky 

zX-AA- - across a sea of silver ripples, 

f PoDBUEY and Culchaed are 

\ X t pacing slowly arm-in-arm 

between the two columns, 

if I f I t~ T Culch, And so you went on 
S J ! I f ' to S. Giovanni in Bragora, eh ? 

^ J then over the Arsenal, and 
i XiM j^f , rowed across the lagoons to see 
! 'I the Armenian convent ? A de- 
lightful day, my dear Podbuey ! 

' //nlirtSffi r^ ' I hope you— er— appreciate the 

' iaesfimable privileges of -of 

./i . I I '- - seeing Y enice so thoroughly ? 

Podb, Oh, of course it’s very 

ifflKW' '■* I ' ‘''ll ■' if iV’ j ^ ^ mixed 

afterwards, though. And, be- 
A fflMl/f'' tween ourselves, I wouldn’t 

r 'ill' ’ mind— now and then, you know 

—just dawdling about among 
the shops and people, as you 

' M 'WUrifW / '■ ’ the Teottees do ! 

'■ Culch, That has its charms, 

^Mr/rasV^'f ' *'i ^ *'1' ■ doubt. But don’t you find 

WMajm-'lfiJI, il ||ij’i Miss Peendeegast a mine of 

' formation on Italian Art and 

Podb, Don’t I just— rather 
^ . too deep for me, y’ know! I 

'' . ■ say, ism t Miss Teottee immense 

t the most unselfisk Saint on two'legs ! ” te^e^^vfcLs, 

1 certainly. (Podbttey sighs,) You seem rather dull to-night, my 






1 




I guess you ’re about the most unselfish Saint on two legs ! ” 


Er — ^will you have a cigarette? [Tenders case, Podb, Not dull — a trifle out of sorts, that’s all. Fact is, I don’t 

Pob, Thajiiks ; got a pipe. {He lights it.) Where ’s Miss Teottee ? think Yenice agrees with me. AH this messing about down beastly 
Culch, She win be here presently. By the way, my dear back-courts and canals and in stnfiy churches — ^it canH he healthy, 
Peendeegast, this — er — ^misunderstanding between your sister and you know! And they’ve no drainage. I only hope I haven’t 
her is very unfortunate. 


you know! And they’ve no drainage. I only hope I haven’t 
caught something, as it is. 1 ’ve that kind of sinking feeling, and 

1 1 .02. » T 1-. TT-Il "KiTf" T aTcrnoT. ■?+ ^ca 


Boh, I know that well enough. It’s none of my doing ! And a generd lowness— says I lunch too heavily— but I swear it’s 


youWQ no reason to complain, at all events ! 

Culch, Q,uite so. Only, you see, we used to be good frieuds at 
Constance, and— er— until recently 


Bob, Used we Of course, if you say so, it ’s all right. But intercourse with a mind ai 


more than that ! 1 

Culch, Nonsense, you re well enough. And why you should feel 
low, with all your advantages— in Yenice as you are, and in constant 
.dorned with every feminine gif t ! 


wlmt are you driving at exactly ? ^ Podb, Hul-lo ! why, I thought you called her a pedantic prig ? | 

t'Ulch, Ail I am dri^g at is this : Couldn’t we two— er — agree to Culch, If I used such a term at all, it was in no disparaging sense, 
eneet a reconciliation between the two ladies ? So much pleasanter Every earnest nature presents an — er— priggish side at times. I 
tor— er— all parties ! ^ know that even I myself have occasi®nally, and by people who didn’t 

Boo, i daresay ‘But how are you going to set about it ? J can’t begin, know me^of course, been charged with priggishness, 
j Lulch, Oouldnt you induce your sister to lay aside her — er — Podb, Have you, though? But of course there’s nothing of that 
j prejudice against me P Then I could easily about her. Only — ^well, it don’t signify, [JBTe sighs. 
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Culch. Ah, PODBTJRY, take the good the gods proTide you and he who wants full change for his money pd a bonus into the bpgain, 
content ! You might be worse off, believe me ! find it in the return he will get for his oi^lay on visiting the 

Podh. [discontentedhj), It^s all very well for you to talk— with D^y Lane Apual. And now about the Harleqimnade. ihe 
Miss Trotter all to yourself. I suppose you ’re regularly engaged Openmg, as it used to be cafied, which, terminating with the 
by this time eh ? Grrand Transf onnation Scene, ought to b^ theoretically at least, only 

Culch. Notg-oite. There ’s still a And your probation, that’s the introduction to the real bpmess of the evening, that is, the 

practically at an end ? Pantomime business,” concludes at 10*45, pd aUows , three- 

Podh. I don’t know. Can’t make her out. She wouldn’t sit on guarters of an hour for what is caUed the Loubk Harleguinade 
me the way she does unless she liked me, I suppose. But I say, it —which consists of one old-fas^oned English Pantomme-scen^ 
must be awf— rather jolly for you with Miss Trotter ? She ’s got so followed by a comparatively modern— for ’tis not absolutely new 
much^o eh? 3,nd origmal ”— Erenoh Pptomime-scene, and this arrpgement 

Culchl You used to say she wasn’t what you call cultivated. speak, pitting En^sh Joey against French • 

Podb, I know I did. That’s just what I like about her! At Jins friendly rivalry has had the effect of watog up the traditional 
least— weU, we loth ought to think ourselves uncommonly lucky Grmaldian spirit of Pptoimme, and ,Mr. mRRT Patoe s scene, 
beggars, I ’m sure 1 [He sighs more heavily than ever, besides coming earlior than usual, is, in itselt, luU o± iun ot tne 

Culch, You especially, my dear Podburt. In fact, I doubt if 

you ’re half grateful enough ! nfl i 

Podb, {snappishly). Yes, I am, I tell you. ^ J’m not grumbling, A/MUL . 

am I? I know as weU as you do she’s miles too good for me. er _ h t-y.KI _ 

HaYn’t '^said so ? Then what the devil do you keep on nagging at ^ ^ ^ | zr: jij J.''. 

Culch, I am glad you see it in that light. Aren’t you a little ^ K 

irritable to-night ? , , ^ 

Podl, Ho, I’m not. It’s those filthy canals. And the way you / / 4 4 L. 

talk— as if a girl like Miss Trotter wasn’t 1 , 

Culch, I reaUy can’t aUow you to lecture me. I am not insensible 
to my good-fortune — if others are. Now we ’U drop the subject. . EYijl*’ /''■'i 

Pocw, I ’m willing enough to drop it. And I shaU turn in now — 1 1 X | 

it’s late. Youcommg? , ^ \ r : ■ Ij 

Cw?c/i. Not yet. Q-ood-night. {To himself ^ as 'Po'DBTrBiY depai'ts,) ! I " " ‘ 

You insensate c?oZ^ / . . « « , f' ‘ill I ' “ 'i , 

PoiZS. G-ood-night! {To himself as he swings off,) Confounded ^ 
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HUMPTY-DUMPTY UP AGAIN! 


iiJ Vb-^ 

“ ‘ Pin d$ sieole ’ Clown I 



f 


■■ 01,™ . my, r,. »» «». ,• oany 7«. 

and its leaves, as evidenced by the book of words, are fresh pd ago, when I w as a boy . , -n w t * 4 . a 

vigorous. In no other sense, however, does the Drury Lane Pantomime good old school-boyish kind ; and if the Public, as J ury , is to award 

bear any resemblance a palm to either competitor, then it must give a hand— wmch is 

“fco “a plant.” There much the same thing as “awarding a palm”— to its old friend- 

is no “take in” about Harry Payrte, who, with Telly Lewis as Pantaloon^ has pulled 

except that even himself together, and given us a good guarter of an hour of genume 

\ Drury is not Old English Pantomime, compared with which the other, though 

XX capable of holdmg aU its fooling is excellent in its own waj, is only comic ballet d^actxon 

who would be present; after the style of PVti Zn a Pb^. I thmk that was the title, but am 

r \ X 'ilu V and so it happens not sure, of the gambols with which the Martenetti Zrowj^e used to 

h nightly I believe, that entertain us. The new and improved style of ballet-dancing intro- 

'/ \\// \ many are turned away duced by the now celebrated pas de quatre at the Gaiety, is charming, 

^ 's'Ci ]// iJ from the doors bit- as here and now represented by Miss Mabel Love and her graceful 

Jf ' " terly disappointed, companions. „ , . - i j /x 

/I'M / Such certainly was To sum up; as the inspired poet of the immortal ode on Guy 

r ' ' ' when the Fawkes’ Day saw no reason why that particular treason should ever 

(rX 1 present deponent was be forgot, so I, but uninspired, and only mortal,^ am unable to ascer- 

A\' ' installed, — without tain the existence of any objection to the opinion that this Panto- 

'\ any unnecessary cere- mime possesses staying power sufficient to carry itself on for an 

^ ^ it ' ''wj ' \ mony, — on a certain extra long run of several months over Easter, and, maybe, up to 

\ \lr ' ' given night last week. Whitsuntide. There is but one Dreriolaees, and the Pantomime 

\ X ' '' ' \\\ . \ The book” is by the is his Profit I The two authors have achieved what “ all the King’s 


' 1 “ The book” is by the is his Profit I The two authors have achieved what “ all the King’s 

E very-knightly Dre- horses and all the King’s men” (not of Cambridge, of course) could 

= ^ riolaites and his not effect! — ^they have set Humpty^-Pum'pty on his legs again ! ^ And 

faithful Esguire, so congratulations to “all concerned” ! And, without prejudice to 

Harry Nicholls, Sir DRERiOLAmrs, I beg to sign myself, The Other Kjhoht. 




Harry Nicholls, 
who, much to every- 
body’s regret, does 
not on tins occasion 
appear as one of the 


V V not on this occasion Tlie Lay of the Analytic Novelist. 

appear as one of the patent, obvious results of the inner working of mind on 

Little Tioh and the Fine Fairy. There lE norehst dwells, it is on that inner working itself.”— Daily 

Fahnie Leslie — ^ too much “ ie ” in this name now, and one may ask That odd barrel-organ, the human mind, 

“ for why” ?— Miss Marte (not “Mary”— oh dear no !) Lloyb, Miss I love to explore ; ’tis the analyst’s lune ; 

Pattie — not Patty of course — Heywoob, Mr. John and Miss Ehma if p can only contrive to find 

(dear me! not Emhjr.') D’Aebah, and Mr. Herbert Campbell How the pipes will grunt, and the handle will grind, 

as a grotesgue monarch, Mr. Dah Leho as Queen of Hearts^ hfo. p don’t care a fig for the tune J 

Feed Waltoh, wonderful in a frame as the living nnage of the — 

Knaveof Hearts, “ Hix Omi OE Yoto Owk Size.”— A bout the ups or downs of 

dramatis per sonts^ first and foremost, Doth the least and the gr^test, ii j PoIqao ■vTi* Rttaw TjVPTrvRE shouldn’t have a row with 
is the impjrs^ate of Hum^y-Brnn^y himself, the YeV^ Dwarf Pala^ ^o^to^t 1^^ Ms 

alias Little OhcH:, who ^es wi^ the gorgeous spectre the wn themselves, wUl then he a 

gK^o4«^reft argp^l4-1^e t S the best of the disc uss!^. 

fo^*'’^re64'’d^f^d*dmce“^oeeS’Mn^,mdperautetioM Bt i THOTOBrniL PniLOSOPHEE.-Any remedy against London 

combinations of colour are so brilliant and so freguent, that anyone fogs must involve a grate change. 




THE NEW MONITOE; OE, JOSEPH’S JOBATION. 

[“It is reasonable to assume that Mr. Chamberlain -will at once perceive 
now ms position has been altered by becoming the head of a party including 
many shades of opinion, instead of being, as he has been, the spokesman of a 
small set of poUticians, earnest, no doubt, and ^active, but not quite in 
sympathy with all those who shared their fortunes.’"— Times, 

“The aiTangements consequent on Lord Haktington’s succession to the 
Peerage have very much narrowed the freedom previously enjoyed by the 
Member for West Birmingham, and, in a corresponding degree, enlarged the 

sphere of his responsibilities The Statesman who has to act as guide 

and moderator at St. Stephen’s will be careful, no doubt, not to compromise 
his authority by any indiscreet or extravagant insistance on remote and 
contentious issues.”— Standard,"] 

Sci!^ — 8t. Stephen's School. Present, Doctor T., Principal, 
*• and Mastor Joe, Pupil, lately promoted to 

Momtorship in the Lower School, 

Doctor T. Ahem ! And so, Joseeb:, we haTe to congratiilate tou 
upon your — a — a — ^promotion ! ^ 

Mas^ ^elcooUy). Yoyi are very good, Sir, I’m sure. [Whistles. 

Doct^ r. Not at all, Joseph, not at all. That is to say— ahem ! 
—you doubtless deserve it. j . 

Mrs. S, Doubtless deserve it, Joseph! I always said you would 
turn out a better boy than, at one time I— that is to say, manv— 
expected. It is a great consolation to me, Joseph, after all the 
care 

Jhe {aside). And the numerous jobations ! 

V bestowed upon you, to find— ahem! 

— OUT best hopes so amply fulfilled. 

Br, T, Fulfilled, Joseph; whether amply or not it remains for 
yon to prove. 

(carelessly). AU right. Sir, 2’U prove it fast enough, 
r ^ “fast enough’’ is 

"1^ ^ adopted, oi^ahem !— recommended, 

— ^in the circumstances ! 

“ Is there a word wants nobleness and grace, 

Devoid of weight, nor worthy of high place ? ” 

You know what our excellent Hoeace bids you do iu such a case. 


Joe {aside). Bothersome old JS limber / 

Mrs, S, Yes, J oskph, slanginess, carelessness and extravagance 
or speech will not befit your present position, you know. 

Master Joe, {aside). Prosy old Fipchin I 

Joseph, put before you a better model than 
me boy whose post you assume, in consequence of his going to the 
Upper Sc^ol ; young Haett, I mean, a boy who was ever a pattern 
01 pmpriety, and one absolutely to be depended upon to maintain the 
prestige of the school, and— ahem I— the authority of the Masters in 
every contingency. * 

Mrs. S. In ev^y contingency, J oseph. How unlike that talented, 
put uutrasfrworthy,_ senior of ms, and of yours. Will Q-ladstone : a 
lad whose leadership you onoe acknowledged, but whose pernicious 
inimence’ I ain happy to find, you have lately quite cast on. 

Master Joejfinowingly), Rather ! Where there "s a Will there ’s 
a way ; and Will thought it must always be hxs way. But “ not 
for Joe!” 

-^sr^-in, Joseph, is not that — abem! — quotation from the 
popular B^strelsy of onr time a leeile reminiscent of ruder, and 
more Radical days ? 

.. faster Joe. Perhaps so. Sir, perhaps so. Let me then say that 
^0 pnmarn tolh, nommor quomam Leo ” is a very pretty maxim 
for lions— and J former role I may not yet have risen to, 

but I ’m handed if I "U stoop to tbe latter. 

so I At any rate, not in such a question- 
able Leomna Societas, Remember, also, Joseph, what an awful 
example you have in young Ghahdolph, with whom, at one time, 
you seemed a httle intimate. You have only to reflect upon his 
fiasco, to have the counsels of prudence borne in imperativelv 
upon your ^d, and the lesson will not be the less impressively 
teught if it IS rememhered that Geandolph will be on the spot to 
t^e note of and profit by any mistakes that maybe committed by 
his more deserving and successful rival.” ^ 

Mmter Joe {as^). Lessons all round, eh ? Seems to me all this 
Mandmoaerly ad^(» IS wondrous like a “ wigging ” in disguise. 
Perhaps &ey ’U find I ’m better at teaching than learning. 

Mrs. N. Cavendotutm, Joseph, safe by caution. The motto of 
You cannot do better than take it as your own. 
Master Joe [innocently). Think not. Ma’am P I fancy every man 
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ought to haye his own motto. Now I was thinking of 
Cede nullis J 

Doctor T. Tut— tut — ^tut, J oseph ! Inappropriate, — 
in your present position. You will have to yidd to mani/^ 
—to those in authoj’ity over you, in fact. “Leaders 
(and Monitors) have^ to subordinate their personal tastes, 
and even their individual convictions, to an enlarged 
conception of the general advantage.’’ 

Mrs, S. Yes, Joe, don’t, whatever you do, com- 
promise your authority by any indiscreet or extravagant 
insistance 

Ilasfer Joe (quicMy, though with hecoming gravity), 
ftuite so, Ma’am ! Very true, Sir! My “conceptions,” 

I may say, have “ enlarged” considerably of late, since 
I have found (as Mrs. S. well says) “how much of my 
antipathy” (to the powers that be) “was sheer preju- 
dice.”^ And, as to “the general advantage,” I am 
sanguine that I shall find it consonant — if not identical 
— ^with my own. 

Doctor T. {dubiously). Humph! Suppose you say 
yours with Joseph ? 

3f aster Joe [airily]. As you please. Sir. Things 
which are equal to the same thing are equal to one 
another, you know. 

Mrs, 8, [aside). Smart boy, very ! I fancy I should 
have more confidence in him if he were a little less so. j 

Doctor T, [gravely). You see, Joseph, there are some i 
things in your earlier school career which your well- * 
wishers would fain — forget. You were rather what is 
called, I think, “a young Radical” once, not to say “ a 
bit of a pickle.” You seemed not altogether out of sym- 
pathy with such revolutionary proceedings as “ revolts” 
and ‘‘barring-outs,” and even talked once, if I remember 
rightly, of putting the Principals “to ransom” — doc- 
trines better worthy of a Calabrian brigand than of a 
public school-boy. But let bygones he bygones. Now 
that you are in a position of responsibility and— re- 
spectability, you wiU, of course, abandon all such 
revolutionary rubbish,, and think not of yourself, but 
others; consider less the wild wishes of your inferiors 
than the wise commands of your betters. 

Master Joe [solemnly). Oh, of course^ Sir ! And now, if 

S iu, Dr, ahem ! — Dr. T., and Mrs, Pip — I mean 

rs. S., have finished your wig — I should say wise 
counsellings, 1 think I ’ll — go out and play I [Does so. 



A STARTLING PROPOSITION. 


DyhamiticaIi Ahouments. — The Apostles of “the 
Gospel of Dynamite ” would, if they could, speedily 
convert a whole town — into a ruin. 


OUE BOOKING-OPriCE. 

With a spice of Tristram Shandy^ a dash of Ferdinand Count 
Fathom^ and none the worse for the quaint fiavouring thus given to 
the style and manner of the romance. The Blue Pavilions by “ Q,.” 
is about as good a tale of rapid dramatic and exciting adventure 
as the Baron remembers to have read, — ^for some time at least. There 
is in it little enough of love, though that little is weU and prettily 
told, but there^ is no lack of fighting at long odds and at short 
intervals, of hairbreadth escapes, and of such chances by land and 
sea as keep the reader, all agog, hurrying on from point to point, 
anxious to see what is to happen next, and how the expected is to 
eventuate unexpectedly. The story is for the most part told in a 
humorous devil-may-care-believe^it-or-not-as-you-like sort of way 
which compels attention, occasionally raises a smile, and always 
excites curiosity. As a one-barrel novel, this ought to score a gold 
right in the centre.^ 

The writer of a little leader in the Daily News of last Wednesday 
seems to have been rather hard-up for a subject when he fell foul of 
the Messrs. Macmttxa]n’s cheap re-issue of A Jest-Book, compiled 
many years ago hy Mr, Punches Mahk Lehoh, “Uncle Make,” 
who brought the ancient Joe Miller up to that particular date. ^ It 
was the last of the jest-books, and they are now quite out of fashion. 
A quarter of^ a century hence, no doubt, the fortunate possessor of 
one of these little books will come out with many a new jest, and be 
esteemed quite an original wit. 

It would have been well for the writer of the above-mentioned 
leaderette had he referred to the ninth of Elia’s Popular Fallacies, 
and been thereby reminded how “ a pun is a pistol let ofi at the ear ; 
and not a feather to tickle the intellect.” The Baron is prepared to 
admit that the lesson to be learned from this delightful Essay of 
Chakles Laio’s is, that a pun once let off, has jfizzled off, and 
cannot be repeated with its first effect. Now the honest historian 
of this, 'or of any pun, must reproduce in his narrative all the circum- 
stances of time, place, and indiyiduality that gave it its point ; but 


Seedy Individual [suddenly aiid with startling vigour ) — 
“Aoh? Floy with me eeckoss ther Sea, 
Eroross ther dork Lergoon ! ! ” 


the effect of the pun, the Baron ventures to think, it is impossible to 
convey in print to the reader, read he never so wisely, nor however 
vividly graphic may be the description. Y"et if this same reader 
possesses the art of reading aloud, with some approach to the dramatic 
Dickensian manner, then, given an appreciative audience, it is pro- 
bable that the pun itself would not lose much in recital. At best, how- 
ever, the crispness of the original salt is impaired, though the fiavour 
is not lost by keeping, and the enjoyment of it must depend on the new 
seasoning provided by the reciter. Of course, its piquancy may have 
been staled by too frequent use — ^but “this is another story.” After 
all, is a jest-book meant to be. taken seriously? A question which 
“nous donne a penser” Pabott Db BoOE-msMS. 


FOGGED ! 

Blest if I know where I am in this murkiness made to benight us, 
Blest if I know what it means, this infernal Impressionist etching ; 
Surely some Whistler renowned in the gibbering realms of Cocytus 
Drewit — and draws us along through its avenues ghostlily stretcmng. 

Lights flicker out in the gloom, like diminutive goblins that beckon ; 

Onward we stagger and gasp in the ^ip of this emanence deadly : 
How I would curse if I could, but not Rabelais even I reckon 
Language could find, or a voice if he wishedf or the sulphurous medley. 

Blest if I know who you are, wicked giant, colossal above me, 

Pluto perchance or, that fell spirit-ferryman, Charon uprising ! 
Blest if 1 know if survives in this demon-land anything of me. 

Blest I — It’s a lamp-post, by George— a reality somewhat surprising ! 

London, how long shall thy sons rue this Angel of Death with his 
grim bow, ^ [throttled ? 

Suffer this nightmare to last by its pestilence mangled and 
Would magic Science could scare the black vista to luridest Limbo, 
Would that fresh breezes were tinned and the sunshine of It^y 
bottled 1 1 
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THEET r. THEIFT. 

[“Tlie Economic Man, “wliose sole motive was selfistmess, 
was created by Adam Smith.” — Dail^ Ifews,'] 

A CENTURY ’s gone, and still wiseacres plan 
A future for t£e Economic Man ; 

But one fatality strikes ns as comical, — 

That — ^up to now — ^he is not economical! 

The soulless thing whose motor sole is Self, 
Sq[iianders, as well as snatches, sordid pelf. 

Perhaps if he could use as well as steal, 

The common wealth might prove the common weal. 


ME. PUTSCH’S NEW-YEAE HONOUES, GIFTS, 
GOOD WISHES, AHD GEEETIHGS. 

{Conferred by Tiim^ without “ Official Notification,**) 

To Her Most Gracious Majesty , — The dneendom of 
his heart. 

To the Duke of Clarence^ and the Princess May , — 
A Bridal duick March. 

To Prince George of Wales,— A. Clean Bill of Health. 

To Prince Christian , — “ Eyes right ! ” 

To Mr, Gladstone , — Freedom from the City, its fogs, 
and politics. 

^ To the Duke of Devonshire , — A Peerage, and the 
right successor in Eossendale. 

To Mr, Chamberlain . — His Cartoon for the week. 

To Mr. Balfour , — An Irish “ Order.” 

To Lord liandolph Churchill , — “ Some thin g new out 
o/ Africa.” 

To the Peerage . — General Sir Feedericz Eobeets. 
(The greatest “ honour ” of the lot, by Jove ! ”) 

To Henry Irving . — “A Health to the King ” (Harry 
THE Eiohth), and any number of Nights* (run). 

To Johnny Toole . — ^Eapid recovery, and “ another kind 
love** from Toole^le- Monde]! 

To Mr. Punches Young Men . — ^Privy Councillorships 
(to the PublLo) all round. 

To Everybody . — A Happy New Yolume I 


A duESTiON OP Precedence, but not a Precedent.— 
It is a gracious act on the part of a Cabman, when, at a 
dinner-party, he gives the pas to an Omnibus-driver, at 
the same time courteously explaining this waiver of 
rights by saying that “ at the present moment he is not 
standing on his rank.** 



SUPERIOR EDUCATION. 


“The Complements of the Season.” — Christmas 
Boxes. 


Page Boy {to Jeannes). “Where shall I put thish 'er Dish ofAmmonds?’* 
Jeanies {with dignity), “ I 'm surprised, Haethur, that at your Hage you 
*aven’t learnt 'ow to pernounce the r in Harmonds 1 


ONLY FANCY! 

In continuation of , his interesting notes of incidents connected 
with the gathering of Ministers for the last Cabinet Council, Our 
Special Eeporter states that the only contretemps arose in connection 
with the arrival of Mr. Goschen. On 
alighting from his coupS the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer handed the driver a 
dirtycrumpled piece of paper. 

“ Hi ! wot ’ s this ? ’ * shouted the Cabman. 
“A one-pound note,** said the Chan- 
cellor of the ExcHEQUER,blandly ; “ give 
me the change.** 

“Oh, no you don’t,** said the Cabman; 
“ you try that on in the City, young feller. 
This is too far West.” 

Mr. Goschen, evidently annoyed, care- 
fully selected a worn-out shilling, and 
tossing it to the man, stalked naughtily into the Treasury. A moment 
later he hurriedly opened the door and looked out for the Cabman, but 
he had gone. It was understood. Our Eeporter says, that the Eight 
Hon. Gentleman had thought of a repartee. 


The Morning Papers announce, with tantalising brevity, that “Lord 
Stratheden and Campbell has {sic) returned to Bruton Street from 
Berlin.*’ We are in a position to add that the occasion of the noble 
Lords’ journey to Bernn was of international interest. It is no 
secret at the Foreign OjBdce that their Lordships have for some 
time been uneasy at the turn events are taking in the East. 
They have endeavoured to disguise from each other their perturbed 
feelings. But Stratheden felt that Campbell’s eye was upon him, 
whilst Campbell at last abandoned the futile effort of dissembling 


his uneasiness under the cold steel-grey glance of Stratheden. 
They finally agreed that the best thing they could do was to set 
forth for Berlin, making secret dHours in order to caU at other of 
the principal capitals, and confer with the Foreign Ministers. The 
resxQt, we are pleased to learn, has been most beneficial, and has, so 
to speak, contributed a hodful of mortar to the foundation on which 
rests the peace of Europe. 

Mrs. Eamsbotham is disposed to regard Homer as over-rated. 
The only book of his she ever read, she says, is Bomhastical Furiosoy 
and certainly that did not assuage her appetite for any more. 

Mr. Stead has been taking into his confidence a universe thriUed 
with interest, with respect to certain presentiments which from time 
to time have struck his mind. One he dates in October, 1883, at which 
time he was sub-editor of an evening journal which Mr. John Morley 
then edited. He had, he records, a presentiment that at an early 
approaching date, Mr. Morley would have quitted the estabEsh- 
ment— dead Mr, Stead genially anticipated— and that he would 
reign in Stead. In view of the pubEc interest involved in these con- 
fessions, we have interviewed a certain Eight Hon. Gentleman as to 
his susceptibility to preseutiments. 

“ Well,” he replied, “they are not usual with me ; hut I remember 
that for some time before the date mentioned, I felt that either 
Mr. Stead or I must leave the paper,” 

One of the earliest volumes issued in connection with the newly- 
devised Automatic Library iu use on some Enes of Eailway, is 
entitled Beyond Escape. We understand that subsequent volnmes 
wiE be Dashed to PieceSy The Broken BridgSy The Sprained AxUy 
The Wheelbox on JFVre, The Gorgon Guardy The Cruel Cowcatcher ; 
oTy Cut in Twainy The Colour-Blind Signalmany and Shunted and 
\ Shattered, 
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CROSSED-EXAMINATION. 

OLD STYLE. — Witness about to leave the hox^ wheri his 
progress is arrested hy Counsel on the other side. 

Counsel {sharply). !N'ow, Sir, do you know the value of an oath ? 
Witness {taken aback). Why, yes — of course. 

Coim. {pointing at him). Come, no prevarication! Do you 

understand the value, or do you 

{confused). If you will 
allow me to explain ? 


to treat the Bar with every respect, hut if you waste any more time 
I shall feel strongly inclined to bring your conduct before your 
Benchers. 

Wit. You hear what his Lordship says. What are you going to 
do next ? 

Coun. {confused). 1 don’t know. 

g Wit. {to J ury). He doesn’t know I I needn’t stay here any longer. 

' T T f T \ Tir -r Stands'*'* down. 

Judge [to Jury). May I ask yoti, Gentlemen, how you consider 
this case is being conducted ? ^ 

Foreman of the Jury. With pleasure, my Lord. We were all 
using the same word which exactly describes the situation. We 
consider the f^eTicrtTnert, n+‘ Wif-nAaa 


inLiJ ‘U-sing tne same word wnicb. exactly describes the situation. W( 

n ™?Tes or deportment of the Witness ‘ ‘ noble.” Distinctly noble, 

p [Scene closes in upon despair of Counsel 






canaiwerfes orNo-nowwHot aeportment or tne witness "noble.” Distinctly noble, 

jig p [Scene closes in upon despair of Counsel. 

Wit But you will not let me — ~ 

Coun. Don’t be impertinent, ROBERT IN A EOG! 

i j Explanation is Well, if we ain’t a been and had a werry pretty dose of reel 

wom^so a you ^onV^knoJae lately, I, foyme, shood like to kno when we did have 

no+L ‘-T ^ SS-®; effeeks upon tempers, speshaUy female ones, 

™ fl vou ’ it’s about enjifi to drive a pore Vaite?, let Lne a S- 

L »x 1 X workin, middel-aged Husband, stark staring mad! 

sneak * ^ x. thank goodness, I ’ve got one werry grand xception, and 

i^x 1 f reglar cheers me up with his constant good burner. 

1 Slow in Plain EnffSsh^ say as it’s my old Amerrycan friend, who has cum 

. , b in plain English back to the Grand Hotel again, ;iest for to see what a reel London 

ily, my Lord, he has no right to ^ ^1 


Coun. Won’t let you speak ! 
Why, I can’t get a word out of you. How, Sir— in plain English — 
are you a liar or not ? 

Wit. {appealing to Judge). Surely, my Lord, he has no right to 
speak to me like this ? 

Judge. Be good enough to answer the Counsel’s questions. I have 
nothing to do with it. 

Coun. How, Sir— once more ; are you a liar, or are you not ? 

Wit. I don’t think that ’s the way to speak to me 

Coun. Don’t bully me, Sir ! You are here to tell us the truth, or 
as much of it as you can. 

Wit. But surely you ought to 

Coun. Don’t tell me what I ought to do, Sir. Again; are you a 
liar, or are you not ? 

Wit. Please tell me how I am to reply to such a question? 

Tr X XT X- -..I- x* cir. v . i 


rr tt/. jLxccbisc; (/\7xx xu..:; jxuyv x a-xu. uu xcuxv uu ou.(JXL a U UtSotiUJi. r ^ 1.^ T x n * ' — 


7ny questions to you. 

Wit. Well, I decline to reply. 


splendidly. He was jest in time to see Lord 
Mare’s Sho from one of our best front 
winders, and if he didn’t sit there and larf 
away as the pore soddened and soaked perses- 
sion parsed by, speshally at the Lord Mare’s 
six "gennelmen with their padded carves and 
pink silk stookins, I never seed a gennelman 
larf. “Why on earth, Mr. Bobert,” he says 
to me, “why don’t they have it in the bewti- 
fool Summer, for it ’s reelly a very splendid per- 
formunce?” To which I repned, rather 
smartly, becoz I was naterally rayther cross, 

S RlVI .... - 


T — i T j Tir xicxu. Lixfs siiuiv juLuimera aay since me 

j Lord Mare Allwine, who rained sewen hunderd years ago.” 

I Judge (io"%"tneTs'r^oV^^^^^ had better be careful. If you do wetttut^^ probably rained ewer since,” he larfingly replied, as he 

SSdT.™. SiC’SssS “?•?;(. r* 

Com. How you hear what his Lordship says, and now, once more, speshaUy in the rayther tried him, 

are you a Bar, or are you not ? ’ ’ Imm m/l^S^J harsked me to tell him, 

Wit. {confused). I don’t know. w^^h to ?f ’ q posserbel Lunch mth 

■snU describe the matter is “ noble.” Distinctly noble ! tW i ® aU through toe cold, cold Winter, and 


uv oixc jjuLaobci viuiuc xcuc5jLitjL> . ± t/it iriK tne only word ma 
wiU describe the matter is “ noble.” Distinctly noble ! 

[Scene closes in upon despair 0 / Witness 


rhey kep him helthy and strong for years.” 

X j me one of his Lordship’s Lunches at 2 o’clock sharp, 

1x)-day, ^id and I ’U try it.” So I took him a scrumpshus 

IfilAn AT TI-nrkB' /n % • 1 * 


J J ,, • 1 V — ^ J-IVA V 4 . 04 JLX^/ o JUU.JJLUli.CO au U UlUUii. SJiarPt 

HEW STYLE. — Ai'rogant Witness about to leave the box, when x?-^ i m ^ ^ ^ scrumpshus 

his progress is arrested hy Counsel on the other side. i x^^ ajpint Bottel^of Cliceo’s rich Shampane, 

Coun. I presume. Sir, that 


j a pint Bottel of Cliceo’s rich Shampane, 

1 ^^® “Bring me xactly the same 

splendid lunch ewery day the fog lastes.” And I did ; and he told 

!D26 8iS IlOW ifl ATin.Hpln T^nn ^.a 


WU. Think so P -wd, it ’s a matter of opinion. But, as I have t^ tol Sidlel’^f tbf r®""’ 

an engagement iu auotoer place, he good enough to ask what you me down with^her^^A -mof+^WTi^Po’ feU, and dragged 
are instructed to ask, and iettle the matter off-hand. ^ Sioe ^ T.t t rushed to our asist- 

Coun. If you wiU. allow me to speak her iome to a Cab, and took 

S ^ A* »s “4 ^ fsit sSdrf 

.pSMteafp**'’- »iL»d, to „ risM 1. 1 ."p i'5;"r(j,5T„“r5 ti,“Sa 

mt. [impatientiy), Now, Sir, am I to wait all day ? T Tw yoir Y^ere to get it.” 

ton?toktpf''’- ^ that is not quite toe jest a leetol more grayshus 'as Itdd\1^^^^ 

WU ,^ Don’t bully me, Sir ! I am here to answer any questions §^^aitfool conduck of the Lady of Square. Robert. 

wnn niTA iri TnTf. qItitqtto xln^x jv - — ■ ■ 


v.' . j. cKJx*, jjLcxo w «,u»wci tuiv uuesLions 

you like to put, always supposing that you haye any worth ^ 

S“%at come-siHely you ought to— FM™out” sSd toe“^,~ L’Jot fce derlfiLTer 

knpVyf SSir?; ^ gener^^rw^r^ 

Coun. I decline to reply. ^ _11_ 

Judge {to Counsel). Now you had reaUy better he careful. I wish “ Tee Dbaka op To- 1)AT.”-A Morning Performance. 

^ or ^any description, wiU 

there WiU be no exception. aocompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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LES FKANCAIS PEINTS PAE EEX-MEMES (ET ILLTTSTEES PAE NOUS). 

0 Juliette ! ” s’eoria Oscar, en s’asseyant a oori d’bllb sue la pierrb tumulaiee, 

EpOUSE DE MON MEILLEUE AmI ! Js JUEB QUE JE t’ ADORE I Je JURE lOI, SUB LA 

Tombs be ma saints Mere, qui benit nos amours de la^s^ut!” 



CABITAL ! 

Sm, — The pro:^osal to extend the Cah 
Radius to five miles from Charing Cross is 
good in its way, but it does not go far enough. 
My idea is that the cheap c^-fare shoydd 
include any place in the Home Coxmties. 
Cabmen should also be prevented by law from 
refusing to take a person, say, from Piccadilly 
to St. Albans, on the plea that their horse 
“ could not do the distance.” All assertions 
of that kind should, be punished as perj^y* 
Cabmen are notoriously untruthful. ^ why 
should not Cab Proprietors, too, be obliged to 
keep relays of horses at convenient spots on 
all the main roads out of Town in case a horse 
really proves unequal to going fifteen miles 
or so into the country, in addition to^ a hard 
day’s work in London ? — Yours unselfishly, 

jSt. Albans. Horth^vard Ho ! 

Sir,— Why wiU^ people libel the Suburbs, 
and keep on describing them as dull ? I am 
sure that a place which, like the one I write 
from, contains a Lawn Tennis Club (entrance 
into which we keep very select), a Circulating 
Library, where all the new books of two years’ 
back are obtainable without much delay, a 
couple of handsome and ascetic young Curates, 
and a public Park, capable of holding twenfy- 
six perambulators and as many nursemaids 
at one and the same time, can only fitly be 
described as an Elysium, Still, we should 
be grateful for better facilities for getting 
away from its delights now and then, and this 
proposal to extend the Cab Radius, has the 
warmest support of Yours, 

Easily Satisfied, 

Sir, — ^By all means let us have cheaper Cabs 
in Greater London ! The County Council should 
subsidise a lot of Cabs, to ply exclusively be- 
tween London and the outskirts. Or why not 
a Government Cab Purchase Bill, like the Irish 
Land Purchase one? We want a special 
Minister for Public Locomotion— perhaps Lord 
Randolph Churchill would accept the post ? 

Yours, spiritedly, Hampstead Heathen. 


^^HARD TO BEER!^' 

{Advance-sheet from a^prqjected Anti-Bacchanalian Tragifarce^ to he called 
By Order of the Kaiser.^') 

Scene— A t Market Place in Berlin. German Students carousing. 
Emissary of the Emperor seated at table apart watching them. 
Apprehensive Waiters nervously supplying the wants of their 
Customers. 

First German Student. Another flagon of beer, Kellner ! 

Waiter. Here, Mein Herr ! [Brings glass and. as he places it on 
the table, tchispers aside.) Oh, beware, my good Lord— this is your 
second glass. 

First Ger. Stu. [with a laugh). I know what I am about! And 
now, my friends, I give you a toast — The Liberty of the Fatherland 1 
Chorus of Students. The Liberty of the Fatherland ! [They all drink. 
Fni. of the Emp. [apart). Ha! 

[JTe makes an entry in his note-book. 
First Ger. I Stu. And now fiR another glass. Fill, my comrades — 
I pray you, fill ! Kellner ! glasses round— for myself and friends. 

Kellner [as before — suppli^ing their wants and warning them). Oh, 
my gracious Lord, be careful ! Your third glass — ^miud now, your 
third glass ; you know the risk you are running ! But one false 
drqp and you are lost ! 

First Ger. Stu. [as before). Well, my good friend, he sure you 
supply us with no drop that is not good ! Ha, ha, ha ! Eh, Karl! 
eh, Conrad ! eh, Hans ! Did you hear my merry jest ? 

{They all laugh. 

Em. of the Emp. [as before). Ha! [making an entry in his note- 
book). And they laugh at a witless joke ! Good ! Very good ! 

Fh^st Ger. Stu. [ioyously). And now, my comrades, yet another 
toast — The Prosperity of the People ! 

Chorus of Ger. Stu, [raising their glasses). The People! 

{They all dnnk. 

Em. of the Emp. [apart) Ha ! 

{He makes an entry in his note-book. 
First Ger, Stu. And now, a final flagon ! Kellner ! 


Kellner [as beforeS) Oh, high-born customer, beware ! This is 
your fourth glass ! You know the law ! 

First Ger. Stu. [as before). That indeed I do! And I also know 
that my daily allowance is — or rather was— twelve quarts per diem I 
And now, comrades, our last toast — ^The Freedom of the Press ! 

Chorus of Ger* Stu, [raising their glasses). The Freedom of the 
Press ! {They all drink. 

Em. of the Emp. [apart). This is too much ! [He rises ^ and 
approacnes the'^^Students.) Your pardon, Gentlemen ! But do you 
really believe iu the toasts you have just drunk ? 

Chorus of Stu. Why, certainly ! 

Em. of the Emp. What, in the Liberty of the Fatherland ? 

Chorus of Stu. To he sure — why not ? 

Em. of the Emp. And the Prosperity of the People— mind you, 
only the People ? 

Chorus of Stu. Exactly— don’t yoUa? 

Em. of the Emp. And further. You wish well to the Freedom of 
the Press ? 

Chorus of Stu. That was our toast ! What next ? 

JEm, of the Emp. [producing staff of authority). That, in the 
name of His Majesty, 1 arrest you! 

Chorus of Stu. [astounded). Arrest us !^ Why? 

Eiyi. of the Eifip. Because, if you believe in the Liberty of the 
Fatherland , ask for the Prosperity of the People, and admire the 
Freedom of the Press, you must be drunk !— -very drunk I ^ In virtue 
of the new law (which punishes the crime of intoxication), away 
with them ! 

{The Students are loaded with chains^ and imprisoned^ for an 
indefinite period, in the lowest dungeon beneath the castle's 
moat. Curtain. 

Our Humorous Composer.— What Sir Arthur Sullivan said or 
sung before deciding on taking a Yilla at Tnrbie, on the Riviera, — 
“ Turhie, or not Turhie, that is the question.” He is now hard at 
work writing a new Opera (founded, we believe, on Cox and Boaf\, 
and ‘‘I am here,” he says, in his quaint way, “because I don’t 
want to he dis-turbie’d.” 


VOL cn. 


P 
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Returned Prodigal sings^ to the tune of Randt/ Randy ^ OJ : — 

TV^l, I back from Masbonaland ! I may cool my Keels on this packing-case ; I 'm the prodigal Q-randt-Pandt, oh ! 
njr ® hardly a proud posi^on. ’Tis a little mite like me, &r ! [face, Returned to my native landy, oh ! 

My ideas m going we vapely grande Say my “candid friends,” as they watchmy With a big moustache, and but little cash, 

And-look at my present condition ! “ 0. 1. C. U. R. M. T., Sir ! » Though the latter would come in handy, 


Q-randt-Pandt, oh! 


Kace, Returned to my native landy^ oh 1 
;ch my With a big moustache, and but little ci 
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Like tlie nursery Jaek-a-dandy, oh ! 

I may “ love plum- cake and candy,” oh ! 
But tarts and tofl6.es, or sweets of ofl6.ce, 
Seem not — at present — for GtEANDT, oh ! 

TVell, I chucked them up, — was it nous or 
pique ? 

1$ the prodig’al worst of ninnies ? 

The fatted calf, and the better half 
Of his father’s love — and guineas, — 

Mai/ fall to his share as he homeward hies, 
^V’hen the husks have lost their flavour. 
Mi/ calf ? Well, it does not greet my eyes, 
And I don’t yet snifi its savour. 

I ’m a prodigal G-ra.ndt-PjlNDY, oh ! 
Retired from Mashona-landy, oh ! 

I’m left like a laggard. Grim Rider 
Haggard [oh!) 

(Whose fiction is “ blood-and-brandy,” 
Says Africa always comes handy, oh I 
For “ something new.” It sounds 
grandy, oh! 

But a telling new plot I ’m afraid is 7wt 
The fortune of Grand y-Pandt, oh! 

Did they miss me much ? Well, I fancy not ; 

(Though a few did come to greet me ;) 

The general verdict’s “ A very queer lot I ” 
Hor is Sol in a hurry to meet me. 

Me does not spy me afar oflc. Ho ! 

He would rather I kept my distance ; 

And if to the front I again should go, 
’Twon’t be with his assistance. 

He deems me a troublesome Grandy, oh ^ 
In political harness not handy, oh I 


I am out of a job, while Balfour is a nob. 
That lank and effeminate dandy, oh I 
Well, a prodigal son map be ‘ ‘ sandy.” oh ! 
I am off for a soda-and-brandy, oh ! 

And a “ tub” at my Club, where I ’m sure 
of a snub 

From the foes of returning Grandy, oh ! 

THE CROSS-EXAMINER’S VADE MEGUM. 

Question. Have you a right to ask any 
question in Court ? 

Answer. Certainly, and the questioning is 
left to my discretion. 

Qmcs, What do you understand by discre- 
tion ? 

Ans. An unknown quality defined occa- 
sionally by the Press and the Public. 

Ques. Is the definition invariably the 
same ? 

Ans. Ho, for it depends upon the exi- 
gencies of the Press and the frivolity and 
fickleness of the Public. 

Ques. Were you to refrain from ques- 
tioning a Witness anent his antecedents, 
and subsequentlj those antecedents be- 
coming known, his evidence were to lose the 
credence of the papers, what would be said 
of you ? 

Ans. That I had neglected my duty. ^ 

Ques, Were you to question a Witness 
on Ms past, and, by an interruption of the 
trial, that Witness’s evidence were conse- 
q^uently to become superfluous, what would 
then be said of you? 


Ans. That I had exceeded my duty. 

Ques. Is it an easy matter to reconcile the 
interests of your clients with the require- 
ments of Public Opinion, ^ 

Ans. It is a most difficult arrang:ement, 
the more especially as Public Opinion is 
usually composed of the j oint ideas of hundreds 
of people who know as much about law as 
does a bed-post. 

Ques. In the eyes of Public Opinion, whose 
commendation is the most questionable? 

Ans. The commendation of a J udge, because 
it stands to reason (according to popular ideas) 
that a man who knows his subject thoroughly 
must be unable to come to any definite de- 
cision as to its merits. 

Ques. And in the eyes of the same authority, 
whose commendation is the most valuable ? 

Ans. In the eyes of Public Opinion the 
most valuable commendation would come 
from a man who is absolutely ignorant of 
everything connected with a Counsel’s prac- 
tice, but who can amply supply tMs possible 
deficiency by writing a letter to the papers 
and signing himself “ Fair Play.” 

Ques. Is there any remedy for setting right 
any misconception that may have occurred as 
to the rights and wrongs of cross-examiners ? 

Ans. Yes, the Public might learn what the 
business of a cross-examiner really is. 

Ques. I see, and having done this, can you 
recommend anything further ? 

Ans. Having learned a cross-examiner’s 
business, the Public might then have time to 
attend— to its own I 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. — angel that Kuskin thinks T 

T'Tft TTTTT saw a rook — ^kie — kic — ^kic— kin 

« mr -r 7 ? J 7 tv ' 7 T* fy Tr • UudgeS PODBU 

Scene — The Lower Hall of the Scuola d% San Rocco^ Venice^ Mus P, {reading). . . . “the 

Brituh Tourists discovered studying the Tintorets on the walls golden ribs to all its leaves. 
and ceiling by the aid of Ruskin, Haee, and B^sedekek, from Podh. ( feebly), Y ^ves. I \ 


The Solemn G, Now what 1 want to see, my dear, is the ork — ork 
— angel that Buskin thinks Tintobetto painted tne day after he 
saw a rook — ^kie — kic — ^kic— kingfisher. 

[Bob nudges Podbuey, who resists temptation heroically. 
Miss P. {reading), . . . “ the fig-tree which, by a curious caprice, 
has golden ribs to all its leaves.” — Do you see the ribs, Mr. Podbuey. 
Podb, {feebly), Y — ^yes. I believe 1 do. Think they grew that 


which they read aloud^ irwtructively ^ to one another. Miss sort of fig-tree formerly, or is it — a — allegorical f 
Peendeeoast has brought The Stoms of Vemce jfor the {receiving this query in crushing silence). The ceiling 

be'mjit of her brother Podbtoy. Long self ^repression has requires careful study. Look at that oblong panel in the centre — 
reduced Podbtoy that unpleasantly hysterical condition -^dth the fiery serpents, which Buskin finely compares to “winged 
hnown as ^^ a fltof the gigghs^^ which, however, has hitherto lampreys.” You’re not looking in the right way to see them, 

OQAnviaA Hai - afi - hA/Wh nr • ” o 7 


escaped detection. 

Miss P, {standing opposite The Flight into Fgyptf^ reading, 
“ One of the principal figures here is the Donkey.” Where is Mr. 
Podbuey P [To P., who reappears, humbly proffering a tin focus- 
sina-case,) Thanks, but vou need not have tronbled ! “The 


Mr. Podbuey! 

Podb, {faintly), I — did see them— a?/ of them, on my honour I 
did I But it gives me such a crick in my neck 1 
Miss P, Surely Tintoeet is worth a crick in the neck. Did you 

observe “the intense ilelio-bt in bitino* evnresse<1 in tbein avps 


sing-case,) Thanks, but you need not have troubled! “The observe “ the intense delight in biting expressed in their eyes ? ” 
Donkey ... um^—iim— never seen— urn— um— any of the nobler -Bo 5 . J did, ’Patia— exactly the same look I observed 

animals so sublime as this quiet head of the domestic ass”— (Aere last night, in a mosquito’s eye. 

Bob digs Podbuey in the mbs, ieAmc? Miss P.’s chiefly has to use his handkerchief violently, 

owmg to the grand motion in the nostril, The Stout Lady, Now, Ethel, we can 

and writhing in the ears. (A spasmodic j^st spend ten minutes on the ceiling — and 

choke from Podbuey.) May I ask what then we go. That’s evidently Jonah 

you find so amusing ? in the smaU oval. {Referring to plan.) 

Podb. (mmson). I— I leg your pardon— Yes, I thought so,— it is Jonah. Ruskot 

I dont know I was laughing at considers “the whale’s tongue much too 

exactly. {Aside to Bob.) Will you shut r large, unless it is a kind of crimson cushion 

7 T r 7* ^ ^ for Jonah to kneel upon.” Well, why 

A Stout Lady, chse by {reading from Fthel, A cushion, Mother? what, inside 

Haee). “The whole symmetry of it de^n- /v the whale ’ 

^g on a narrow Ime of light.’’ (^- The Stout Lady, That we are not told, 

hwusly, to her Daughter,) 1 Aon t quite — \ JMIm my love — “ The submissiveness of Jonah is 

oh yes, I do now— that ’s it— where my well given ”— So true— but Papa can’t bear 

sunshade is— the edge of a caimenter s being kept waiting for his lunch — we really 

square, which connects those unused tools ” ought to go now. [They ao 

1 ‘ 1* out the “unused The Solemn G, {reading), “ There comes 

to^, ExmL? Jean t ... But he says — up out of the mist a dark hand.” Have 

the dark hand yet, my dear? 

^ should never have ^ Mis Wife, No, dear, only the mist. At 
found out for ^self. {They pass to \ ^ least, there’s something that may be a 

anoth^ canvas,) “ Tintoeet demes Mm- branch ; or a bird of some sort, 

self all aid from the features . . No time The S, G, Ha, it ’s full of suggestion- 

^owed for watching the expression ”... fiiH of suggestion ! 

(That reminds me— what is the time by \ ^ W [Hevasseson touahinn 

stabbiuff^^orlnWf^ PoDBUEY, who is still quiver- 

awful sub- IffiM I '^'^ 9 )* ^^ow notice the end one— “ the Fall of 

v^^^ oMaroscuro. ^ (Ah, |K/- | Manna ’’—not that end ; that ’s “the Fall 

^ in the W of ManJ^ BusKiNpointsout(re«i7i;2y)— 

So that our eyes IRV jM ^ Jwl sweet incident. Four or five 

{comfortably) seem to become blood— i 1 .'dW sheen instead of* nasturiTie' fiim +bpiT» 

hea<£’to catch the® manna^^’as it comes 
0 oket rejiWj/ ? ,1 down” {here Bob catches Ponstnar’s eve) 

Ylorian’s, f “ or seem to he Hcking it off each oth^’i 

innB^°^av\oo^fn'^J^pr tlii^ V'AW'l fleeces.” (PoDBUEY * SMd«fen/y cowwwZsed’ iy 

M M— i.r 

hanced by — rook — rook — ^rook! — a largely- Outside ; by the landing-steps, 

‘“sj! ' ..5 " “ s”f “I 

ket. Sham-ork!-goonf f ^ 

His Wife, Yes dear do vlease ' It ^ ^ Podbuey, after Bob has withdrawn,) 

makes one notice tilings so inueh more'f Solemn Gentleman, with a troublesome cough, Mr. Pobbhet, I cannot teU you how dis- 

Solemn GentlemS yLso«. reading aloud to his Wile.” ^ 

Stairease), Now just look at this I Podb. { vonitenm. I-I ’m reaUv^lXllv som-v-but if 


“A Solemn Gentleman, with a troublesome cough, 
reading aloud to his "Wile.*' 


[Podbuey has to use his handkerchief violently. 

The Stout Lady, Now, Ethel, we can 
just spend ten minntes on the ceiling— and 
then we must go. That’s evidently Jonah 
in the small oval. {Referring to plan,) 
Yes, I thought so, — ^it is Jonah. Buskin 
considers “the whale’s tongue much too 
large, unless it is a kind of crimson cushion 
for J ONAH to kneel upon.” Well, why not ? 

Fthel, A cushion, Mother ? what, inside 
the whale ! 

The Stout Lady, That we are not told, 
my love — “ The snbmissiveness of Jonah is 
i well given ” — So true — but Papa can’t bear 

i being kept waiting for his lunch — we really 

ought to go now. ^ [They go. 

^ The Solemn G, {reading), “There comes 
np out of the mist a dark hand.” Have 
^ you got the dark hand yet, my dear ? 

^ His Wife, No, dear,^ only the mist. At 
least, there ’s something that may be a 
branch ; or a bird of some sort. 
i The S, G, Ha, it’s full of suggestion — 
^ full of suggestion ! 

] [He passes on, coughing, 

( ^ Miss P, (^0 Podbuey, who is still quiver- 

I ^w^), Now notice the end one — “ the Fall of 
I Manna” — not end; that’s “the Fall 

I of Jlfan.” Buskin points out {reading) — 
I “A very sweet incident. Four or five 
H she^, instead of pasturing, turn their 
I heads to catch the manna as it comes 

I down” {here Bob catches Podbuey’s eye) 
“or seem to be licking it off each other’s 

II fleeces.” (Podbuey is suddenly convulsed by 
|u inex'jdicahle and untimely mirth,) Beally, 
a Mr. Podbuey, this is too disgraceful ! 

[ shuts the booh sharply and walks away. 

Outside ; by the landing-steps. 

Miss P, Bob, go on and get the gondola 
ready. I wish to speak to Mr. Podbuey. 
(Jo Podbuey, after Bob has withdrawn}) 
Mr. Podbuey, I cannot tell you how dis- 
’ gusted and disappointed I feel at your 
senseless irreverence. 


TiS^ Mr’ PoDB^T r Br^vm {penUently), I-I ’m really most awfiilly sorry-but it came 

particularly mentions it. Do note over me suddenly, and I simply couldn’t help myself » 

® b"- maiJs it SO very®liJeless-after all tke 

Podb (ohedienthA Ypcs I •ro-i'll a w j *11 ^ have taken wath you ! I have been heginmng to fear for 

fflvl mean and will it some time that you are incorrigible— and to-dav is reallv the last 

^ P/i^® r . [Miss Peendeeoast sweeps on scornfully, straw ! So it is kinder to let you know at once that vou ?ave been 

Anjwhat, Mr.PoDBTiEY? S. 


.Poe®. A~ ,Mov,n the at the Accademia don’t yorfaowf^'lAkTLykX'^^^^ 

MS,, V ^n front overhear andjmOe. Mss P Of course not! I stall always ^sh you weU, Mr. Pod- 


Miss P { annoyed) W uriu^mue, juiss ±', ui course not. 1 sHaU always wish you weU, Mr. Pod- 

to Pon^vl Vo„ 1 O/PODBTOY. Podb. A— thanks. I— I mean, I know I should only he in your 

^fP^^t^^^i^ralsolemmtg. Well-good-bye then, Mr. Po™. I will explain to Bob. 
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[>S'Ae steps into the gondola; Bob raises his etjehrowsin nvuteinterro- We Bear of a curious incident in connection with the reyival of 
gation at Podbury, who shakes his head, and allows the gondola Henry the Eighth at tBe Lyceum. On Saturday nigBL a gentleman 
to go without him, '^Bo Bad witnessed tBe play from tBe Stalls and carefully sat it out, 

Podb. {to himself, as the gondola disappears). So thath over! demanded Ms money back as Be went out. He did so on tBe ground 
Hanged if I don’t tbinV I sorry, after all. It will be beastly tBat Be Bad always understood tBat Henry the Eighth was by 
lonely without anybody to bully me, and sBe could be awfully nice Shakspeaee, and found it credibly asserted that that gentleman Bad 
when sBe cBose. . . . Still it is a relief to have got rid of old Tin- no part in tBe autBorsBip of the piece. Mr. Beam Stokee, M.A., 


01 Iti »5Jian L xeii mm auyx/xnug ^ll X. uau UCAJJ JLl/. . . . JJU.U AJLW UM.JJLV4. XJU. ,Tf vi ji., .. 

worst of getting tBe sack is— people are almost hound to spot you. . . assigned tBe autBorsBip to Fletchee and Massenger ; mwBicB case, ! 
I think I ’ll be off to-morrow. I ’ve Bad enougB of Yenice ! Be ingeniously argued, the authorship being dual, the price of the 

■ Stalls ought to be doubled. Conversation^ taking this turn, the 

V -Cl A Tvrnv i gentleman, whose name did not transpire, withdrew. 

(jJNLx xAJNOjl 1 

In the admirably- compiled columns of “ This Morning’s Mews,” Miss Jane Cobden, ex- Alderman of the London County Council, 
o-iven in the Daily News, we read with interest a paragraph wBoBaslongpluckilycBampionedWoman’sRights, has now, according 
occasionally appearing, furnishing information as to prices current to an announcement in the papers, determined to assert her own, and 
in the Provision Market. We have made arrangements to supply get married. C^est magnifique, mais ce n^est ^ as— Aldermanic. 
our readers with something of the same character, wMch cannot fail ^ 

to be valued in the household. A telegram from Berlin states that Dr. Pfeiffer, a son-m-law of 

„ . ■_ 77 1 x-L i • Professor Koch, has succeeded in discovering the cause of inffuenza 

From numerous sources of imormation, we learn that prime infection in a bacillus, wMch, when seen under the micro- 

English beef is^ underdone, which causes rather a run^n mutton, g^ope appears in the shape of a most minute rod. The best thing 
Eevenons, &c., is the watchword in many households, i^rutry nms can%e done with this rod is to put it in pickle, and keep it there, 
rather Mgh for the time of year, and grouse is also up. Grice — ^why 

ttot ? plural of mouse, mw&-grice,w say, are grOT^gr more absent, satisfactory to know that, at the approaching revival of 

and therefore dear^. Black game is not so daj^ylmed as ^ is Brigand, the handkerchiefs used hy the^rigands in 

painted,andafew transactaonsin^ddnokaxe re^rt^. Lard IS f gcene of contrition at the end of the Third Act, are 

hardening, as in frosty weather. H^es ^ entirely of British manufacture. We understand that they are irom 

PlfZr excellent. As Christmas recedes, geese have stopped ^ ^ - - -x ‘n -l t. j xt. x ■ 

/ V laving golden eggs. Turkey (in Europe, at least) is In the First Act of the same piece, it will be remembered that me 
O in Mgh feather. Brill is now in brilliant condition; bridal party is captured whole by msguised .a^ amendi- 

soles are right down to the ground, whilst eels begin cant, in the recesses of one of the forests of the Abruzzn^ The real 

— ^ to show themselves in pairs. Halibut is cheap, but pine-trees, wMch are to figure m the f<meground of this striking 

A Pair of ’Eels, gackbut is scarce, and psaltery requires such prolonged scene, have been gioym, with immense labour and expose, in the 
soaking before it is fit for the table, that purchasers fight shy of well-lpown nurseries of Messrs. We^em j S' 

anytMng but small parcels. As for plaice, a large dealer tells us he Ditchington. The mendicant s rags, it should be ^ded, are from 
has been driven to the conclusion that there is “ no plaice like home.” one of our most celebrated slop-shops m the Batoliff Highway. 
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TRIUMPH OF ART OVER NATURE. 


Hist! What is that? Thought I heard a 
low gruut. 

Hope not, I ’m sure, for I ^m sick of stye- 
voices [brunt ; 

Arthur of those, has no doubt, borne the 
How in a semi-relief he rejoices 
Pigs are fit only for styes and nose-ringing. 

Hever let Irish ones run loose and root, 
Rather wish Arthur were less sweet on flinging 
Pearls before pigs ; as well feed ^em on fruit. 

Hrumph ! There, I thought so ! Hruynph / 
hrumph ! vVTiat a pest ! 

Sure that big brute has his eye on my ladder. 
Has Arthur loosed him? He thinks he 
knows best. 

But a nasty spill now ! — ^nothing well could 
be sadder 

Brutes always rub their broad backs and stiff 
bristles [lor I 

Against — anything that comes handy. Oh 
How the brute shoulders, and snorts, grunts 
and whistles I 

Off to the gutter, you big Irish boar I 

Hot he I He nears me ! It is Arthur’s pet. 
Light ladder this ; would capsize in a jiffy. 
His bristles he ’d scrape and his tusks he 
would whet 

Against it. I wish he were drowned in the 
Liff ey ! 

Whisht! Getaway! He ’s so heavy and big. 
There ! round the ladder he ’s playing the 
fooler. pPig ! 

Ah! there ’s the rub. Patrick scumfish that 
If he doesn’t mean deviltry I ’m a — Home 
Ruler I ’ [Left fidgetting, 

ITHASKED. 

Unasked, the Tax-Collector wild 
Presents to smirking Mart his 
Demand — on what the Roman styled 
“ Kalendis Januariis,^^ 

Unasked, a Christmas-box to gain, 

Sweeps, lamplighters, and postmen come ; 
Unasked — too often to remain — 

The wife’s mammas of most men come. 

Unasked, it looms — ^that ophicleide 
From Germany, with melodies 
Whereat the cow of storv died ; 

Whereat a modern fellow dies. 

Unasked, partakes my Christmas cheer, 
(Whom oft, my front-door beR at, I’ve 
Surprised, the better much for beer) — 

My Cook’s fraternal relative. 


Serious Artist, “ I think YOU knew the Model for this Figure— poor Beggar, Deaf 
AND Dumb.*’ 

Light-hearted Friend, “ I know,— used to sit at Corner of Street. Deaf and Dumb ! 
By Jove, you ’vb made a Spsaking Likeness of him ! Wonderful ! ! ” 


THERE THE EUB!^" 

(An Old Story with a Lfew Application,) 
Champion Lill- Foster, loquitur : — 

“Bill-stickers beware!” Ah! that’s all 
very well, ^ [ing. 

A wondrously wise, if conventional, warn- 

But J’m the legitimate “ Poster a swell 
In the paste-pot profession, all “notices” 
scorning, 

A brush surreptitious, and Bills unofficial, 

Ho doubt, are a nuisance to people of taste, 

To Order offensive, to Law prejudicial. 

But who can object to my pot and my paste ? 

’Tis time that this Poster were up ! Slap-- 
dap-slosh! ^ [letters ! 


I’m Champion Bill-Poster! Even Brum 
Joey, 

WThio flouted me once wiU acknowledge that 
fact. 

My Bills are so goey, and fetching, and showy, 
j My paste so adhesive, my brush so exact ! 


Unasked, my bills appear in shoals, 

“ With compliments^^ from creditors; 
Unasked, in verse I send my soul’s 
Throbs— with a stamp — to Editors. 

Unasked, that editorial pack 
Return my “ throbs ” in heavy, new, 
Cr^ envelopes, unstamped, alack I 
While I defray the Revenue. 


Slap-slop-slidder - slosh ! There ’s 
phast,” if you like. 


Mrs. Ram’s nephew was reading aloud the 
kowy prospectus^ of the Clerical, Medical, and 
:act ! * Ueneral Life Assurance Society. She was 
much impressed by the idea of Clerical 
stick- Assurance, and expressed herself greatly 
pleased at the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar 


BOl-sticl^g like this is an Art, and no oeing one of the Directors. “ But what 
error. pi^zles me,” observed the exceUent lady. 

Bold letters, brave colour! A poster to 1!^® ?: paragraph headed ‘Disposal of the 
strike, — Surplice.’ I know that, years ago, there 

Admiration with some, and with some, ^ ‘ surplice difficulty.’ But I thought 
— that had been disposed of. Or,” she added. 


perhaps, terror. 


X- -D X , I wish I quite knew that the former prepon- brightening up, as if struck by a happy 

IS time that this Poster were up! Slap- derate, — solution of the difficulty, does it mean 

[letters! Thai is, sufficiently, Mutterings Ihear, — ^ke Clerical Assurance Society means 

I think it a telling one. Brave, Big, Blue But there, ’tis a Bin to admire, and to won- ^ ^ washing ? Most useful if they do, 

>me rivals anAnf;* mTf. ' qtkI Cjr» TvoTrinoi 


Some rivals about, Wt their programmes 
wash ; [betters. 

Ihose Hewcastle noodles must own us their 


der at. 

Why, after five seasons’ success, should I 
fear ? ' 


and so paying.” 

Definition of “ Chaff.”— The husk of Wit. 
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PLAYING OLD HARRY AT THE LYCEUM. 


dying master, for dying he is, as he staggers feeMy from the 
Palace at Bridewell. It is difficult to call to mind any situation in 


I ONCE^did manage to make a cast correctly,” wites Andrew any play more genuinely affecting in its simplicity than this. The 
Lano, in his charming book anent the sport and pastime of fishing, audience is held spell-bound, — ^yet, for my i)art, I should haye wel- 
and if ever Henry Irying made a cast to catch the public, it is now, corned a greater variety in tone and action. 

when he uses as his bait ShakspeA-RE’s Henry the Eighth^ got up in Miss Ellen Terry’s Queen Katharine is a very woman.” Yon 
a style which emphatically “ beats the record,” so utterly “ regard- can see how she has caught the King, and how she still holds him. 
less of expense ” is it, with well-tried, responsible actors, in what She loves him, actually loves him, to th “last* to respecrhim is im- 

may be called minor parts, possible, but she respects 
though the majority of the herself; and it is just this 
^ ^ persona are on a love for Mm, for what he 

fair dramatic equality, and was, not what he is, and her 
Ellen Terry, as respect for herself, which 
Queen Katharine^ and Miss Ellen Terry marks 
y Mmself as the great Lord so forcibly. Katha^nnei^ b. 




P 







Cardinal. 


. foreigner, therefore is her 
The first difficulty that bearing, though stately, 
Henry Irving had to face less stffiid than that of the 
— literally to face — was typical English Tragedy 
that by no sort of art could Q-ueen. The note of*” hei 
he make up Msf ea- 
tur es to be an exact ^ 
portrait of Car- 

DINAL W0L5LY.^,/^''^^s;^ 

Personally, I pre- ,T V'i “ ■ ' 
fer Mr. Irving's 


English Tragedy 
The note of her 


to the extant por- 
traits, which 
' ' concur in repre- ' 

N senting him as a 

heavy, jowly- 
faced man, who 
might be taken as 
a model for one of 
QxrSTAVE DoRt’s 

eccentric -looking 
ecclesiastics in 







m/fJ 



'^A 


! b« > 

m 




m-L IV r r 1 c<v^\jOij.UAivj — jlwjjulu-s 

The Magnetic Lady. ecclesiastics in 

the Contes Drolatiques^ rather than as the living present- 
ment of the great Chancellor, Statesman, and Churchman 
who ruled a cruel, crafty, sensual tyrant, and successfully 


The Cardinal’s Tq'udi de Luxe, 


guided the policy of England at home and abroad. Henry Irving’s dying scene, so striking by its sunplioity, is its perfect tranquillity. 
Cardinal is a grand figure, courtly though somewhat too cringing Who ’s Griffith f Why the veteran Howe (ah, Howe, When and 


) ’s Griffith f Why the veteran Howe (ah, Howe, When and 


withal, evidently despising the various means he uses to further Where did I first see you. Sir? Wasn’t it in the days when good 
the end he has in view, and looking upon the Lords, Courtiers and old Mortonian farces were ^ the {Jl/f 

all around Mm as merely puppets, whose strings he holds to work attraction at the Haymarket?) is 
them as he will. “ the safe man,” and excellently 

Then, after seeing him as Sole Adviser of the Crown, after seeing well did he deliver Ms epit^h on 
Mm as Highest Judge in the Ecclesiastical Divorce Court in such Wolsey, But all are good, not 
splendid state as our Judge Jeune may eye with envy, after seeing forgetting our old friend the 

sterling, that is the Artecur 





















60^ 


Stirling actor as Cranmer, and 
the youtMul^GiLLii^F.^Qra^, 

looking as ancient as if he were 

’tis e5.ucational ; and the School . ^ 

Board ^should i^oe oa^ 

Box. Ellen Terry as ICate. 

P.S. — The cost of production of Henry the JEighth at the Lyceum 
was £250,000 3s. 6^d. Mr. Irving’s nightly expenses are 
£10,999 2s. I thought it had been more, but the above infor- 
mation comes to me from a person whose veracity I should not 
like to question, except with the boundless sea between us. 


‘‘ Go to,” Korfolk and Suffolk! 


him in his own Palace, most coniteous as Grand Master and liberal CoK. Fon im C. 0 S.-men S^sPEiM saM “ The^^^ 

Provider of Eight Eoy^ Eevels, he is exhibited to us in the deserted « not strain^.,” ^d te mem that it was not strained 

Hall, a speetaSe for gods and men (^at is, shown to the Gallery and through a Charity O rgranisation Society r 

the rest of the audience), the single figure of the Ghreat Cardinal, . . , . , 

fallen from his Mgh estate ; and to him, in place of all Ms princely “Heading between the Lines” is a dangerous oceupation — when 
retinue, comes Ms one faithful servant, Cromwell, supporting Ms there ’s a Train coming. 
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•wHst— but of this hereafter. My Caddie, or arm-hearer, has his 
CONFESSIONS OF A DUFFER. 1 own views about the causes of my incompetence. 

“ Ye ’re no standing richt. Ye haud yer hands wrang. Ye tak 
I.— GOLF. yer ee off the ha’. Ye’re ower quick up. Ye’re ower slow dqun. 

The Fairies who came to my Christening provided me with a large xe dinna swing. Ye fa’ back. Ye haud ower ticl^^^’ yer richt 
llection of toys, implements, and other articles. There was a hand. Ye dinna let your arms ffang easy. Ye wniJHs tap, and 


collection of toys, implements, and other articles. There was a nana. le omna le^ your arms wiaax^o 

heart, a tender one, a pen of gold, a set of Golf-clubs, a bat, wickets, whiles shc^ and whiles heel, or ye hit her aff the tae. Ye re hook- 
and a ball, oars and a boat, boxing gloves, foils, guns, rides, books, ing her. Ye re no thinking o what ye re doing. Ye 11 never be 
every thing ^ except ready money, that heart could desire. Unluckily a Gowfer. Lord ! ony man can lairn Greek, but Gowt needs 
one Fairy, who was old, deaf, plain, and who had not been invited, a heid.” , j a-l • i ^ 

observed, ** It is all very weU, my child, but not one of these articles , Here are fifteen ways of gomg wrong, and there is only one way oi 


Ye whiles tap, and 


juuru B, UJJ. UlAC XAVCiX, WAX UXXO AU.\/V/A O, XJJL UIXW xvxvaua, AAA KAWWAV/WJ , VA* ***v>,w— . - ft S 11 'At- AT- .1 ■ 

the Links, bitter personal experience and the remarks of candid may, and dp) make plenty of other blunders with the other weapons, 
friends, tell me that the doom has come upon me. I am “an all- Say the ball lies in sand — a bunker, tec^cauy. If hit it 
round Duffer,” as my youngest nephew, cBtat, XI., freely informed whack on the top, it disappears m a foot-mark, ii you tak plenty 
me, when I served twice out of court (once into the conservatory, o’ sand,” why, you plenty of sand in your mouth, your eyes, 
the other time through the study window^ I was a Duffer at marbles, down the back of your neck, and the ban is no forwaruCT. li you 
also at tops, and my personal efforts in these kinds were constantly ; strike her quite clean, she goes like a bimet agamst the lace oi 


in liquidation. But what are 
marbles and tops ! The first 
regular game I was entered at 
was Golf. Five is not too 
early to begin, and I began 
at five by being knocked down 
with a club which another 
small boy was brandishing. 
This naturally gave me an 
extreme zeal for the sport of 
Majrt Sthaet, the Great Mar- 
qms of MoimtosB, Chahles 
Edwahi) (who introduced Golf 
into Italy), Duhcah Foubes 
of CuUoden, Mr. Hoeace 
Hutchinson, and other emin- 
ent historical characters. 

Almost everybody^ now 
knows that Golf is not 
Hockey. Xobody runs after 
the ball except young ladies 
at W— m— nf The obiect is 
to put a very small ball into 
a very tiny and remotely 
distant hole, with engines 
singularly ill adapted for the 
purpose. There are many 
engines. First there is the 
Driver, a long club, where- 
with the ball is supposed to be 
propelled from the tee, a little 
patch of sand. The Tee and 
the Caddie have nothing to do 
with each other ; nobody but 
a flippant Cockney sees any 
fun icL plays upon words 
which, in themselves, are only 
too serious. Then there is a 
weapon called a Brassey. It 
is like unto a club, but is shod 
with brass, and is used for 
hitting a ball in “a bad he” 
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the bunker, soars in the air, 

. , , falls on your head, and you 

\ \ \ J lose the hole! Oh, Golf is luB 

/tc of bitterness ! 

^ / 1) VV }/ Suppose we play a round. 

L The baU is neatly “ tee’d ” on 

M a patch of sand. I approach, 

y toS. \ 1 > ^ shuflde with my feet for a 

0 I 1 V\ secure footing, I waggle my 

li \ club in an airy manner. Then 

A \ I take it up and whack it 

V \ down. A variety of things 

V may occur. I may smite the 
V ^ top of the ball, when it runs 

on for twenty yards and lies 
in a rut on the road. I may 
hit her on the heel of the club, 
when she spins, with much 
V J ‘‘cut” on, into the sea. I 
\ / uiay hit her with the toe of 

nir — ^~j l — " \ the club, when she soars to 

\ \ square leg, and perhaps breaks 

rZ3^(- } 1 a window. l used to try nin- 

-7~T ^ ^ ~ A ning in at the ball, as if it 

^ — were a half -volley at Cricket, 

hut that way lies madness. 

^ However, suppose .that, in a 

lucid interval (as will happen) , 
I hit her clean. She soars 
away, and falls within forty yards of a meandering burn. The 
hole, the haven where one would be, is beyond the burn. . 

I seixe a cleek or an iron, it turns in my hand, cuts up the turf, 
and the ball rolls half a dozen feet. My opponent has crossed the 
burn. I try again ; a fearful misdirected snot ; the baU soars oyer 
the bum, and lands in a road behind the hole. There is no hitting 
out of tms road, or, if one does hit a desperate blow, the ball lands 
in an eccentric sand-hole, called the Scholar’s Bunker. We start for 
the next hole. MemejeuJ Xow we are in the gorse, now among the 
Station Master’s potatoes, now in the railway, where all hope may be 
abandoned, now m bunkers many, now missing the ball altogether, 
when you feel as if your arms had flown off. As for putting ” the 
short strokes on the green, near the hole, if I hit sharp, the ball nms 


JULliillir Oi UeLll 111 cL UaU. lltJ ^ ^ \ vjj. vxiw % ’ ♦ . .-t -i ' •a j -ji 

among long grass or heather. over the hole.yards and yards beyond, or I hit mild, it stops ^h 

A small tomahawk, styled a Cleek, is employed when you doi ’t know an air of plaintive resignation, after dribbling for 8. toot ^ . 

what else to play with. The same remark applies to an Iron, which And the worst (ff it is that, sometimes, you 
is very good for missing the ball with, also for hitting to square leg another for half-a-dozen holes. ^ Then one ttiinks one has Ine 
when you meant to go straight. A ^‘Mashy ” is a smaller iron.” Secret! But it falls from us, vamshes, we are topping and slicing, 
The skilful use these when the ball lies in sand, in gorse, or when and heeling, ^-ud missmg agam as sorrily as ever. ™n-no. 

they wish to make the ball soar for a short distance and then fall The beauty of Golf is that there are so "^^ays of gomg won^ 
dead. A Putter is a short thickish club used for jogging the baU and so many thmgs to think of. A person oi 31^7 
into the hole with. There are plenty of other kinds of clubs, also active mind has his ideas (Uverted by the landscape, the sea, the 
spoons, but these are enough to break the heart of any Duffer. blossom on the gOTse, the larks ^ging overhead, ^ i 

I am an old player, of forty years’ standing, but, like Farolles whole system of the univepe. ^ 

I was “made lor eveiwman to breathe himself on.” -When my in devoting his energy to holdmg tight with hisleft, ^^^^ 
form is espied near the Unks, the players shirk off as if I were a up. Or he remembers to ke^ his eye on the ft® 

leper. They are afraid I may want to make a match with them, otiier essentials. Then an amul moment comes when 
and there is no falsehood from which they shrink, in their temper. Thereby aU is lost, l^^cur (m^ to mention ™ 1 

desire to escape me. Even Ladies,— but this is a deUcate theme, and everythmg. People m front, old people, are so provomg. 
Beginners breathe themselves on me, and give me odds after two or They potter tardily along, pass ten mmiUes m considering ^ 
three engagements. shout and swear if you hit mto them, and are not pkased ^ you sit 

Yet I don’t know why I am so bad. True, I am short-sighted, down and smoke while you wait. The only that I ^on' t lo^ 
never see the flag at the hole, play in the wrong^ direction, and my temper w^h is my partner. The wo^e anlfpr 

I talk a good deal on topics of academic interest during the round. 1 pleased to haye_^ a broker in adversity. The su^ecti^Go er. 



36 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Januahy 16, 1892, 


all the sins of others. The Dnffer is more 
modest and less apologetic. He is kept 
always playing' (as I said) by the ^abolical 
circumstance that he has lucid intervals, 
though rarely, when he plays like other 
people for three or four holes. I once, my- 
self did the long hole in hut never inind. 

Hohody would believe me. The most amiable 
of JDnjffers was he who, after ten strokes in a 
bunker, cut his ball into three parts. “ I am 
bringing it out, ’’ he said, ‘ ‘ in penny numbers.’ ’ 
The born Duffer, I speak feelingly, is 
incurable. No amount of odds will put him 
on the level even of Scotch Professors. For 
the learned have divided GoK into several 
categories. There is Professional Golf, the 
best Amateur Golf, Enthusiasts’ Golf, Golf, 
Beginners’ Golf, Ladies’ Golf, Infant Golf, 
Parlour Golf, the Golf of Scotch Professors. 
But the true Duffer’s Golf is far, far below 
that. A Duffer like me is too bad for hanging . 
He should be condemned to play for life at 
Chorley Wood, or to bush- whack at Bungay, 


Fiuee and Easy Theatres.— We have no 
sympathy whatever with the idea of 
Theatre Libre or with a Free-and-Easy 
Theatre, but we shall be very glad when all 
Theatres are made Easy, Easy, that is, as to 
sitting accommodation, and Easy of egress 
and ingress. But if the space is to be en- 
larged, win not the prices have to be enlarged 
too? ’Tis a problem in the discussion of 
which The Tlayers^ a new journal, solely 
devoted to things Dramatic and Theatrical, 
would find congenial employment. 


VENICE AT OLYMPIA. 


The water in the canals is two feet in depth, and is kept at a temperature of skty degrees.” 
^ V%de the Tress on “ Vemce at 

I will not throw — as 9 thers throw — 

My manly form, without compunction 


0 Iane, thou jewel of my heart — 

Thou object of my hopeless passion. 
Though Fate decrees that we must part, 
I ’ll leave thee in some novel fashion ! 





I will not do as others do 
When cheated of prospective bridal, 

And guit the Bridge of Waterloo 
With header swSt and suicidal. 

I will not seek — as others seek — 

Some x>ublic-house in mean and low street. 
And drink — till haled before the Beak 
Who patiently presides at Bow Street. 


JJJLjr O-V****, ^ 

Before the frequent trains that go [tion. 
At lightning speed through Clapham Junc- 

For though my spirit seeks escape 
From all the earkingj cares that vex it, 
I will not plunge thee into crape 
By any ordinary exit : 

So when— in slang — “take my hook,” 
Detesting all that ’s mean and skimpy, a 
Beserved and numbered seat I T1 book, 
And hie to Yenice at Olympia. 

I ’ll see the Show that draws the town — 
Its pageantry delight affording — 

As per the details noted down 
Where posters flame on every hoard- 
ing ; 

And then the sixpence I will pay, 

Which in my pocket now I ’m fond- 
ling. 

And try upon the water-way 
The new experience of gondling. 




' I know that death wiU seem delight 
I When in the gondola I ’m seated, 

I For up to sixty Fahrenheit 
; The Grand Canal is nicely heated ; 

So— sick of hfe’s incessant storm, 
Impatient of its kicks and pinches— 

I ’ll ;^unge within the water warm, 

And drown— in four-and-twenty inches ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

After copious draughts of novels and romances which, the 
morning after, leave the literary palate as dry as a lime-kiln, or 
as Mrs. Bam would say, “ as a lamb-kin,” the Baron, thirsting for 
a more satisfying beverage, took up a vdume, which he may 
fairly describe as a youthful quarto, or an imperial pinto, coming 
from the Chapman and Hall cellars, that is, book-sellers, entitled 

On Shibboleths, 

and written by 
W. S. Lilly. 

In a recent 
trial it came 
out that Mr. 

GeorgtE Mere- 
dith is the 
accredited and 
professional 
reader for 
Messrs. Chap- 
man and Hall, 

Is it possible 
that this emi- 
nently ori- 
ginal Novelist is indebted 
to a quiet perusal of 
Shibboleths for some of 
the quaint philosophical 
touches not to be read off 
schoolboywise, with hur- 
ried ellipses, blm-ting lips, 
and nnintelligent brain, if 
any, which make One of Our Conquerors and others, worth perusal ? 
Be this as it may, to use a convenient shibbolethian formula, the 
Baron read this book, and enjoyed it muchly. There is an occasional 
dig into the Huxleian anatomy, given with all^ the politeness of a 
Lonis-the-Fifteenthian “M.A.,” otherwise Maitre d^Armes, and a 
passing reference to “ The People’s William ” and the carrying out 
of the People’s will— which is quite another affair, — aU, to quote 
Sir Peter, “vastly entertaining.” The chapter on the Shibboleth 
“ Education” is, thinks the Baron, about the best. Mr. Lilly is a 
Satii’ist who, as Georgihs Meredithius Magnus might express it, 
is, in his fervour, near a truth, grasps it, and is moved to moral dis- 
tinctness, mental intention, with a preference of strong, plain speech, 
and a chuck of interj ectory quotation over the crack of his whip, with 
which tramping active he flicks his fellows sharply. With which 
Meredithism concludes The Baron de Book- Worms. 



PREUX CHEVALIEE. 

Sir, — The amAzi-ng popularity of the Costermonger Songs seems to 
me a significant phenomenon. While no humane person would deny 
to the itinerant vendor of comestibles that sympathy which is accorded 
to the joys and sorrows of his more refined fellow- creatures, it is 
impossible to view without alarm the hold which his loose and 
ungrammatical diction is obtaining in the most cultured salons of 
to-day. Anxious to minimise the danger, yet loth to check a senti- 
ment of fraternity so creditable to our common humanity, I have 
devised a plan by which Mr. Chevalier’s songs may he rendered.in 
such-wise that while all their deep humanity is preserved, their 
English is so elevated as to he innocuous to the nicest sensibility. 
Permit me to give, just as a sample, my treatment of that very 
popular ballad, known, rubesco ref evens, as ICmcked ’em in the 
Old Kent Roadf Not being a singer, 1 have adopted Mr. Clifford 
Harrison’s charming plan of speaking through the music of the 
song, and this is how I render the chorus : — . , 

‘ ‘ ‘ How is it \yith you ? ’ was the universal exclamation of the 
residents in the vicinity. 

“ ‘ With whom, William, have yon made an appointment r 

“ ‘Have you, William, purchased all the house-property in this 
thoroughfare ? ’ 

“Were my risible faculties exercised ? - you ask me. N ay . Indeed 
I was actually apprehensive of a fatal issue. 

“ So striking was the effect produced upon those in the ancient 
Cantian highway.” 

This, Sir, not only gives the sense, hut gives it, I venture to claim, 
in a form fit for the apprehension of the most refined. J udging, 
too, by the reception it met with at our recent Penny Readings, I 
am convinced that Mr. Chevalier’s peculiar humour is thoroughly 
preserved, for, indeed, many of the audience laughed till I became 
positively concerned for their safety. 

Yours faithfully, Robert Bowdler Spalding. 


GOOD NEWS INDEED! 


That fiendish malefactor, the Influenza Bacillns, has been caught 
at last! The peculiarity about him, confound him, is said to he nis 
“immobility.” Ugh! the hard-hearted infinitesimally microscopic 
monster ! No tears, short-hreathings, sighs, no groans, no sufferings, 
nothing will move him. There he remains, untouched, immobile. But 
there was one hoi)eful sign mentioned in the Times of last Saturday — 
the Bacillus was found ‘ ‘ in chains, and in strings.” Let the chains he 
the heaviest possible till he can he tried by a Judge and J ury ; and 
don’t resort to “ strings” till the supply of chains has failed. 


KOTICJEi. — ^Rejected Goi^iuiicatious or Contributions, whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures oi any description, will 
in' no case be returned, not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper* To this rule 
there will he no exception. 
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THE COYEHT 
GAEDEH MASaUE. 

Mumming- — masking — 
masquerading ; 

Fanning — fun - f anf aro- 
nading ; 

Dancing — dunoing — deft 
disguises ; 

Singing — supping — 
strange (sur) prizes ; 
Galloping and galliyant- 
ing 

Couples much, in need of 
Banting ; [up 

All the customary make- 
Claekson’s customers 
can fake up ; 

All the little childish 
raiment, 

Fatties don — for sylph 
and fay meant ; 
Tally-hos and Hey-no- 
nonnies : 

J ackies— JOlies— J ennies 

— Johnnies 

Barber’s blockhead — no- 
thing daf ter— _ 

Heralding “Before and 
After ” : 

“ Auntie’s Bottle Hot” — 
a phial 

Onlyf or external trial 

Gems of London— gems of 
Faris”” 

Arid gusts A ugustus 
Haebis— ^ 

Splitting mirth — some 
garbs that split, too — 
ASiing heads next morn- 
ing, ditto ! 

To BE AYorDEn. — An 
Intemperate tone by a 
Temperance lecturer. j 








A. . 


HESPECTABILITT. 

^ [“ Wbat is Eespecta- 

hility} Telegraphy 

' _ __ It ’s haying money at the 

. '■ ’I- — - Bank. 

N— It ’s being a personage of 

" ' '7 I -==* rank. 

It’s haying spent three 
•n ' ■' years at College 

With great, or little, gam 
, ■ 'V of knowledge. 

It’s going to Church 
twice eyery Sun- 

And keeping in with Mrs. 

It ’s clothes well-cut, and j 

1'’-^ V'' faultless boots, and 

M ItmajheLaw, or Church, 

Or Trade — on a sufficient 

It ’s being ‘ ‘ something in 

It^s ^ oarS^y to shun 

It’s letting tradesmen 
liye on credit. 

It’s “ Oof” — to earn it, 
or to wed it. 


Peoeessoe ^ Jolly, of 
Berlin, who, if his name 
express his disposition, 
ought to be a follower of 
Marh Talley, reckons 
that twenty-fiye per cent, 
of the inmates of asylums 
haye been inebriates. Is 


1 shiny hat, 

v'''t^Xy> 1 And faultless boots, 
F uio® orayat. 






Benevolent Stranger. ‘‘Allow me, Sie, to offer you a Deink! haye been me bria^s^^^ 

Unfortunaie Sportsman {just out of Brook). “Thanks ; but I *ve had a Drop too the Protessor JoJiy wen 

MUCH ALREADY 1 ” ^ 


A DIALOGUE OE THE EUTUEE. 

Scene — Booms of a Cambridge Tutor. 

Persons— -4 Tutor and an Undergraduate. 

Tutor. I understand you were at Newmarket yesterday. Is that so ? 
Undergraduate. It is. I was. « 

Tutor. ^ shameless ayowal. Are you aware that you haye broken 
one of the disciplinary regulations of 

t your College? I fear I must punish 
you seyerely. Haye you §,nything to say 
why sentence should not be passed upon 
you. \^Assumes the black College Cap. 
Undergraduate. Yes, Sir, I haye. 

Tutor. Then say it at once. 
Undergraduate. I went to Newmarket 

to see ^Hesitates. 

Tutor. Proceed, Sir. Time presses. 
You went to see what ? 

Undergraduate. As a matter of fact, I 
was pai’ticularly anxious to see the Head 
of the IJniyersity. 

Tutor. What do you mean. Sir r ^ 
Undergraduate. The chief Digmtary 
of Cambridge, the ChanceUor, the Duke 
of DEyONSHEBE. 

Tutor. You are trifling with me. 
Undergraduate. Not at all, Sir. The 
Chancellor was there in state. I saw 
him. My curiosity was satisfled, and 1 ! 
returned to Cambridge. 

Tutor {after a pause). Ah, of course 
that alters the case. If you can assure me you did not go for the 
purpose of watching horse-races-— , , 

Undergraduate {freaking in). Certainly, Sir. I do giye you tae 
assurance. .... j- 

Tutor. That being so, I dismiss you with a caution. . 

[^Exit TJndergraduate. The Tutor is left pondering. 


ANOTHEE EUEAL CONEEEENCE. 

[A Church Dignitary, writing to The Globe, pggests that the rural reform 
most urgently needed is a better postal system in the shires.] 

Badical Beformer {meeting Bural Labourer tramping to London). 
Yours is a typical case, my man. You are a yictim of our insensate 
Land Laws, or exploded Feudalism. No doubt' you are leaying 
the country because you could not find employment there : 

i2wra/Xa6owrer. ’Tisn’t that so much. Old 
Gaffer always had summat for a man to do, I 
can tell ye. -l 

Badical Beformer. Glad to hear it, though 
it’s unusual. Then I suppose it is the intoler- X /L 

able dulness of the country that driyes you 
away from it. , 

ieMroZXa6oMre)'. ’Tisa’t that either. Tbmgs /;■, 

be a bit dull in winter - time, cert’nly. But 
there— we ’ye a Public, also a Free Heading ' 

Hoorn, and . . ^ j. 7^-? 

Badical Beformer {disappointed). Glad to ' 

hear it, again, I’m sure, though that also is 
imusual. Your house, now— rather, I ought to call it, your hovel, 
perhaps— lets in the rain badly— reeks with damp— only one room. 

Rural JM&iurer [offended). Come now, don’t you call my house a 
pigstye ! Three good rooms, and not a bit o’ damp or dirt about it. 
Badical Beformer. Theu the wages are low, and a tyrannical 

landlord refuses allotments, eh ? t ^ 4.«;i 

Bural Labourer. Allotments ! I could haye as many as I wanted 
for the asking. But there— I didnH want em, y see, and i j 

^’^Ra^cai Reformer [gravelled). Then would you explain to me wha t 
is the real reason of your determination to qmt the country to down . 

Rural Labourer [surprised). Why, d(m’t you know ? rh^e was 
only one collection and one delivery of hU^s daily. I Muto t 
staid that, of course. I expect 1 shall find more in Luimon. 

, Good-day 1 


yoL. cir. 
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Cardinal glaimiag. 

Born, July 15 , 1808 . Died, Jan. 14 , 1892 . I 

One more great Yoice gone silent ! Friends | 
or foes, 

JTone well conld watch that long life’s gentle 
close 

Without a softening thrill. 

A valiant champion of the faith he held, 

JSfo conflict ever his strong courage quelled, 

Or shook his steadfast will. 

Yet, were that all, some well might turn 
away 

With custom’s passing courtliness, to-day, 
And bid a cold farewell 
To the great priest, shrewd marshaller of men, 
Subtle of verbal fence with tongue or pen. 
Ascetic of the cell. 

But there was more ; and many a hundred 
hearts. 

Who not in cleric conflict played their parts. 
Will mourn him well and long, 

Friend of the poor, apart feom creed or clique, 
And ardent champion of the struggling weak 
Against the selfish strong. 

Toiler for Temperance, hastener on of Light, : 
In many a fray where right ’s at odds with . 
might. 

Might ’s foes will miss their friend. 
Farewell T It moves the common heart to ' 
The crowning of so glorious a career [hear ' 
By such a gracious end ! 

The Sanitary Congress at Yenice.—Mts. 
Ram’s Nephew was talking on tins subject, 
when his Aunt was heard murmuring to her- 
self, “I stood in Yenice on the Bridge of 
Sighs ; ” then she looked up, and repeating 
the last word, observed, ‘^WeU, it never 
struck me before, often as I ’ve heard that 
line quoted. But what an extraordinary 
thing to make a bridge of ! I suppose it was 
painted over first, because I know that’s how 
‘ size’ is commonly used.” 
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A NEW FORM OF D. T. 

The Irish CuraU (to the New Vicar), “ That poor Man, Sir, has always got a Skele- 
ton JUST IN Front of him that Follows him about wherever he goes ! ” 


THE BOXINC IMBROGLIO. ] 

Oh, Seavxn, Frank Slavin, you’d fain be a whacker 
Of Sullivan, John, but you can’t find a backer, 

YHiile Sullivan, biggest of Yankee big fellows, . 

Blows feoth aU the time from his own patent bellows. 

Well, fight if you must ; I am sure you’ll fight fair ; ^ 

Bag Ids wind if you can, Frank, but don’t beat the air. 

ONLY RANGY ! 

Mr.*Chaplin has, we hear, entered with native enthusiasm into 
his mission to the Agricultural Labourer. It was [entirely his own 
idea. “The Liberals have their Rural Conferences,” he said at a 
recent Cabinet Council, “ and we should do something of the same 
kind ; only we must go one better. Of course the delegates liked 
their trip to London (expenses paid, their free breakfast, their shake 
of Mr. Gladstone’s hand, and the opportunity of gazing on the 
supple form of Mr. Schnadhorst. That ’s all very well for them. 

I But tbiTik of the hundreds of thousands green with jealousy because 
they weren’t selected for the trip ? These are all ripe to vote for 
us at the General Election if only delicately handled. What you 
want is a man of commanding presence, unfailing tact, a knowledge 
of horses, and some gift of oratory. If no one else occurs to you, I ^ 
go.” Ho one else did occur to the mind of the Cabinet. So the 
Minister of Agriculture set forth on his missionary enterprise. 

We have^ been gratified by the receipt of many tokens of interest 
and appreciation elicited by our paragraph last week, reporting the 


We have^ been gratified by the receipt of many tokens of interest 
and appreciation elicited by our paragraph last week, reporting the 
state of the household markets. One takes the form of a parcel of 
Russian tongues. “ These,” writes our esteemed Correspondent (we 
omit complimentary preface), “ should before cooking be soaked for 
a week in cold water, and then boiled for a day.” We are not dis- 
posed to spoil a ship for a ha’p’orth of tar, and shall improve upon 
these generous instructions. Having spent a week and a day in 
personally directing the preliminary process, we intend to grill the 
tongues for thirty- six hours, fry them for an afternoon, stew them 


for two days, hang them out of the window for five hours, and then 
bray them in a mortar. We fancy what is left will be worth eating. 

Rymond has been reading, with much interest, Hened’s account 
of how he got the Influenza, and what he did with it. Apparently 
the first thing to do is, to “ send for a thermometer,” (as others would 
send for a Doctor), and take it to bed with you. 

“Evidently,” Hened writes last week in Ms journal, ‘when a 
person does not feel well, he should try his temperature, and, if it be 
abnormally high, he should go to bed, and stay there until it comes 
down.” — “Of course,” Rymond observes, with rare lapse into 
cynicism, “ when the bed comes down, he is bound to go,” 

MATRIMONY UP TO DATE. 

fThe Defendant in a recent breach of promise case wrote to his intended, 
“ When we are married you will have to sit with me when I am queer.”] 
Dear Ladies, who contemplate milage, 

And imagine you ’ll ride in a carriage. 

With a house of your own, and your servants to wait for you, 

I ’m afraid there ’s a totally difierent fate for you. 
i When the word has been said, and the honeymoon’s over. 

And you’re safely returned, say, from Folkestone or Dover, 

I If you see your hub ailing, 

[ And painfully paling, 

) And you wish to be of, and not hng;er about him, ^ 

But enjoy to the full your new freedom without him. 

Remember, remember, 

L From Jan. to December, 

i You must tie yourselves down, and be constantly near 
I With the piR-box and posset, 

^ And all that may cosset 

p That bore of a husband, whenever he ’s queer. 

1 Cela va Sans Dire. — ^In reply to the Salvationists’ Solicitors, an 
1 opinion was given, si gne d by Sir Charles Russell, with Wit. 
e Why drag in Wit ? vVTtien Charles Russell’s name appears, 
1 the wit is taken for granted. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No, XXIY. 


Miss T. You may put it at that if you like. Maybe it wouldn’t 
have been just the square thing to do if you ’d been a different sort 
of man— but you wanted to be taught that you couldn’t have all the 
fun of flirtation on your side, and I wasn’t afraid the emotional 


Scene— Piazza of St, Marie at night. The roof and part of strain was going to shatter you up to any serious extent. Now it ’s 
the facade gleam a greenish silver in the moonlight. The shadow left oj0f amusing me, and I guess it ’s time to stop. I’m as perfectly 
of the Campanile falls ^ Hack and broad^ across the huge square, aware as I can be that you’ve been searching around for some way 
which is crowded with people listening to the Military Band, and getting out of it this long while back— so there ’s no use of your 
taking coffee, outside the caffes. Miss Trotter Cuxchari) denying you ’ll be real enchanted to get your liberty again ! 


are seated at one of the little tables in front of the Quadri. 


Culch. I may return your charming candour by admitting that 


Miss T. I ’d like ever so much to know why it is you ’re so anxious my — er — dismissal will be— well, not wholly without its conso- 
to see that Miss Prenderoast and me friendly again? After lations. 

she’s been treating you this long while like you were a toad — and Miss T. Then thaVs all right! And if you’ll be obliging enough 

not a popular kind of toad at that I ^ to hunt up my Poppa and send him along, I guess I can dispense 

Culch. iwindng). Of course I am only too painfully aware of— of with your further escort, and you can commence those consolations 
a certain distance in her manner towards me, but I should not think right away. 

of allowing myself to be influenced by any— er — ^merely personal Culch. [alone). The little vixen ! Saw I was getting tired of it, 


of allowing myself to be influenced by any — er — ^merely persona] 
considerations of that sort. 

Miss T. That’s real noble! And I presume, now, you canni 
imagine any reason why she ’s been treading you so flat. 

Culch. [ivith a shrug). I really haven’t troubled to speculate 
Who can tell how one 
may, quite unconsciously, 
give offence— even to those 

some_ reason townferrin^ ^ 

My o^nion of you, Mr! " ^ 

CuiCHARD, is that, taking ^ • 


Ly personal Culch. [alone). The little vixen ! Saw I was getting tired of it, 
and took care to strike first. Clever — ^but a trifle crude. But I ’m 
you cannt free now. Unfortunately my freedom comes too late. Podbtjrt’s 

Titania is much too enamoured of those ^s’s ears of his How the 

speculate brute will chuckle when he hears of this ! But he won’t hear of it 

from me. I’ll go in and 
pack and be off to-morrow 
morning before he ’s up ! 











Next Morning. In the 

Hall of the ^and Hotel 

Dandolo. 

The German Porter [a 
stately person in a gold^ 
laced uniform and a white 
waistcoat, escciping from 
importunate visitors). In 
von momendt, Matam, I 
attend to you. You want 
a larcher roCim, Sare ? 
You address ze manager, 
blease. Your dronks, 
Laties? I haf zem brod 
down, yes. 

A Lady. Oh, Porter, 
we want a gondola this 
afternoon to go to the 
Lido, and do try if you 
cm get us^ Beppo — that 
nice gondolier, you know, 
we had yesterday ! 

The Porter. Ach ! I do 
nod know any nah-ice 

t ondolier — zey are oal — I 
ell you, if you lif viz 
zem ade mons as me, you 
cot your troat — ^yes ! 

Another Lady. Porter, 
can you tell me the name 
of the song that man is 
singing in the barge there ? 
Porter. I gannot deU you 


^ “An..aneuss? Me. EeaUy_>- g n^^e-pe^e^ sing 

yoio^y and large, you amount to what we Amurreans describe as “ a A Helpless Man in knickerbockers [drifting in at the door). Here, 
pr^y mem cuss. . . -r. ,, . Isay. We engaged rooms here by telegram from Florence. What 

Culct^ [genuinely surprised). A mean cuss ? Me ! Eeally, this am 1 to give these fellows from the station ? Combien, you know ! 

f * -LX T , Porter. You gif zem two franc— and zen zey ^ gromble. You 

Miss 1. Wen, 1 don t just know what your dictionary term would haf engage roums ? yes. Zat vill pe oal rahit — Your loggage in ze 

be lor a man who goes and vows exclusive devotion to one young gondola, yes? I haf it taken op. 

lady, while he s waiting for his answer from another, and keeps his The H. M. No, it’s left behind at Bologna. My friend’s gone 

head close shut to e^h about it. ^ Or a man who backs out of his back for it. And I say, think it will turn up all right ? 
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sloppiest kind ot flap-doodle about not -wisk- Porter. Eef you register it, and your orient is zere, you ged it— yes. 

Ins deadest friend. Or a man wkphas The H. M. Yes, but look here, don’t you know? Oughtn’t 1 to 

been trying bis harde^ to get into the good graces again of the make a row — a fuss — about it, or something, eh? 

° j 1 same Porter [moving off with subdued contempt). Oh, you can make a 

f engaged to right foss, yes, if you like-you ged nossing ! ^ ’ ^ 

high-toned-est old senti- Culch. and Podb. [stopping him simultaneously). I say, I want my 
cmsider the expression, ‘a mean cuss,” luggage brought down 6om No. — in time for the twelve o’clock— 

, [To each other.) HaUo ! arS yow off too ? 

gone fsJd^n cfeg^^^^^ apparently under- ^^Ich. {confused). Er-yea-thought I might as weH be getting 

we^^e^t»if45|sW;f¥ knfi^J^" ^ settied-with Miss T.-you 

Zund srvonXI^*? (McA. Fortunately— yes. And-er-yowr engagement happily 


[To each other.) Hallo ! are you off too ? 

Culch. [confused). Er— yes— thought I might as well be getting 
back. 


and I allowed he ought to hayefaiplay, so TconSlTSp you 
around so yon shoiddn’t get a chance of spoiling your perfectly 
splendid act of self-demal — and I guess I ’ ve Kept you around pretty 
much all the time ! ^ ^ 


co(^^^' ’ other words, you have behaved like a heartless | 


Podb. Well, it ’s concluded, anyway. It ’s all off, you know. I 
— wasn’t artistic enough for her. 

Culch. She has refused you ? My dear Podbxtrt, I ’m really 
delighted to hear this— at least, that is 
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Fodh, Oh, don’t mind me. I ’m getting oyer it. But I must con- 
gratulate you on better luck. 

Culch. On precisely similar luck. Miss Trotter and I — er — 
arriyed at the conclusion last night that ^ve were not formed to make 
each other’s happiness. 

Fodb. Did you, by Joye ? Porter, I say, neyer mind about that 
luggage. Do you happen to know if Mr. and Miss Trotter — ^the 
American genfleman and his daughter— are down yet ? 

Farter. Trodders ? Led me see ; yes, zey ged zeirpreakfast early, 
and start two hours since for Murano and Torcello. 

Fodb. Torcello ? Why that ’s where Bob and Miss Prenderoast 
talked of going to-day! Culcharb, old fellow, I ’ye changed my 
mind. Shan’t leave to-day, after all. I shall just nip over and see 
what sort of place Torcello is. 

Culch. Torcello— “the Mother of Yenice ! ” it really seems a pity 
to go away without haying seen it. Do you know, Podbury, I think 
I ’ll join you ! 

Fodb. {not over cordially). Come along, then— only look sharp. 
Sure you don’t mind ? Miss Trotter will be there, you know ! 

Culch. Exactly ; and so— I think you said— will the — er — ^Pren- 
, deeuasts. (To Forter.) Just get us a gondola and two rowers, 
j wHL you, for TorceUo. And tell them to row as fast as they can I 


A FAIR PHELOSOPHEE. 


















Ah ! Chloris ^ be as simple still 
As in the dear old days ; 

Don’t Matter and Free 

And Ibsen’s nasty plays. 

A girl should ne’er, it seems to me. 
Have notions so pedantic ; 
’Twere better far once rnore to be 
Impulsive and romantic. 

There was a time when idle tales 
Could set your heart aflame \ 
But now the novel nought avails, 
Philosophy ’s your game. 

You talk of Schopenhauer with 
zest, 

And pessimistic teaching ; 
Beheye me that I loved you best 
Before you took to preaching. 

There’s still some loveliness in 
life. 

Despite what cynics say; 

It is not all ignoble strife, 

1 That greets us on our way. 


Then prithee smooth that pretty 
brow. 

So exquisitely knitted ; 
Mankind in general, I trow, 

Can do without being pitied. 

W'e ’ll linger over fans and frills. 
Discuss dress bit by bit, 

As in days when the worst of iUs 
Were irocks that would not fit. 
’Twas frivolous, but I ’m content 
To hear you talk at random ; 
For life is not all argument. 

And “ Quod est demomtran- 
duniF 

You smile, ’twill cost you then no 
pang. 

To be ;jrourseK once more. 

To let philosophy go hang, 

With every Buddhist bore. 
“Pro osm,” like a Yolunteer, 

A girl should be, “ etfocis ; ” 
Supposing then you try, my dear, 
A new metempsychosis. 


VENICE IN LONDON. 

{By a Mosquito “ oui of iV) 

Oh, it ’s all very fine, Mr. Imre Karalfy, 

Thus to blazon your “Yenice in London ” around. 

To portray the Piazzetta for ’Arry and Alpy, 

But dispense with my tintinnabulary sound. 

Ask tiie Tourist if, reft of my wee fellow-creatures. 
On the face of the waters (and watermen) blown, 

1 He can honestly recognise Yenice’ s features ^ 

In their miniature — or, for that matter, his own. 

mSmSl M i\ Lver watchful, we guard, Messrs. Alpy and ’Arry, 
Im trumpet and spear for the Doges, their 

Opalescent, profanity-proof sanctuary, 

And we swell the lagoon — and lagoonster, to boot. 
K ^ Stare away at this pageant of eld— ever new ’tis, — 

H ^ In the glimmering gondolas loU, if you like ; 

But I ’ll warrant one eye would be closed toltheir beauties. 
Could I only escape lor a second on strike. 

Could I quiver concealed by yon mimic Eialto, 

Till I swooped with a warrior’s music and swing, 

Were I only allowed, as I ought, and I shall, to 
Be avenged on your barbarous hordes with my sting. 

I would tilt at the fogs that mock Italy’s glory, 

I would pounce on the rabble— an insolent fry ; — 

With my forefathers’ motto, “Pro Fatrid 
I ’d annihilate Airy and ’Arry — and die 1 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Real Japan is the title modestly; given ^ Mr. Henry 
Norman to his book published by Fisher Unwin. This, my “ Co.” 
remarks, seems to imply that all the rest (including the lady Bird’s 
not unknown work) is, as the Gentleman in trouble, who wanted 
to secure the advocacy 

of Mr. daggers ^ — — 

ton? of bumptiousness j 

is occasionally apparent 

in passages oi the book, 1 

and is perhaps suffi- ^ ' 1 

the circumstance, men- i 

tioned in the preface, I , ' I 

that a number of the ! 


papers . origin^y ap- ' ' I 

;^ared in the Pa// MaU 

atiractive people? Thei^ 

is nothing new in the heavier parts, which smell vilely of Blue 
Books, and might as well have been written in Northumberland 
Street as in Yokohama. Henry is best in the glimpses he gives of 
the people living their daily life — ^in the hands of justice, at school, 
working at their Arts and Crafts, dining and dancing. 

In The Foefs Audience and Delilah^ Clara Savile Ciarke j 
(whether Miss or Mrs. the Baron is unaware, and must apologise for 
stating the name as it appears tout cour't) has written two interesting 
but tragic stories. The Baron does not like being left in doubt as to 
the fate of any hero or heroine in whom he may have been interested, 
and therefore calls for “part second” to the first story, Fehlah, 
short and dramatic. The Baron shrinks from correcting a lady’s 
grammar, but to say “ Mrs, Randal Morgan lay down the law ” is 
not the best Sunday English as she is spoke. From Fin-de-Siecle 
Storiesy by Messrs Lawrence and Cadett, the Baron selects “A 
Wife’s Secret” (nothing to do with the old play of that name), 
“ Mexico,” and “ Honour^ is Satisfied.” Try these, and you’ll have 
had a fine specimen of an interesting passe^temps collection says, 

The Baron de Book- Worms. 

In an article on the Salvationist disturbances at Eastbourne, the 
Times said that after the scufde, “the Army reformed its dishevelled 
battalions, and marched hack to its ‘ citadel’ without niolestation.” 
lu another sense, the sooner a reformation of the entire Army is 
effected in the exercise of Christian charity, whichmeans consideration 
for their neighbours’ feeHngs, the better for themselves and for the 
non-oombatants of every denomination. 


A Complicated Case. — The careless little boy who caught a cold A Bar Mess.”— Recent dilBBlculties about latitude of Counsel in 
from bis cousin, caught it hot from his mother afterwards. Cross-ex amin ation. 
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THE BEIDAL WREATH. 

IN MEMORIAM 

H.R.H. THE DUKE OF CLARENCE AND AVONDALE. 

Born, Jan. 8, 1864. Died, Jan. 14, 1892. 

“ I thoiiglit thy bridal to have deck’d .... 
And not have strew’d thy grave.” — Samlet* 

But yesterday it seems, 

That, dreaming loyal dreams, 

Punch, with the People, genially rejoiced 
In that Betrothal Wreath ; * 

And now relentless Death 
t Silences all the joy onr hopes had voiced. 

The Shadow glides between ; 

The garland’s vernal green 
Shrivels to greyness in its spectral hand. 
Joy-bells are muffled, mute, 

Hushed is the bridal lute. 

And general grief darkens across the land. 

Surely a hapless fate 
For young hearts so elate, 

So fired with promise of approaching bliss ! 
Oh, dowers we hoped to fdng ! 

Oh, songs we thought to sing 1 
Prophetic fancy had not pictured this. 

Young, modest, scarce jret tried, 

^ Later ne should have died, 

This gentle youth, loved by our widowed 

ClUEEN ! 

So we are apt to say, 

Who only mark the way, 

Not the great goal by all but Heaven unseen. 

* See Cartoon, “ JEngland, Some, and Beantu ! ’ ’ 
p. 295, December 19, 1891. 


At least our tears may fall 
Upon the untimely pall 
Of so much frustrate promise, unreproved ; 

At least our hearts may bear 
In her great grief a share, 

Who bows above the bier of him she loved. 

Princess, whose brightening fate 
We gladly hymned of late, 

Whose nuptial happiness we hoped to hymn 
With the first bursts of spring, 

To you our hearts we bring 
Warm with a sympathy death cannot dim. 
Death, cold and cruel Death, 

Bemoves the Bridal Wreath [signed. 
England for England’s daughter had de- 
Love cannot stay that hand, 

And Hymen’s rosy band 
Is rent ; so will the Fates austere and blind. 

Blind and austere ! Ah, no ! 

The chill succeeds the glow, 

As winter hastes at summer’s hurrying heel. 
Flowers, soft and virgin- white. 

Meant for the Bride’s delight, [kneel. 

May deck the pall where love in tears must 

Flowers are they, blossoms still. 

Born of Benignant Will, [heed 

Not of the Sphingian Fate, which hath no 
For human smiles or tears ; 

The long -revolving years 
Have brought humanity a happier creed. 

Prince-Sire of the young dead, 

Mother whose comely head 
Is bowed above him in so bitter grief ; 
Betrothed one, and hereaved, 

Queen who so oft hath grieved, — 

Ye all were nurtured in this blest belief. 


Hence is there comfort still, 

In a whole land’s good-will, 

In hope that pallid spectre shall not slay . 
The unwelcome hand of Death 
Closes on that white wreath ; 

But there is that Death cannot take away ! 

At Mes. Ham’s. — They were talking of 
Mr. John Moeley. “He’s not a practical 
politician,” said some one, “he’s a doctrin- 
aire.” “ Is he, indeed P ” said our excellent 
old Lady, “then I daresay I met him when 
I was in Scotland.” Observing their puzzled 
expression, she added, “Yet it’s more than 
likely I didn’t, as, when in the North, I was 
so uncommonly well that I never wanted a 
medical man.” Subsequently it turned out 
that she had understood Mr. J. M. to be a 
“ Doctor in Ayr*'* 

Song for Lord Rosebery. 

(After “ Tom Tug^' in the Waterman*'*') 

Then farewell, my County Council, 

Cheek, and fads, and hosh farewell. 

Never more in Whitehall Hardens i 

Shall your Boseb’et take a spell. 

Change op Name Suggested.— Why call 
the place Monte Carlo, why not Mont 

Blanc'*'* Junior f The Leviathan Winner 
who broke the record and the tables, Mr. Hill 
Wells, might also alter his name according 
to his luck, A run of HiLL-luck would settle 
him: but when “Well’s the word,” he 
eonld forget the HiLL-doing of the previous 
I day. 









CONFESSIONS OF A DUFFER. 

n.— THE S0CL4X D1TFPEK. 


tliat I am just a Duffer ; a stupid, stort- sighted, ahseut-minded 
child of misfortuiie. 

All these thiugs do not make my life so pleasant to me that I, the 


If my Confessions are to he harrowing, it is in this paper that Ma.cDtjffer, should greatly care to dine out. Aiu that a trial, 
they will chiefly proYoke the tear of sentiment. Other Confessors First, I never know my host and hostess by sight. I^ext, in a 
have never admitted that they are Social Duffers, except Mr. Mabk; summer dusk, I never^ know anybody. Then, as to conversation, 
Pattisoist only, the Hector of Lincoln College ; and he seems to have I have none. My mind is always prowling about on some antiQu^nan 
flattered himself that he was only a Duffer as a beginner. My great hobby-horse, reflecting deeply on the Gowrie Cons^acy, or the Kaid 
prototypes, J. J. Eoxtsseait, and M Anri?. Bashkietseff, never own of Huthven, or the chances in favour of PEExpr Waebece: s having 
to having been Social Duffers. But I cannot conceal the fact from been a true man. Now I do object to talking shop, I am not a 
my own introspective analvsis. It is not only that I was always lawyer, nor yet am I an actor: I do not like people who talk about 
shy. Others have fled, and hidden themselves in the laurels, or the their cases, or their parts. It would be unbecommg to start a con- 
hedgerows, when they met a bdy in the way— but they grew out versation on the authenticity of “ Een-ry Gospro’s Xeger. Then i 
of this cowardly practice. Often have I, in a frantic attempt to never go to the play, I do not even know wmch of the Hoyal r amiiy 
conceal myself liehind a hedge, been betrayed by my fishing-rod, is which: modern pictures are the abominations of desolation to 
which stuck out over the top. The giggles of the young women who me; in fact, I have no “ conversation-opemngs.” A. young lady, 
observed me were hard to bear, but I confess that they were not compelled to sit beside me, has been kn9wn to hum^ tunes, and 
unnatural. telegraph messages of her forlorn condition to her sister, at the 

Sh3naess is a fine qualification in a Social Duffer, and it is greatly opposite end of the table. I pitied her, but was hel pless. My im- 
improved by shortness, and, as one may. say, stupidity of sight, pression is that she was musical, poor soul! When I do talk, 


I never recognise any- 
one whom I know; 
on the other hand, I 
frequently recognise 
people whom I never 
saw before in my hf e, 
and salute them with 
a heartiness which 
they fail to appreciate. 
Once, at an evening 
party, where the 
Princess Beegstol 
was present, a lady, 
who had treated^ me 
with hospitable kind- 
ness, I three times 
mistook her ; once for 
an eminent novelist, 
once for a distin- 
guished philanthro- 
pist, and once for an 
admired female per- 
former on the Banjo 
I carried on conver- 
sations with her in 
each ^ of these three 
imaginary characters, 
—and I ask you, is 
this the way to shine 
in Society? You may 
say, “Wear spec- 
tacles”— but they are 
unbecoming. As to 
an eye-glass, somehow 
it irritates people even 



things become ac- 
tively intolerable, I 
have no tact. To 
have tact, is much 
like being good at 
Ealma, or whist, or 
tennis, or chess. You 
must be able to 
calculate the remote 
consequences of every 
move, and all the 
angles and side-walls 
from which the con- 
versational ball may 
bound. It is needless 
to say that, at whist, 
I never know in the 
least what will happen 
in consequence of the 
card I play ; and life 
is very much too short 
for the interminable 
calculations of chess. 
It is the same in con- 
versation. I never 
know, or, if my sub- 
consciousness knows, 
I never remember, 
who anybody is. I 
speak to people about 
scandals with which 
they are connected. I 
frankly give my mind 
about Mr. Duel’s 
poems to Mr. Dull’s 


more than mere blindness does. Besides, it is always dropping into sister-in-law. I give free play to niy humoi^ about the Eoyal 
ATI o’ « a Ann Acadcmy in talk with the wife of an Academician or whom I never 


one’s soup jQ.uau.cxu^ JLii ca..iri vviuju. wxc yyxj-o wjl a-ij. jl . 

People are always accosting me, people who seem vaguely fami- heard. I am like Jeanie Beans, at her interview with Queen 
liar, then I have to make believe very much that I remember Caeolute, when, as the MAC^Lmi Moke said, she lixst brongM 
them and to wait for casual hints. The more T feel confident that down the Q,ueen, and then Lady Suffolk, right^ and ieit, with 
I know them, the more it turns out that I don’t. It is an awful remarks about unkmd mothers, and the Stool of Penitence. , 
tHng to stop a hansom in the street, thinking that its occupant is Thus you may see me forlorn, with each of my neighhours turning 
vour oldest College friend, and to discover that he is a perfect towards me the shouMer of indignation. I do not blame them, but 
stranger, and in a great hurry. Private Yiews are my particular how c^ I help it ? It is the Fairy’s fault : the curse has come upon 
ahommation. At one such show, seven ladies, ail very handsome me. William Butft, the Statesman,has a gre^ clan of tosfolk. 


knew my name, The MacDuffee of Duff. Yet I had not then, nor good. -n • t x v t t ^ 

have I now, the faintest idea who any one of the seven was. My Oh, I am a Pariah, I am u^t to live ! In a savage connijy to 
belief is that it was done for a het. The worst of it is when, after which my thoughts often wander, I would stumble over every taboo, 
about five minutes, I thiT^k I have a line as to who my companion and soon find m^yself m the oven. As it is, I stumble over eve^- 
really is, then, my intelligent features Hghting up, I make some tMng, stools and lady s tpms, and upset wrcelain, and break all the 
remark which ruins everytiiing, congratulate a stockbroker on get- odds and ends with which I fidget, and spiU t^ salt, s-ud then pour 
ting his step, or an unmarried lady on the success of her sou in the claret over it, and call on the right people ^ the wrong houses, and 
Indian CM Service examination. . put letters in the wrong envelopes : one of the most terrible blunders 


The thing goes so far that I have occasionally mistaken my wife’s of the Social Duffer. NatnraBy, in place of imppvng, MacDuetee 
relations for old friends. Then, when I am hostile, it is just as bad. gets worse and worse : every failine which he, discovers makes hm 
I never, indeed, horsewhipped the wrong man, but that is only more nervous: besides he ^ws that, of all his errors, he only finds 
because I never horsewhipped anybody at all, Heaven forefendl out a small ^r-oentage. "^^ere can he ta^ refuge . ItRohtmon 
But OTice I did mean to cut a man, I forget why. So I cut the wrong Crusoe had been a social Duffer, he and Friday/ wo^d not have been 
man, a harmless acquaintance whose feelings 1 would not have hurt on speaking terms in a week. People thi^ me poor Duffer malignant, 
for tke world. Of course I accidentally cut all the world. Some boorish, haughty, unkind ; he is only a Duffer, an ureclaimable, sad, 
set it down to an irritable temper, and ask, “ What can we have pitiful creature, quite beyond the reach of iMa^hropy. On my 
done to The MacDuffee ? ” Others I am proud. Proud ! I write, not Misebeimus (though that would be true enough), but 

ask, what has a Duffer to be proud of ? Nobody, or very few, admit r^iLissiMUS. 
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A GLADSTONIAJS' MENU. 

The follomng' menu of a baiKiuet, said to 
have been given at Biarritz not long ago, has 
been forwarded to ns : — 

POTAGES, 

Pans: Col. Maree Conlante, Bonne Femme. 

Poissons. 

Harpe Irlandaise ^ Sance Yerte. 

Angnilles Glissantes. 

Entrees. 

Petits Cnltivatenrs en Caisses. 

T4te de Jos^h frite, Sance Jesse. 

Conservatenrs Fondroyes en brochette. 

Pots. 

Yieille Main Parlementaire a la Benard. 

Parti de Parnell a la Conscience !Non- 
conformiste. 

Legumes. 

Disconrs en Branches. 

Pommes Maitre dn Ministere. 

Chonx d’Homere. 

Entremets. 

Sncrerie d’ Office. 

Conseils de Paroisse a la Cirqne d’Ete. 

Mots de Labonch^re. 

Dessert. 

Plans Varies. Elections Assorties. 

The waiting was done by Candidates, and 
during the evening the band played a selec- 
tion, containing snch well-known pieces as 
“ Souvenir de Mitchelstown^^^ the opening 
chorus of “ Mosi in Egitto,^^ “ Ou sont nos 
Ducs^^^ Partantpourle Sudf^^ and ^^Irland, 
Inland uher alles. 


ME. BAYLY^S COAST-SPECTEE. 

“It is scarcely credible that, at this 
moment, the elaborate telegraphic system 
of this country has little or no connection 
with our Lighthouses and Coastguard Sta- 
tions.” So said, quite recently, the Illm^ 
ti ated London News in an excellent article, 
appropriately entitled, A Flagrant Scan- 
dal.” It is scarcely credible, and creditable 
not at all. “Shiver my timbers!” cries 
Mr, Punch (in a nautical rage), “if there 
is a purpose for which John Bull should 
eagerly utilise his ‘telegraphic system,’ it 
is for the saving of his sailors’ lives.” Mr. 
Robert Batlt, of Plymouth, wrote a letter 
to the Times ^ “giving some instances in 
which lamentable loss of life was solely due 
to the inability of the Lighthouse-keeper or 
Coastguard to commuidoate in time with the 
nearest life-boat station.” Think of ihat^ 
ye British Gentlemen, who sit at home at 
'ease. 

Aren’t you ashamed of yourselves at the very 
thought of it! Well may “ T. Lawrence- 
Hamilton, M.R.C.S., late Honorary Presi- 
dent of the Fishermen’s Federation,” say, 
in an indignant letter to Mr, Punch : — 
“Perhaps ridicule may wake up some of 
our salary-sucking statesmen, and perma- 
nent, higher, over-paid Government officials, 
who are legally and morally responsible for 
the^ present state of chaoflc confusion in 
which these national matters have been 
chronically messed and muddled.” Perhaps 
so, my valiant M.R.C.S. And, if so, that 
“ridicule” shall not be wanting — on illfr. 
Punches part, at least. Here goes, for once : — 

IMPORTUNATE MR. BAYLY. 

A Song of a Shameful Sea-Coast Scandal. 

Air — “ Unfortunate Miss Bailey, 

A Captain bold, of British birth, might bless 
his stars and garters. 

That if he 7yiust be wrecked at all, it should 
be near home quarters ; 



MAJOR AND MINIMUS. 

Major {impatiently y to Page-Boy), “"Why the Deuce don’t you lift the Coat on to 

MY Shoulders ? ” 


But Britons’ conscience smites them when we 
hear of lives lost daily 

For want of— some electric wires ! So says 
stout Robert Batlt. 

Ah, Bob Batlt! Importunate Bob Batlt! 

At night, when he retires to rest, is Bull, 
the brave and clever, 

Troubled with thoughts of Jack Tars lost for 
want of care ? Ho, never. 

But sure, John’s nightcap would wag wild, 
his ruddy cheek wax palely, 

If he only realised the tale as told by Mr. 
Batlt. 

Ah, R. Batlt ! Importunate R. Batlt ! 

Avaunt, Bob Batlt! So wiR cry officials 
cold and steely. 

Who do not wish to be disturbed while 
pottering genteely, 


At their old business of Red Tape circum- I 
locuting gaily, [told by Batlt. i 

By tales of wrecks for want of wires, as truly 

Oh, R. Batlt ! Importunate R. Batlt ! 

Importunate ? And quite right too ! This 
shame must once tor all close. 

Or Punch will plant some stirring kicks on 
— ^well, somehody^s small-clothes. 

The scandal ’s getting far too grave, alas ! to 
sing of gaily, 

But Punch in earnest will back up brave 
Hamilton and Batlt ! 

Go it, Batlt ! Be importunate still. Bob 
Batlt 1 

See to it, Mr. Bull! Mr, Punch , echoing 
Importunate Mr. Batlt and Indignant Law- 
rence-Hamtlton, lays it upon you as one of 
the most urgent of Hew Year duties ! 
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THE DAWN OF A NEW ERA. 

THE ACTORS’ OWH PRESS -NOTICES 
COMPANY LIMITED. 

“ Then came each actor with his Association.” 

Shakespeare^ New heading. 

Capital — (luite excellent. The nsnal thing 
in sharing terms. 

Dihectoes. 

The Managers of London who live at home 
at ease. 

The Actors of England who have a pretty : 
taste for literature. 

■ Bankers, — The ! 

> JfV'iM Time Bank, ; 

SoLiciTOES. — ^Messrs. 
Box AND Cox, 
Bouncer Buildings. 

Hextra, Super, ! 

Mum Street, E.C. 
f Secretary 
—A. Plyack Tore. 

Offices. — ^In the Adelphi. 

Abrid&ed Prospectus. 

This Company has been formed for the 
purposes of establishing a thorou^y reliable 
newspaper in the interests of the Drama, and 
the shareholders belonging to the Theatrical 
Profession of the IJiiited Aingdom. 

1, To uphold every Shareholder’s claim to 
Actii^ as an Art. 

2. To secure the best possible criticism by 
enabling every sharehmder to write the 
notices of his own performances, 

3. To take cognisance of the literature that 
grows up around the Stage, especially criti- 
cism in other quarters. 

4. To notice the Drama all the world over, 
when space permits, 

5. To support the work of the Profession 
in general, and the Shareholders in particular. 

6. To afford a means of exercising hobbies. 

7. To contain Articles by any of the recog- 
nised critics (“distinguished writers of the 
day ”). 

8. To serve as a Directory, or Vade Mecum^ 
or Press-notes container for the benefit of the 
Shareholders. 

Many leading theatrical lessees, managers, 
and actors, have expressed themselves 
strongly in favour of the necessity of estab- 
lishing a paper, written by themselves, for 
themselves, to read. Without such an organ 
it is impossible that they can be adequately 
represented. 

The need of such a journal has long been 
felt by those whose theatrical notices have 
been the reverse of satisfactory. 

A large number of prominent players have 
promised to take shares, and advertise, not 
only in the advertisement columns, but in 
other parts of the proposed paper. 

The price of the paper will be hereafter 
settled by the Directors, who feel that this is 
a mere matter of detail. The charge for 
advertisements will be very moderate, to suit 
the requirements of the shareholders. 

Pictures and all sorts of clever things will 
be introduced when the capital is subscribed, 
but it’s no use making promises until the 
bankers have got the money. 

If there is a rush for shares (as anticipated), 
those who come first will have the preference. 

It may be stated that lots of people have 
promised to become shareholders which is 
satisfactory. But it is necessary to add that 
no one will be permitted to become a contri- 
butor to the paper even of the most interesting 


nature (e.c.. Press notices, &c,), until he has 
contributed to its capital. 

It is the intention of the Promoters that the 
majority of the shares that be allotted to per- 
sons in or connected with the profession, so 
that there shall be no nonsense froin outsiders. 

No promotion money will be paid to any- 
one. The only preliminary expenses will be 
those connected with law and stationery. 

It is proposed to start the Journal at once, 
per contract. The Promoters are in commu- 
nication with a gentleman who will make a 
first-rate Editor, and who will (they believe) 
be delighted to accept such an appointment if 
offered to him. Special arrangements will be 
made for the insertion of such advertisements 
as “Wigs on the G-reen” and “Curtain 
Razors.” 

As the paper wid be sent about largely, it 
should have a good circulation, and the Pro- 
moters give as a standing toast, “ Success to 
the Advertisement Department ! ” 

Under such brilliant auspices, both the 
Company and the pax)er (as the legal advisers, 
Messrs. Box & Cox would say) “should be 
satisfied.” 

In the event of no money being received, 
the amount will be returned without de- 
ductions. 

CRIES WITHOUT WOOL. 

No. 1. — “Hall the Winners!” 

Of aU the cries this world can boast — 

A loud, unconscionable host — 

There ’s one that I detest the most — 

It haunts me o’er my morning toast, 

It scares my luncheon’s calm and dinner’s. 












It dogs my steps throughout the week, 

That cursed crescendo of a shriek ; 

I cannot read, or write, or speak, 
Undeafened by its howl unique, 

That demon-yell of “Hall the Winners !|” 
I ’m not, I own, a racing man ; 

I never loved a horse that ran, 

And betting is a vice I ban ; 

Still, to the sporting caravan — 

Or good, or bad, or saints, or sinners — 

I bear no malice ; nor would take 
A leaf from any books they make ; 

Why then, should they^ for mercy’s sake, 
Pursue me till my senses ache 
With that relentless ‘ ‘ Hall the Winners ? ’ ’ 


If it were only but a few. 

But “ Hall the Winners ! ” — ^why, the crew 
Must winning be the whole year through I 
Why can’t a veteran or two 
Retire in favour of beginners ? 

I’d rather welcome e’en the strain 
Of “ Hall the Losers I ” than remain 
A martyr frenzied and profane 
To that importunate refrain 
Of (There! they’re at it!!) “HaU the 
Winners ! ” 


THE HONOUE OF THE BAE. 

To the JSditor of Tunch, 

Sir, — As the London Charivari is recog- 
nised all the world, over as the universally 
acknowledged organ of the legal profession in 
England, will you pemiit me to make an 
ex;^anation nearly touching my professional 
reputation. A few days since, a Correspon- 
dent to one of your contemporaries complained 
that the leading Counsel of the epoch were in 
the habit of accepting fees they never in- 
tended to earn. He more than hinted that 
we] Barristers were prone to receive cheques 
for briefs that we knew we would never 
attend to ; that w'c were ready to be paid for 
being present in one Court, when we knew 
that we were sure.to be engaged in another. 
And so and so on. 

Now there can be but one interpretation to 
such a statement. I am reluctantly com- 
pelled to believe that some learned friend or 
other, annoyed at my increasing practice, 
has levelled this blow at me, with a view to 
lessening my prosperity. Will you let me say 
then, once and for all, I have never received 
fees for briefs to which I have paid no atten- 
tion ; that my presence has never been re- 
quired in one Court when I have been pro- 
fessionally engaged in another? My Clerk, 
PoRTiN&TON, who has been with me for 
many years, will tell anyone interested in the 
matter, that I am most careful not to accept 
papers promiscuously. In conclusion, any- 
one who knows me vml refuse to beHeve that 
I have ever accepted more business than that 
to which I have been able to give proper 
attention. It is not my custom to crowd my 
mantelpiece with papers appealing^ to me in 
vain for my consideration. At this moment 
I have not a single matter demanding my care, 
except a bundle sent in to me three years ago 
by a madman. 

Believe me, yours most truly, 

{Signed) A Briefless, Junior. 

Pump-^ Handle Courts 
January 18, 1892. 

Too Much of a G-ood Thing.— J! fr. Punch 
is glad to congratulate everybody on the im- 
provement in the health of John Lawrence 
Toole, comedian. It may be remembered 
that Mr. Toole, being at Mr. Edmund Rout- 
ledge’s house, and suddenly feeling unwell, 
was pressed by his kind host to stay there 
the night. He aocwted and stopped about 
three weeks. Mr. J. L, Toole recommends 
the “ Routledge Treatment” to everybody. 
He is enthusiastic on the subject. So many 
persons have acted on his advice, and when 
calling on Mr. Routledge, in quite a casual 
and friendly way, apparently, have been 
suddenly taken worse, that the benevolent 
publisher who feels deeply^ the necessity of 
showing these distressing visitors at once to 
the door, wishes it generally to be knovm 
that “ Open House ” is closed as a “ Casual 
Ward,” and that he is not at home to 
anybody except "bond fide visitors who will 
give their written word, under penalties, not 
to be taken ill during their brief interview 
with him. 


(!$» K<m^— CMmannieations or Contributions, ■nUethar MS., Printed Mutter, Drawings, or Pictures of any aescrinaon, wiU 
wS\e no eSeptio^^^ when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this riUa 
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rfcC A rMlETiTirp riffid ch-araoter, eaniiot marry any lady wlio does not burn, as an 

COiMFtbblUIMb Ofr- A UUhhtK. Auld Licht, “ with a bard gem-like flame.” 5 Wr, bis cousin, . 

III. — THE LITERARY DUFEER. is ag staunch an Esoteric Buddbist. IsTotbing stands between 

"Why I am not a success in Hterature it is dificult for me tp tell ; 1 them but tbe differences of tbeir creed, 
indeed, I would give a good deal to anyone wbo would explain tbe | “How can I contemplate, G-EomusY,” said Violet, with a rieb 
reason. Tbe Publishers, and Editors, and Literary Men decline to blush, “tbe possibility of seeing our little ones stray from tbe fold 

tell me why they do not want my contributions. I am sure I have | of tbe Lama of Thibet into a chapel of tbe Original Secession 

done all that I can to succeed. When my Novel, Geoffrey^ s Cousin, \ Cbiu’cb?” 


comes back from tbe How, I do not lose heart — I pack it up, and 
send it off again to tbe Square, and so, I may say, it goes tbe round. 

rrn • j.. J-l-' j. T-l- T 1 J.-1 iJ. 


They determine to try to convert each other. Geoffrey lends 
Violet all bis theological library, including VTodrow^s Analecta. 


Tbe very manuscript attests tbe trouble I have taken. Parts of it | She lends him tbe learned works of Mr. Sinnett and Madame 
are written in my own band, more in that of my housemaid, to , Blavatsky. They retire, be to tbe Himalayas, she to Thrums, and 
whom I have dictated passages; a good deal is in tbe band of my ■ tbeir letters compose Volume II. (Local colour d la Kipling and 
wife. There are sentences which I have written a dozen times, on ' Barrie.) On tbe slopes of tbe Himalayas you see Geoffrey con- 
tbe margins, with lines leading up to them in red ink. Tbe story is ' verted ; be becomes a Cbeela, and returns by overland route. He 
written on paper of all sorts and sizes, and bits of paper 'are pasted rushes to Ramsgate, and announces bis complete acceptance of tbe 
on, here and there, containing revised versions of incidents and truth as it is in Mabatmaism. Adas ! alas ! Violet has been over- 
dialogue. Tbe whole packet is now far from clean, and has a persuaded by tbe seductions of Presbyterianism, she has hurried 
business-like and travelled air about down from Thrums, rejoicing, a fuU- 


it, which should command respect. 
I always accompany it with a pobte 
letter, expressing my willingness to 
cut it down, or expand it, or change 
tbe conclusion. Nobody^ can say 
that I am proud. But it always 
comes back from tbe Publishers and 
Editors, without any explanation as 
to why it will not do. This is what 
I resent as particularly bard. Tbe 
Publisbers decline to tell me what 
tbeir Readers have really said about 
it. I have forwarded Geoffrey^s 
Cousin to at least five or six noto- 
rious authors, with a letter, which 
runs thus : — 

Dear Sir, — ^You will be surprised 
at receiving a letter from a total 
stranger, but your well-known good- 
ness of neart must plead my excuse. 
I am aware that your time is much 
occupied, but I am certain that you 
will spaife enough of that valuable 
commodity to glance through the 
accompanying MS. Novel, and give 
me your frank opinion of it. Does 
it stand in need of any alterations, 
and, if so, what ? Would you mind 
having it published under your own 
name^ receiving one-third of the 
profits ? A speedy answer will greatly 
oblige.” 

Would you believe it, Mr. 'Punch, 
not one of these over-rated and over- 
paid men has ever given me any 
advice at all ? Most of them simply 
send back my parcel with no reply. 
One, however, wrote to say that he 
received at least six sucn packets 
every week, and that his engage- 
ments made it impossible for Mm to 
act as a guide, counsellor, and friend 
to the amateurs of all England. 
He added that, if I published the 









“ I Lave worn a cloak and a Tyrolese hat, and attitudinised in the 
Picture-galleries.” * 


down from Thrums, rejoicing, a full- 
blown Auld Licht. Amd, in her 
Geoffrey, she finds a convinced 
Esoteric Buddhist! They are 
better off than they were, their union 
is impossible, and Vol. III. ends in 
their poignant anguish. 

Now, Mr. Punch, is not this the 
very novel for the times ; rich in 
adventui-e (in Kafiristan), teeming 
with philosophical suggestiveness, 
and sparkling with all the epigrams 
of my commonplace book. Yet I am 
about £300 out of pocket, and, more- 
over, a blighted being. 

I have taken every kind of pains ; 

I have asked London Correspondents 
to dinner ; I have written nattering 
letters to everybody; I have at- 
tempted to get up a deputation of 
BeloocMs to myself ; I have tried to 
make people interview me ; I have 
puffed myself in all the modes wMch 
study and research can suggest. If 
anybody has, I have been “ up to 
date.” But Fortune is my foe, and 
I see others flourish by the very arts 
which fail in my hands. 

I mention my Novel because its 
failure really is a mystery. But I 
am not at all more fortunate in the 
reception of my poetry. I have tried 
it every way — ^ballades by the bale, 
sonnets by the dozen, loyal odes, 
seditious songs, drawing- room poetry, 
an Epic on the Mstory of Labducuo, 
erotic verse, all fire, foam, and fangs, | 
reflective ditto, humble natural bal- 
lads about signal-men and news- 
paper-boys, Life-boat rescues. Idyls, 
Nocturnes in rhyme, tragedies in 
blank verse. N obody will print them, 
or, if anybo y prints them, he regrets 
that he cannot paj for them. My 
moral and discursive essays are re- 
jected, my descriptions of nature do 


Novel at my own expense, the remarks of the public critics would not even get into the newspapers. 1 nave not been elected by tne 
doubtless prove most valuable and salutary. Sydenham Club (a clique of hi^bugs) ; I have let my hair grow long ; 

TMs decided me ; I did publish, at my own expense, with Messrs. I have worn a cloak and a Tyrolese hat, and axtitudinised in the 
Saul, Samuel, Moss & Co. I had to pay down £150, then £35 for ] picture-galleries, but nobody asked who I am. I have endeavoured 
advertisements,^ then £70 for Publisher’s Commission. ''''' ' ' . n i . x_ ^ . ,-x^ + 


Other to hang on to well-known poets and novelists — they have not wel- 


with six anonsonous letters, to Mr. GLinsTONE,^ signing^ them. “A ^ statesmen scribble in reviews 

Literary Constituent,” “A Wavermg ^Anabaptist,” and so forth, doubtful verdict of the Blues, 

but, extraordinary to relate, I have received no answer, and no notice YThile Haggard scrawls, with blood in lieu of ink, 

has been taken of my disinterested presents. The reviews were of Tyhile Mallocx teaches Marquises to think, 

the most meagre and scornful description. Messrs. Saul, Samuel, , . n j a • x^ xv« 

Moss & Co. have just written to me, begging me to remove the so long I have rhythmically expr^sed my design to tnp 

“remainder” of my book, and charging £23 155. 6d. for warehouse dripping scourge of satire. But nobody seems a penny the worse, 
expenses. Yet, when I read Geoffrey's Cousin, I fail to see that it and I am not a paragraph the better. Short stones of a startling 
falls, in anyway, beneath the general run of novels. I enclose a description drawers, nobody wiU venture on one or 

marked copy, and solicit your earnest attention for the passage in 1 have closely imitated overY writer who succeeds, hut my little 
I which Geoffrey's Cousin blights his hopes for ever. The story. Sir, barque may attendant sail, it pursues the triumph, but does not 
is one of controversy, and is suited to tnis time. Geoffrey MoPhun partake the gale» -r -l xj. v • 

is an Anld Licht (see Mr. Barrie’S books, pdssM)* His cousin is I am now engaged On a Libretto for an heroic opcifa. 
an Esdtcric Buddhist. They love ea'ch other' dbUrly, but Geoffrey, a Wbat offers r 


While hoary statesmen scribble in reviews 
And guide the doubtful verdict of the Blues, 

While Haggard scrawls, with blood in lieu of ink, 
While Mallocx teaches Marquises to think. 


VOL Oil. 
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THE IMPERIAL JACK-IH-THE-BOX. 

A Song for the Shouting Emperor. 

Air — “ The Major-General,^'* 

I AM tHe Yery pattern of a Modern G-erman 
Emperor, [to temper, or 

Omniscient and omnipotent, I ne’er give way 
If now and then I run a-muck in a Malay- 
like fashion, ^ [purpose in my passion. 
As there’s method in my madness, so there ’s 
’Tis my aim to manage everything m order 
categorical — ^ [historical. 

My fame as Cosmos-maker I intend shall be 
I know they call me Paul Pry^ say I ’m 
fussy and pragmatical — 

But that’s because sheer moonshine always] 
hates the mathematical. 

I ’m not content to “play the King ” with an 
imperial pose in it— 

Whatever is marked “ Private ” I shall up 
and poke my nose in it. 

All. 

He won’t let drowsing dogs lie, he ’U. stir up 
the tabby sleeping Tom — 

In fact, he is the model of a modern German 
Peeping Tom ! 


I bounce into the BaU-Room when they think 
I ’m fast asleep at home, 

And measure steps and skirts and things and 
mark what state folks keep at home ; 
Watch the toilette of young Beauty on the 
very strictest G.T. too, 

Evangelise the Army and keep sentries to 
their duty, too. 

On theKayy, and the Clergy, eindthe Schools, 
my wise eyes shoot lights, Sir. | 

I ’m amuHy particular to regulate the foot- 
lights, Sir. i 

I preach sermons to my soldiers and arrange 
their “ duds ” and duels, too, 

And tallow their poor noses, when they’ve 
colds, and mix their gruels, too ; 

I’ll make everybody moral, and obedient, 
and frugal. Sir — 

In fact I’m an Imperial edition of 
MoDougall, Sir ! 

All. 

He ’d compel us to drink water and restrain 
us when to wed agog ; [pedagogue. 
In fact he is the modm of a Modern German 


I’ve aU the god-Hke attributes, omniscient, 
ubiquitous, [commonly iniqxdtous. 

jL mean to squelch free impulse, which is 
But what ’s the good of being Chief Inspector 
of the Universe, 

And prying into everything from pompous 
Law to puny verse, [tendency 

If everything or nearly so, shows a confounded 
To go right of its own accord f My Masterful 
Resplendency [gaze on trustingly 

Would radiate auroraUy, a world would 
If only things in general wouldn’t go on so 
disgustingly. [autocratical, 

Where is the pull of being Earth’s Inspector 
When the Progress^ J’d b' 
mainly automatical ? 


?)e motor of seems 


All. 

Hooray! My would-be Jupiter, a parvenu 
is told again 

He’s not the true Olympian, Jack-in-the- 
Box is “ Sold Again 1 ! I ” 


“Artificial Oyster-Cultivation,” read 
Mrs. R., as the heading of a par in the Times, 
“ Good gracious I ” she exclaimed, “who on 
earth would ever think of eating ‘ artificial 
oysters I ’ ” 


Hothing is certain in this life except 
Death, Quarter Day and stoppage for ten 
minutes at Swindon Station. 



SO CONVENIENT! 

Young Wife, “Where are you going, Reggie dear?” 

Reggie Dear, “Only to the Club, my Darling.” 

Young Wife. “Oh, I don’t mind that, because there’s a Telephone there, and 
I can Talk to you through it, can’t I?” Reggie, “Y-yes but er ^you know, 

THE CONFOUNDED WiRES ARE ALWAYS GETTING OUT OF ORDER ! ” 

President, This is too much! If I hear 
another word of insult, I will assume my hat. 
\_Profound and long-continued agitation. 
Member, A hat is better than a turned 
coat! [Thunders of applause.) I say that 
this paper is full of wholesome tlmgs, and 
that when it denounces the Minister as^ a 
good-for-nothing, as a slanderer, as a thief 
—it does but its duty. 

[Descends from the Tribune amidst tumul- 
tuous applause^ and is met by the Minister. 
Grand altercation^ with results. 

Ministers Frie^ids, What have you done 
to him ? 

Minister [with dignity). I have avenged 
my honour— I have hit him in the eye ! 

[Scene closes in upon the Minister receiving 
heartt/ congratulations fi'om all sides of 
the Chamber, 


PARLIAMENT A LA MODE DE PARIS, j 

Scene — The Chamber during a Debate of an 1 
exciting character. Member with a news- j 
paper occupying the Tribune, ! 

Member. I ask if the report in this paper ^ 
is true ? It calls the Minister a scoundrel ! 

[Frantic applause, | 
President. I must interpose. It is not right | 
that such a document should be read. ^ | 

Me 7 nher, But it is true. I hold in my i 
hand this truth-teUing sheet. [Shouts of 
Well done!**) This admirable journal j 
describes the Minister as a trickster, a man i 
without a heart ! [Tells of approbation, i 

President. I warn the Member that he is I 
going too far. He is outraging the public 
conscience. [* ‘ Hear ! hear ! ” 

Member, It is you that outrage the public 
1 conscience. [Sensation, 
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PRESERVED VENICE. 

(Sjpecicdly Imported for the London Market,) 

A SATURDAY KIGHT SCENE AT OLYMPIA. 

In the Promenade. 

A Pessimistic Matron (the usual heady and tuale^y female who 
takes all her pleasure as a penance). Well, tney may call it 
“ Yenice,” but i don’t see no difference from what it was when the 
Barnum Show was ’ere — except — {regretfully) — that then they ’ad 
the Freaks o’ Nature, and Jumbo’s skelinton ! 

^ Her Husband (an Opiimwt — less from conviction than contradic- 
tion). There you go, Maria, finding fault the minute you’ve put 
your nose inside ! We 
ain’t m Yenice yet. It’s 
up at the top o’ them steps. 

The P. M, Up all them 
stairs ? Well, I ’ope it ’U 
be worth seeing when we 
do get there, that ’s all ! 

An Attendant (as she 
arnves at the top). Not 
this door, Ma’am — next 
entrance for Modern 
Yenice. 

The Opt, Hush, You ~\ v < 

needn’t go all the way ( 
down again, when the 
steps join like that ! 

The P, M, I ’m not I 
going to walk sideways— M 
/’m not a crab, Joe, ||Lu 
whatever yow niay think, i|||| 

(Joe assenis, with reser- /n 
vations). Now wherever I'l 
have those other two got \\' 
to ? ’urrying off that way ! \ \ 

Oh, there they are. ’Ere, \ \ ' ' 

Lizzie a nd J em, keep along 
o’ me and Father, do, or ^ 
we shan’t see half of ^ 
what ’s to be seen ! 

Lizzie, Oh, all right, -x 
Ma ; don’t you worry so ! 

{ToJy:'M^herfa7ice,) Don’t 
those tall fellows look 
smart with the red feathers 
in their cocked ’ats ? 

What do they call them f 
Jem (a young man, who \ 
thinks for hhnself). Well, x 
I shouldn’t wonder if those 
were the parties they call \ 

“Doges” — sort o’ police 
over there, d ’ye see 
Lizzie, They ’re ’and- 
somer than ’elmets, I will 
say that for them. ( They 
enter Modern Venice ^ 

amidst cries of “ This way 
for Gondoala Tickets I 
Pass alo7ig, please! Keep 
to your right !*^ (§;e.) 

It does have a foreign 
look^ with all those queer 
names written u;^. 1‘hink 
it’s like what it is, Jem ? 

Jem, Bound to be, with 
all themoney they’ve spent 
on it. I daresay they ’ ve 
idle-ised it a bit, though. “ I’^ sure I ’ighly flattered, 

T Where are all these kinals they talk so much about ? 

JL don t see none I 

^owd reveals a na^'row olwe->green 
channeVu my, what d/ye caB that, Ma ? 

borgc^’ud *^* That a kinal! Why, you don’t mean to tell me any 

<iidn’t suppose you’d find the 
Pad^ngton Cand in these parts, did you ? This is big enough for 
gondola goes hy lurchily, crowded with pot\atted 
amfongers, mnoking pipes, and wearing the uncomfortable smile of 
cMdren enjoying their first elephanUride,) That ’s one o’ these ’erh 
gondoaiers— it s a rum-looking concern, ain’t it ? But I suppose you 

everything else ! 

creeps to look at ’em. Talk about 

Sds Sco « 


‘‘ I’m sure I 'm 'ighly flattered, Mum, but I 'm alreadj- suited." 


The Opt, Hush, Well, look ’ere, we ’ve come out to enjoy ourselves 
— ^what d’ye say to having a ride in one, eh ? 

^ The P, M, You won’t ketch me trusting myself in one o’ them 
tituppy things, so don’t you deceive yourself ! 

^ The Opt. Hush, Oh, it ’s on’y two foot o’ warm water if you do 
tip over. Come on ! (Hailing Gondolier, who has just landed his 
cargo,) ’Ere, ’ow much ’U you take the lot of us for, hey ? 
Gondolier (gesticulating), Teekits ! you tek teekits— la— you vait ! 
Jem, He means we ’ve got to go to the orfice and take tickets and 
stand in a cue, d ’yer see ? 

^ The P, M, Me go and form a cue down there and get squeeged 
like at the Adelphi Pit, all to set in a rickety gondoaler ! I can 
see all I want to see without messing about in one o’ them things ! 

^ The Others, Well, I 

dunno as it’s worth the 
J extry sixpence, come to 

^ think of it. (They pass 

on, contentedly,) 

Jem, We ’re on the 
Rialto Bridge now, Lizzie, 
d’ye see ? The one in 
Sharspeare, you know. 

Lizzie. That’s the one 
they call the ‘ ‘ Bridge o’ 
Sighs,” ain’t it ? (Hazily.) 
Is that because there’s 
shops on it ? 

Jem. I dessay. Shops 
— or else suicides. 

Lizzie (more hazily than 
evei*). Ah, the same as the 
Monument. (They walk 
on with a sense of mental 
enlargement.) 

Mrs. Lavender Salt. 
It’s wonderfully like the 
real thing. Lavender, 
isn’t it ? ^ Of course they 
can’t quite get the true 
Yenetian atmosphere ! 

Mr,L, S, Well, Mimosa, 
they ’d have the Sanitary 
Authorities down on them 
if they did, you know ! 

Mrs, L, S, Oh, you’re 
so horribly unromantio ! 
But, Lavender, couldn’t 
we get one of those gon- 
dolas and go about. It 
would be so lovely to be 
in one again, and fancy 
ourselves hack in dear 
Yenice, now wouldnH it ? 

Mr, L, S, The illusion 
is cheap at sixpence; so 
come along. Mimosa ! 

\^He secures tickets, and 
presently the Laven- 
der Salts, find them- 
selves part of a long 
queue, being marshal- 
led between harriers 
by Italian gendarmes 
in a state of politely 
suppressed amuse- 
ment, 

Mrs, L, S, (over her 
shoulder^ to her husband, 
as she imagines), I’d no 

Mum, but I ’m already suited.” sliould have to go 

n , , . , through all this! Must 

we really herd in With all these people? Can’t we two manage to 

Q ivrvTi/-l4-vl A oil 4*^ O o 
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we really herd in with all these people? Can’t we two manage to 
get a gondola all to ourselves ? 

j — m her eai'), I ’m sure I ’m ’ighly 

nattered. Mum, hut I ’m already suited; yn’t I, Dyst ? 

J^^'^^rrohorates his statement with unnecessary emphasis, 
A Sturdy Democrat (in front, over his shoulder). Pity yer didn’t 
send word you was coming, Mum, and then they ’d ha’ kep’ the place 
clear of us common people for yer ! [Mrs. L. S. is sorry she spoke. 

In the GoNDOti.— Mr. ararf Mrs. L. S. are seated in the hach seat, 
supported on one side hy the Humorous ’Aeet and his Mancie, 
and on the other hy a pale, bloated youth, with a particularly 
rank cigar, and the Sturdy Democrat, whose two small boys 
occupy the seat in front, ^ 

The 8t. Bern, {with malice aforethought). If you two lads ain’t 
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ABOMINATIONS OF MODERN SCIENCE. 

Mariana arrives at the Moated Grange (after a long, 
DAMP Journey) just in time to dre.ss for Dinner, and finds, 
TO HER sorrow, THAT HER RoOM IS WARMED BY HOT WATER PiPES 
AND LIGHTED BY ELECTRICITY. 


got room tliere, I dessay this lady won’t mind takin’ one of yer on 
her lap, {To Mrs. L, S., who is frozen with horror at the sugges- 
tion.) They ’re himin beans, Mum, Hke yerself ! 

Mrs. L. S. {desperately ignoring her other neighbour s). Isn’t that 
lovely balcony there copied from the one at the Pisani, Lavender — 
or is it the Contarini ? I forget. 

Mr. L. S, Don’t remember — got the Rialto rather weU, haven’t 
they ? I suppose that ’s intended for the dome of the Salute down 
there—not quite the outline, though, if I remember right. And, if 
that ’s the Campanile of St. Mark, the colour ’s too brown, eh ? 

The Hum. ^Arry {idth intention). Oh, I sy, Dysy, yn’t that 
the Eempynoily of Kenrdngton Oval, right oppersite ? and ’aven’t 
they got the Grand Kinel in the Ole Kent Koad proper, eh ? 

Dysy {playing up to him^ with enjoyment). Jest ’aven’t they! 
On’y I don’t quoite remember whether the colour o’ them gas-lamps 
is correct. But there, if we go on forkin’ this w’y, other parties 
might think we wanted to show orf ! 

Mrs. L. S, Do you remember our last gondola expedition, 
La\tender, coming home from the Giudecca in that splendid sunset ? 

The Hum. A. Kecklect you and me roidin’ ’ome from Walworth 
on a rhinebow, Dysy, eh ? 

Chorus of Chaff from the bridges and terraces as they pass. 
’UUo, ’ere comes another boat-load! ’Igher up, there! . . . Pour- 
wheeler I . . . Ain’t that toif in the tall ’at enjoyin’ himself ? Quite 
a ’appy funeral ! &e., &c. 

Mrs, L, 8, {faintly^ as they enter the Canal in front of the Stage), 
Lavender, dear, I really can’t stand this much longer I 


Mr. L, 8, {to the Bloated Youth), Might I ask you, Sir, not to pufE 
your smoke in this lady’s face— it ’s extremely unpleasant for her ! 

The B, Y, All right, Mister, I’m always ready to oblige a lydy 
— ^hut — {with wounded pride ) — as to its hem! unpleasant^ yer know, 
all I can tell yer is — {with sarcasm ) — ^that this ’appens to be one of 
the best tuppeny smokes in ’Ammersmitb I 
Mr L, 8, {dipbmatically), I am sure of that — ^from the aroma, 
hut if you could kindly j)ostpone its enjoyment for a httle while, we 
should he extremely ohhged ! 

The B, Y, WeU, I must keep it ahive, yer know. If there ’s any- 
one ’ere that understands cigars, they ’ll bear me out as it never 
smokes the same when you once let it out. ^ 

[The other Passengers confirm Mm in this epicurean dictum, 
whereupon he sucks the cigar at intervals behind Mrs. L. S.’s 
back, during' the remainder of the trip, 

Mr, L, 8, {to Mrs. L. S. when they are alone again). WeU, 
Mimosa, illusion successful, eh? Mrs, L, 8, Oh, donH/ 


TO MY CIGAEETTE. 


My own, my loved, my Cigarette, 
My dainty joy disguised in 
tissue, [regret 

What fate can make your slave 
The day when first he dared to 
kiss you ? 

I had smoked briars, like to most 
Who joy in smoking, and had 
beeq a 

Too ready prey to those who hoast 
Their bonded stores of Eeina 
Pina. 

Inhoneydewhad steeped my soul» 
Had been of cherry pipes a 
cracker. 

And watched the creamy] meer- 
schaum’s bowl 

Grow weekly, daily, hourly 
blacker. 


The strong I found too apt to 
burn [temper. 

My tongue, the week to try my 
And all were faUures, and I grew 
More tentative and undecided, 
Consulted friends, and found they 
knew 

As little as or less than I did. 
Havannah yielded up her pick 
Of prime cigars to my fruition ; 
I bought a case, and some went 
“sick,” 

The rest were never in condition. 
Until in sheer fatigue I turned 
To you, tobacco’s white-robed 
tyro, [learned 

And from your golden legend 
Your maker dwelt and wrought 
in Cairo. 



Read Calyerley and learnt by 
heart [weed in ; 

The lines he celebrates the 
And blew my smoke in rings, an 
art [in. 

That many try, but few succeed 
In fact of nearly every style 
Of smoke I was a kindly ciitie, 
Though'I had found Manillas vile, 
And Trichinopolis mephitic. 
The stout tobacco-jar became 
Within my smoking-room a 
fixture ; 

I heard my friends extol by name 
Each one his own peculiar 
mixture. 

Aud tried them every one in turn 
( Q varhim, tobacco, semper J) ; 


0 worshipped wheresoe’er I roam, 
As fondly as a wife by some is, 

Waif from the far Egyptian home 
Of Pharaohs, crocodiles, and 
mummies ; 

Beloved, in spite of jeer and 
frown ; [you, 

The more the Philistines assail 

The more the doctors run you 
down, [you. 

The more I pufi you— and inhale 

Though worn with toil and vexed 
with strife 

(Ye smokers all, attend and 
hear me), 

Undaunted still I live my life, 
With you, my Cigarette, to 
cheer me. 


1 
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i SOMETHilMG WRONG SOMEWHERE. 

BeLLAMT— AS rSTTAlI WOULJ ) YOTT MIND 

w,in.i. I Brooks ? I ’m so dissatisfied with my Dress- 

MA^E I Oh, cektaiklt. Mrs. Chipfonnette, op Bond Street ” 

Chipponnette ! Why, I ’ve been to her por Years l The Wretch t I wont^pt? 

WHY SHE SUITS YoU SO MUCH BETTER, NOW ! » WRETCH ! 1 WONDER 


A TALK OYER THE TUB; 

Or, Legal LauTid/resses in Council* 

P The whole legal machinery is out of g 
^^the country is too busy to put it right.”— j 

^ Leading Laundress, 

WiCH I say, Missis ’Alsburt, Mum, 
We are ail getting; into a quandary ; 
You and me can nolonger be dumb, 
Seem’ how we’re the heads of 
, Laundry : 


It is all yery well to stand ’ere, 
Sooperintending the soaping and rinsing : 
Old pleas for delay, I much fear. 

Are no longer entirely conwincing. 

Just look at the Xinen — ^in ’eaps I 
And no one can say it ain’t dirty ^ 

Out clients, a-grumbling they keeps, 

And some of ^em seem getting smrtv. 
w otever, my dear, shall we do ? 

Two parties ’as axed me that question : 

A^d^ ^ope you can make some sugges- 


Jlead Laundress, 

My dear Missis Coley, I own 
I ain’t heard from the parties you ’int at. 
But them Linen- ’eaps certny has grown, 
Wich their bulk I ’ave just took a squint at. 
We sud, and we rub, and we scrub, 

And the pile ’ardly seems to diminish. 

It tires us poor Slaves of the Tub, 

And the doose only knows when we ’ll finish. 

A Leading Laundress, 

Percisely, my dear, but it’s that, 

As the Public insists upon knowin’, 

Missis Mathew ’as told me so, pat, 

Wich likeways ’as good Missis Bowen. 

You can’t floor their argyments, quite, 
’Owsomever you twirl ’em or ’twist ’em ; 
They say,^ and I fear they are right, 

There is somethink all wrong with our 
System ! 

Head Laundress, 

Our System ! Well, well, my good soul, 

You kuow ’twasn’t us as in wen ted it. 

We wouldn’t have got into this ’ole. 

If you and me could ’ave perwented it, 

I know there ’s no end of a block, 

That expenses is running up awfully ; 

The sight of it gives me a shock, 

But ’ow can we alter it— lawf idly f 

A Leading Laundress, 

I fear, Mum, I very much fear. 

That word doesn’t strike so much terror 
As once on the dull public ear ; [error ! 

Times change, Mum, they do, make no 
Our clients complain of the cost, 

And lots of Commercials is leaving us. 

I think. Mum, afore more is lost, 

We had best own the block is —well 
grieving us ! 

Head Laundress, 

There can’t be no ’arm, dear, in that. 

Let’s write to the papers and ’int it. 

I know with your pen you are pat, 

And the Tirnes will be ’appy to print it. 

If we are to git through that lot, [notion ! 

We must ’ave some more ’elp— that’s my 
Let’s strike whilst the iron is ’ot. 

The Public may trust our dewotion. 

We ’ll caU the chief Laundresses round ; 

Some way we no doubt shall discover. 

At least, dear, ’twiU ’ave a good sound, 

If we meet, and — well talk the thing overJ 
\_Left doing so, 

A MENU EEOM HATFIELD. 

POTAGES. 

Consomme de Neveu aux Balles de Golf. 

Au Jo poche. 

Entrees. 

Supreme de Livres Bleus.’ 

Irlandais Sauvages en Culottes. 
Filou^Mignon Randolph, Sauce Tartarin. 
Degofit de Goschen a la Financi^re. 

R6ts. 

Canards Portuguais. 

Entrecote d’Afrique d I’Allemande. 

RelevLs. ' 

Terrine de Fermes Yendues d la ParneU 
Pdte de Loi d I’Ordre Publique. 
LtGUlMES, 

Petits Soiip^ons Fran<jais, Sauce Egyptienne. 
Y^pres Ce^iliennes, 

Entremets. 

Absorbe de Birmingham, 

Succds de Whitehall aux Affaires Etrangdres. 

Dessert. I 

Amendes Parlementaires. 

Raisons de Plus en Defaites. 




SHOET ’ANDED.” 

Mbs. H-isb-et. ‘‘ I TELL YOU WHAT IT IS, MKS. COLEY, MUM,— IF ALL THIS ’EEE DIRTY LI2IEN 'S TO BE GOT THROUGH 
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“THE MUSIC IN OUR STREET.” 

{A word ^rom a Girl idio lives in it.) 



Did you eyer ’ear oiir music ? What, never ? There ’s a shame ; 

I tell yer it ’s g:olopshus, we do ’aye such a game. 

When the sun’s a-shinin’ brightly, when the fog ’s upon the town, 
When the frost ’as bust the water-pipes, when rain comes pourin’ 
down; 

In the mornin’ when the costers come a-shoutin’ with their mokes, 

In the eyenin’ when the gals walk out a-spoonin’ with their blokes, 
When Mother ’s slappin’ Billy, or when Father wants ’is tea, 

When the boys are in the “Spotted Dog ” a ’ayin’ of a spree, 

No matter what the weather is, or what the time o’ day, 

Our music alius yisits us, and neyer goes away. 

And when they ’yetooned theirselves to-rights, I tell yer it’s a treat 
Just to listen to the lot of ’em a-playin’ in our street. 

There’s a chap as turns the orgin — the best I ever ’eard— 

Oh lor’ he does just jabber, but you can’t make out a word. 

I can’t abear Italians, as alius uses kniyes, 

And talks a furrin lingo all their miserable lives. 

But this one calls me Bella — which my Christian name is Sue — 
And ’e smiles and turns ’is orgin very proper, that he do. 

Sometimes ’e plays a polker and sometimes it ’s a march, 

And I see ’is teeth all shinin’ through ’is lovely black mustarch. 

And the little uns dance round him, you ’d laugh until you cried 
If you saw my little brothers do their ’ompipes side by side. 

And the gals they spin about as well, ana don’t they move their 
feet. 

When they ’ear that pianner-orgin man, as plays about our street. 

There ’s a f eUer pl^s a cornet too, and wears a ulster coat, 

My eye, ’e does puff out ’is cheeks a-tryin’ for ’is note. 

It seems to go right through yer, and, oh, it ’s right-down rare 
When ’e gives us Annie Laurie'^ or 8weet Spirit, ^ear my 
Prayer ^’ ; 

’E ’s so stout that when ’e ’s blowin’ ’ard you think ’e must go pop ; 
And ’is nose is like the lamp (what ’s red) outside a chemist’s shop. 
And another blows the penny-pipe, — ^I alius thinks it ’s thin, 

And I much prefers the cornet when ’e ain’t bin drinkin’ gin. 

And there ’s Concertma-Jooir, it makes yer want to shout 
When ’e acts just like a windmill and waves ’is arms about. 

Oh, I ’ll lav you ’alf a tanner, you ’U find it ’ard to beat 
The good old ’eaps of music that they gives us in our street. 


And a pore old ragged party, whose shawl is shockin’ torn, 

She sings to suit ’er ’usbana while ’e plays on so forlorn. 

’Er voice is dreadful wheezy, and I can’t exactly say 
I like ’er style of singin’ “ Toniiny Dodd^^ or Kancy GrayP 
But there, she do,es ’er best, I ’m sure ; I musn’t run ’er down, 
When she ’s only try in’ all she can to earn a honest brown. 

Still, though I ’m mad to ’ear ’em play, and sometimes join the dance, 
r often wish one music gave the other kind a chance. 

The orgin might have two days, and the cornet take a third. 

While the pipe-man tried o’ Thursdays ’ow to imitate a bird. 

But they alius comes together, singin’ playin’ as they meet 
With their pipes and ’orns and orgms in the middle of our street. 

But there, I can’t stand chatterin’, pore mother ’s mortal bad, 

And she ’s got to work the whole day long to keep things straight 
for dad. 

Complain? Not she. She scrubs and rubs with all ’er might and 
main, 

And the lot’s no sooner finished but she ’s got to start again. 

There ’s a patch for Johnny’s jacket, a darn for Billy’s socks, 

And an hour or so o’ nee(nework a mendin’ Polly’s frocks ; 

With fioors to wash, and plates to clean, she ’d soon be skin and bone 
CEr cough ’s that aggravatin’) if she did it all alone. 

There ’ll be music while we ’re workin’ to keep us on the go — 

I hke my tunes as fast as fast, pore mother likes ’em slow — 

Ah ! we don’t get much to laugh, at, nor yet too much to eat, 

And the music stops us thinkin’ when they play it in the street. 


“Marie, Come Up!” — ^When Miss Marie Lloyd, who, unpro- 
fessionally, when at home, is known as Mrs. Percy Courtenay, 
which her Christian name is Matilda, recently appeared at Bow- 
Street Police Court, having summoned her husband for an assault, 
the Magistrate, Mr. Lushington, ought to have called on the Com- 
plainant to sing “ Whacky, Whacky, Whack ! ” which would have 
come in most appropriately. Let us hope that the pair will make it 
up, and, as the story-books say, “ live happily ever afterwards.” 


Night Lights. — ^Eumour has it that certain Chorus Ladies have 
objected to wearing electric glow-lamps in their hair. Was it for 
fear of becoming too light-headed ? 





THE POLITICAL WIREPULLER AT WORK. 
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POLITE LITERATURE. I 

Dear Mr. Punch,— 

Having seen in the pages ' 
of one of your contem- 
poraries several deeply , 
interesting letters telling , 
of “the Courtesy of the ! 

Cavendish,” I think it 

vnll be pleasing to your ^ 

readers to learn that I 

have a fund of anecdote 

concerning the politeness ^ 

— the true politeness — of 
many other members of 
the Peerage. Perhaps you 
mil permit me to give 
you a few instances of 
what I may call aristo- 
cratic amiability. 

On one occasion the 
Dukeof DiTCHWATERand 
a Lady entered the same 
omnibus simultaneously. '0% 

There was but one seat, 

and noticing that His 

Grace was standing, I >7///JK/lm^ 

called attention to the 

fact. “Certainly,” re- fMmM 

plied His Grace, with /'/'M'/mM 

a quiet smile, “but if I 

had sat down, the Lady f/tl.y/r 

would not have enjoyed ‘Jl! l g ^ 

her present satisfactory Him / // 

position ! ” The Lady ^ 111 IlL m/fi 

herself had taken the > If /j Ilk ill W L 

until then vacant place ! /////, f wM / 

Shortly afterwards I f i\ 
met Yiscoiint Yermilion f ' j , // 
walking in an opposite iiUlllijlu)^^^ 
direction to the path I IHjl U l!^^\ 
myself was pursuing. I'l! llllU/l/?^^ 
* ‘ My Lord,”I murmured, ^il jlflf///^ 
removing my hat, * * I was 'l! ij 

quite prepared to step i 

into the gutter,” “H 
was unnecessary,” re- 
turned his Lordship, gra- 
ciously, “ f or as the path 
was wide, there was room > 

enough for both of us to 
pass on the same pave- 
ment ! ” 

On a very wet eveuing S." 

I saw My Lord Tom- - 

NODDICOMB commg from 

a shop in Piccadilly. a. 

Noticing that his Lord- 

ship had no defence 

against the weather, I 

ventured to offer the 

Peer my parapluie. 

“ Please let me get into 

my carriage,” observed 

his Lordship. Then discovering, from : 
meant no insolence by my suggestion, he 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 
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ll 
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SENOR DRUMMONDO WOLFFEZ, 
Representing the John Bulleighter at Madrid. 
TOMEADOB CONTENTO /’* 

my bowing attitude, that I with marked impatience), 
j added, — “ And as for your Circuit story at all. It 'v 


umbrella—surely on this rainy night you [Froceeds to tell the same story all 


THE JUDGES IN 
COUNCIL. 

All the judicial wisdom 
of the Supreme Court has 
met in solemn and secret 
conclave, heralded by letters 
from the heads of the Bench, 
admitting serious evils in 
' ^ the working of the High 

Court of Justice; a full 
X working day was appro- 

4 priated for the occasion; the 

learned Judges met at 11 a.m. 

U (nominally) and rose 

promptly for luncheon, and 
for the day, at 1*30 p.m. 
Two-and-a-nalf hours’ work, 
during which each of the 
j twenty-eight judicial per- 
sonages no doubt devoted all 
his faculties and experience 
to the discovery, discussion, 
and removal of the admit- 
tedly numerous defects in 
the working of the Judica- 
ture Acts ! Two-and-a-half 
WSs SKKh hours, which might have 

been stolen from the relaxa- 
tions of a Saturday after- 
\ \ WamBBm noon ! Two - and - a - half 

hours, for which the tax- 
! payers of the United King- 

/ hundred 

guineas! Truly the spectacle 
' ' ' is eminently calculated to 
inspire the country with 
|iv//4W^Vv\\\ conndence and hopes of re- 

|v form .” — Extract from LeU 
T%mes,'] 

Scene— -4 Room at the 
Royal Courts, Lord 
Chancellor, Lord 
Chief Justice, Mas- 
TER of tbe Rolls, 
Lords Justices, Jus- 

L, C. 'Well, I’mTery 
glad to see you all look- 
ing so well, but can any- 
one tell me wky weVe 

L, C, J. Talking of 
meetings, do you remem- 
ber that Exeter story 
dear old Jack Tompkins 
Rsed to tell on the West- 
ern Circuit? 

\Froceeds to tell Jack 
Tompkins’s story at 
great length to great 
3. interest of Chancery 

Judges. 

— Jf. R, {who has listened 

). Why, my dear fellow, it isn’t a Western 
was on the Northern Circuit at Applehy. 






1 "/kI 



can make use of it yourself ? ” again, substituting Applehy for 

Yet again. The Marchioness of Loam- JSxeter, At the conclusion of story, 
SHIRE was on the point of crossing a Great laughter fi'om Chancery 
puddle. Judges. Common Law Judges /ooli; 

Naturally I divested myself of my great- hored, having all told same story 

coat, and threw it as a bridge across ber on and about their own Circuits, 

Ladyship’s dirty walk. ^ L, C, Yery good— very good — ^used 

The Marchioness smiled, but her Lady- to tell it myself on the South Wales 


ship has never forgotten the circumstance, Circuit — hut what have we met for ? 
ana I have the coat still by me. Lord Justice A, 1 say, what do you 

And yet some people declare that the think about tHs cross-examination 

wives of Members of the House of Lords fuss ? It seems to me 

are wanting in consideration ! L, C, J, Talking of cross-examina- 


Believe me, dear Mr. Punch, 

^ Yours enthusiastically, 
The Cringeries, Low Booingto^i. 


S. Nob. 


Notice.— No. XXY. of “ TraveHing Companions ” next week. 


L, C, J, Talking of cross-examina- 
tion— do you fellows remember tbe ^ 
excellent story dear old Johnnie *' > 
Browbeat used to teU about the 
Launceston election petition ? 

[Proceeds to tell story in much detail, 
able at its conclusion. 



Fee-simple. 

C. looks uncomfort- 
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M, It. [cutting in). Why, my dear fellow, 
it wasn't Launceston at all, it was Lancaster, 
and . . 

* {Tells story all over again to the Cnan- 
cery Judges. . 

L, C. Yes— excellent. I thought it took 
place at Chester — but; really, now, we must 
get to business. So, first of all, will anyone 
kindly tell me what the business is ? 

Mr, Justice A. [a very young Judge). 
Well, the fact is, I belieYe the Public 

Chorus of Judges. The what ? 

Mr. Justice A. [with hesitation). Why — I 
was going to say there seems to be a sort of 
discontent amongst the Public 

L. C. [with dignity). Really, really— what 
have we to do with the Public ? ^ But in case 
there should be any truth in this extraordi- 
nary statement, I think we ^ght as well ap- 
point a Committee to look into it, and then 
we can meet again some day and hear what 
it is all about. 

L. C. J. Yes, a Committee by all means ; 
the smaller the better. “ Too many cooks,’’ 
as dear old Hoeace puts it. 

M. It. Talldng of cooks, isn’t it about 
lunch time ? 

{General consensus of opinion in favour of 
lunching. As they adjourn^ L. C. J. 
tains Chancery Judges to tell them a story 
about something that happened at Bod- 
min^ and, to prevent mistakes, tells it 
in West Country dialect. M. It. imme- 
diately repeats it in strong Yorkshire, 
and lays the venue at Bradford. Besult ; 
that the whole of Her Majesty’s Courts 
in London were closed for one day. 


THE HERO OF THE SUMMER SALE. 

{By our own Irivate and Confidential Foetess.) 

I WOULD I loved some belted Earl, 

Some Baronet, or K.C.B., 

But I ’m a most unhappy girl. 

And no such luck ’s in store for me ! 

I would I loved some Soldier bold, 

Who leads his troops where cannons pop, 
But if the bitter truth be told — 

I love a man who walks a shop ! 

For oh ! a King of Men is he — 

With princely strut and stiffened spine — 
So his, and his alone, shall be, 

This fondly f oohsh heart of mine ! 


THE LAY OE THE LITIGANT. 

[After Hood. Also after Coleridyds [C.J.) 
Letter to the Lo^'d Chancellor on the decay of 
Legal Business. ) 

I RE3£EMBEE, I remember 
The Law when I was born, 

The Sedeants, brothers of the coif. 

The Judges dead and gone. 

The Judicature Acts to them 
Were utterly unknown ; 

It was a fearful ignorance — 

Oh, would it were my own ! 

I remember, I remember 
The worthy Proctor ” race, 

The “Posteas,” and the “ Elegits,” 

The “ Actions on the Case.” 

The “ Error ” each Attorney’s Clerk 
Did wilfully abet. 

The days of “Bills’’ in Eguity — 

Some bills are living yet ! 

I remember, I remember 

The years of “ Jarndyce'^ jaw, 

ITie lively game of shuttlecock 
’Twixt Equity and Law. 

Tribunals then were “ Courts ” indeed 
That are “Divisions” now, 

And SHken Gowns have feared the frowns 
Upon a “ Baron’s ” brow. 

We rememberj we remember 
The jdourishmg of trumps. 

When Parliament took up our wrongs, 
And manned the legal pumps. 

Those noble Acts (they said) would end 
Obstructions and d^ay, 

And ne’er again would litigants 
The piper have to pay. 

I remember, I remember 
Expenses, mountains high ; 

I used to think, when duly “ taxed,” 
They ’d vanish by-and-by. v 
It was a foolish confidence, 

But now ’tis little joy 
To know that Law’s as slow and dear 
As when I was a boy I 
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On Remnant Days — ^from morn tiR night. 
When blows fall fast, and words run high, 
When frenzied females fiercely fight 
For bargains that they long to buy — 

From hot attack he does not fiinch. 

But stands his ground with visage pale, 
And all the time looks every inch 
The Hero of that Summer Sale ! 

For oh ! a King of Men is he — 

Whom shop-assistants call to “ Sign ! ” 
So his, and his alone, shaR be 
This fondly f ooRsh heart of mine ! 


Monday, Jan. 18, 1892, “Bath and West 
of England’s Society’s Cheese School at 
Frome.” Of this School, the Times, judging 
by results, speaks highly of “the practical 
character of the instruction given at the 
School.” This is a bad look-out for Eton and 
Harrow, not to say for Winchester and West- 
minster also. All parents who wish their 
chRdren to he “ quite the cheese ” in Society 
generally, and particularly for Bath and the 
West of England, where, of course, Society is 
remarkably exclusive, cannot do better, it is 
evident, than send them to the Bath and 
West of England Cheese School. 


OUR BOOKING-OFEICE. 

One of the Baron’s Deputy-Readers has 
been looking through Mr. G. W, Henley’s 
Lyra Heroica ; a Book of Verse for Boys. 
(David Nutt, London.) This is his apprecia- 
t i 0 n : — Mr. 

Henley has 
tacked his 
name to a col- 
lection which 
contains some 
noble poems, 
some (but not 
much) trash, 
and a good 
many pieces, 
which, how- 
ever poetical 
they may be, 
are certainly 
not heroic, 
seeing that 
they do not 
express “ the 
simpler sen- 
timents, and 
the more elemental emotions” (I tise Mr. 
Henley’s prefatory words), and are scarcely 
the sort ot verse that boys are likely, or 
ought to care about. To be sure, Mr. Hen- 
ley guards himself on the score ^ of bis 
“personal equation” — I tjust his boys 
understand what he means. My own per- 
sonal equation makes me doubt whether Mr. 
Henley has done well in including such 
pieces as, for instance, Herbert’s '‘^Memento 
Mori,^^ Curran’s “ The Deserter, Swin- 
burne’s “ The Oblation. and Alfred 
Austin’s “J« Life Worth Living?^' If 
Mr. Henley, or anybody else who happens 
to possess a personal equation, wiR point out 
to me the heroic quality in these poems, I 
shaR feel deeply grateful. And how, in the 
name of aR that is or ever was heroic, has 

Auld Lang Syne^^ crept into this collec- 
tion of heroic verse ? As for Mr. Alfred 
Austin, I cannot think by what right he 
secures a. place in such a compRation. 1 have 
rarely read a piece of his which did not con- 
tain at least one glaring infeHcity. In “ is 
Life Worth Living ? ” he teRs us of “ blithe 
herds,” which (in compRance with the obvious 
necessities of rhyme, but for no other reason) 
Wend homeward with unwoary feet, 
Carolling like the birds.” 

Further on we find that 

“ England’s trident-sceptre roams 
Her territorial seas,” 

merely because the unfortunate sceptre has 
to rhyme somehow to “ EngRsh homes.” 

But I have a further complaint against Mr. 
Henley. He presumes, in the most fantastic 
manner, to alter the well-known titles of 
celebrated poems. “ The Isles of Greece ” is 
made to masquerade as “ The Glory that was 
Greece ” : “ Auld Lang Syne ” becomes “ The 
Goal of Life,” and “ Tom BowUne^^ is con- 
verted into “ The Perfect SaRor.” This surely 
(a^ain I use the words of Mr. Henley) “ is a 


On the Traill. — It is suggested that in 
future M.P. should stand for Minor Poet. 
Would this satisfy Mr. Lewes Morris ? Or 
would he insist on being gazetted as a Major Y 


thing preposterous, and distraught.” On 
the whole, I cannot think that Mr. PLenIey 
has done his part weR. His manner is bad. 
His selection, it seems to me, is open to grave 
censure, on broader grounds than the mere 
personally; equational of which he speaks, and 
his choppings, and sub-titles, and so forth, 
are not commendable. The irony of literary 
history has apparently ordained, that Mr. 
Henley should first patronise, and then 
“ cut,” both Campbell and Macaulay. Was 
the shade of Macaulay disturbed when he 
learnt that Mr. Henley considered his '‘^Battle 
of Naseby^^ both “ vicious and ugly” ? 

Baron de Boor -Worms & Co, 


NOTICR — Rejected Communications or Contributionsi, whether MS., Printed Matter, Rrawifigs, or Pictures oi any aescirlptioa, wm 
in no case be returned, noi even When accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To tins rttle 
there will be no exception. 
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RECEIPT AGAINST INFLUENZA. 

Dear Sir, — I send yon this gratis* 
It is for everyhody’s benefit, 

Yonrs. 

(jeor&e G-uzzletoist, X.M.D, 
P.S. — I give “ CcencB prescription 
nem'*^ only, as the “ JPrescrip : pran- 


\ -tiii'uV, nem^' only, as the Jrrescrtp : pran- 

^ 'V Ai-lii •'& dialis^^ can be taken out of this with 


~ -y/ 

A\ \ ?;'Vr^,vv - 










'. variations. 

'^1 'yj 'uS"'f Ostr: frigid: li doz. 

' li y \V^<V 1 55a XYi 3 

'\' pom: terr: fervese: . . . f 83 

Ad Hoc: bib: sextarium . . . J rnx. 

Ovem; torrid: . 3ss. 

virides: ad. lib. 

Per: dix: anas: agrestis: ) f5ij. 

j 'jj vOr \;i Oondim ; pan: autaliquid: i fvijss. 

I !' I':; ■.T‘'i '"’I Prunosus: botnlus: aaf3vj. 

■ fi ‘"‘'I Condim: prand: ant lact:)^^. 

f I-''; ^ . Devonii- 


wmm 


' J/.y i 













Devonii- , . , ( ^ 

Liq. Pomm: et Gr: *84 . . . ^ , 

Ant Mo: et Chand: ’84 . . . . f ^ 

Fiat haust: sec : vel test: qudque 
Ivor a : extra liord ccenm: regu- 
lariter smnendum. 

Si opus sit: Misce; ag: sodsc . . 5^-, 
3Iisce : ot : grog : h»s.s. Si opus sit 
aut non. 


f ' i‘iR/1' li Literary Gardening.— A Cor- 

respondent, signing himself “ Stul- 

. TUS IN Hortit or Hort-u-not ? ” 

GOOD STAYER/^ wites^ “Please Sir, if my boy John 

rr. T. « -r, » « ^ ^ P®^»’ ^^^t WiU it 

The Dealer said, “The Mare could Stay eor Ever. ’ She seemed inclined to do so when come npP” Answer paidr—A Jon- 

JONES WISHED TO BE AFTER THE HOUNDS. quill. 


TO THE QUEEN. | 

(From the Nation,) 

UuEENLT as womanly, those words that start 
From sorrow’s lip strike home to sorrow’s 
heart. 

Madam, onr griefs are one ; 

But yonrs, from kinship close and your high 
place, ^ [grace 

The keener, mourning him in youth’s glad 
Who loved you as a son. 

We mourn him too. Our wreaths of votive 
fiowers 

Speak, mutely, for us. The deep gloom that 
lowers 

To-day across the land 
Is no mere pall of ceremonial grief. 

’Tis hard in truth, though reverent belief 
Bows to the chastening hand. 

Hard— for his parents, that young bride, and 
you, 

Bearer of much bereavement, woman true, 
And patriotic Oueen I [pain. 

We hear the courage striking through the 
As always in your long, illustrious reign. 
Which siiinking ne’er hath seen, — 

Shrinking from high-strung duty, the brave 
way 

Of an imperial spirit. So to-day 
Your People bow— in pride. 

The sympathy of millions is your own. 

May Glory long be guardian of your Throne, 
Love ever at its side ! 


Entirely Unsolicited Testimonial. — 
^'‘Dartmoor, — Gentlemen, — Two years ago I 
wrote somebody else’s name with one of your 
pens. Since tnen I have used no other. 
Yours faithfully, A. F. Orger. 
“To Messrs. Steal, Knibbs & Co.” 


^^LA GEIPPE.^" 

(“J’m a devil ! Vm a devil P* croaked Farnahy 
Madge's Raven ^Grip' : And this is a raven~mad 
sort of Rdyar-AllanFoem hy Tin qui est Grippd,) 
Once upon a midnight dreary 
Coming home I felt so weary, 

Felt, qh ! many a pain ; so curious, 

Which I ’d never felt before. 

Then to bed, — no chance of napping, 
Blankets, rugs about me wrapping. 
Feverish burning pains galore. 

“ Oh ! I’ve got it ! oh ! ” I muttered, 

“ Influenza ! ! what a bore ! I ” 

Only this! 1 — Oh! ! — Hothing more! ! 

Oh ! my head and legs are aching ! 

How I ’m freezing ! How I ’m baking ! 
Clockwork in my cerebellum I ' 

Oh ! all over me I ’m sore ! 

In my bed I ’m writhing, tossing, 

Yet I’m in a steamer, crossing. 

While Hiraley’s Yenice bossing. 

I ’m “ against ” and Bussell for ” 

In a case about the Fcho^ 

Somewhere out at Singapore ! 

It ’s delirium ! I ! Hotmhg more. 

Then a Doctor comes in tapping 
Me all over, tapping, rappmg. 

And with ear so close and curious 
Pressed to stethoscope, “ Once more,” 
Says he, “sing out ninety-ninely, 

How again ! ^ You do it finely ! 

Yes ! Hot bigger than a wine lee. 

There ’s the mischief, there ’s the corps 
Of the insect that will kill us. 

Hiding there is the Bacillus ; 

Only that^ and nothing more ! ” 

“ Why ’s he here with fear to fill us ? i 
Will he leave me, this Bacillus ? 

Hot one bone do I feel whole in. 

And of strength I ’ve lost my store.” 
Thus I to the Doctor talking, 

Ask “When shall I go out walking ” ? 


R% my earnest gueries baulking, 

Says, “ When all this trouble’s o’er.” 

“ Monday ? Tuesday ? Wednesday ? Thuxs- 
Friday? Saturday? Sunday? or [day? 
In a week ? ” “ Um ! — not before.” 



















“ Doctor ! ” cried I, “ catch this evil 
Fiend ! Bacillus ! ! Microbe ! ! devil ! I 
Second syllable in Tem-pest ! 

Send Mm to Plutonian Shore. 

Send him back to where he came from, 
To the place he gets his fame from, 

To the place he takes his name from ; 

Kickliim out of my front door ! ” 

So the Doctor feels my pulse, and, 

As I drop upon the floor, 

duoth the Doctor, “ Some days more , ” 


voi* CII. 
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TRUTHFUL BUT NOT CONSCIENTIOUS. 


Elderly Dowager, ‘‘ISTow, Perkins, I require your Honest Opinion, Don’t you 
THINK THIS Dress suits mb?” 

Perkim {who has been cautioned always to speak the truths on pain oj losing her place^ warily), 
“Oh yes, my Lady, it suits your Ladyship quite — ^as one may say— quite ‘down to 
THE Ground ! ’ ” 


^^OUT IN THE COLDr^ 

[“ I am like a traveller lost in the snow, who 
begins to get stiff and to smk down while the 
snowflakes cover him. In fact, I am gradually 
losing interest in politics, but the feeling, like that 
of the traveller sinking under the snow, is a pleasant 
one.” — Prince Bismarck to the Deputation of 
Leipsic StudentsJ\ 

Air — ‘ ‘ Excelsxor ! ’ ’ 

The century was waning fast, 

As through a wintry waste there passed 
A man, who "bore, ^mid snow and ice, 

A banner with the strange device, 

Excel no more ! 

His brows were blanched ; his eye beneath 
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath ; 

Red fields had heard his armour clang. 

But now he smiled and softly sang, 

Excel no more ! 

In barracks huge he saw the might 
Of mailed hosts arrayed for fight ; 

Afar the fierce Frank bayonets shone, 

And horn his lips escaped a moan. 

Excel no more ! 

“ Think of the Past ! ” the young men said, 
“ Like Saul you towered by the head 
Midst those three Titans, Prussia’s pride ! ” 
Softly that once stern voice replied, 

“ Excm no more ! ” 

“ Oh, stay,” the young men cried, “ and mix 
Once more in Teuton Politics ! ” 

“ Nay,” said the Titan, “ I grow old, 

And, like poor Tom, I am a- cold ! 

Excel no more ! ” 

“ Beware the snow-encumbered branch ! 
Beware the whelming avalanche ! ” 

“ Thanks I ” he replied. “ I know, I know. 
But— well, I rather like the snow ! 

Excel no more ! ” 

“ Lost in the snow ! An easy death ! 

Gentle surcease of mortal breath ! 

I sink, I stiffen, I ’m foredone ! 

The feeling though ’s a pleasant one ; 

Excel no more ! ” 

The traveller by his faithful hound 
Half -buried in the snow was found, 

StiH muttering from a mouth of ice 
That banner’s late and strange device, 

Excel no more ! 

There in the snow-drift cold and grey. 

Silent, but stalwart, still he lay. 

Great “ Blood-and-Iron,” brave and bold, 
But— for the nonce — “ Out in the Cold ! ” 
Excel no more ? 


PARLIAMENT IN SPORT; 

Or, A Meeting in Earnest. 

[“ Perhaps the popularity of the competition in 
national sport between the different parts of the 
Empire is worthy of the serious attention of states- 
men . . . Mr. Astley Cooper proposes rowing, 
running and cricket . . . There is something fasci- 
nating m the idea of such a Pan-Britannic gather- 
ing.”— Paper. "I 

Tm Speaker, having taken his seat in the 
Pavilion, the Minister for Cricket rose to move 
the third reading of The Six-balls-to-an-over 
Bill. 

The Right Hon. Gentleman said that the 
amount of time wasted in changing sides, 
although the field did their best to mmimise 
the loss by assuming a couple of positions 
alternately, was very serious— especially in a 
first-class match. 

The Member for Melbourne begged to ask 
what was a first-class match ? 

The Member for Sydney replied, certainly 
not a match between Canada and Victoria. 
{Laughter.) How everyone was aware that 


IT ew South W ales ( ‘ ‘ Question ! Order ! 

Order He begged pardon, he was in 
order. 

The Speaker. I really must request 
silence. The Minister for Cricket is intro- 
ducing a most important measiure, and the 
least we can do is to receive his statement 
with adequate attention. {General cheering.) 

The Minister for Cricket continued, and 
said that the measure he had the honour to 
commend to their careful consideration would 
not only lengthen the over, but also allow 
Cricket to be played all the year round. 

The Minister for Football begged to renund 
his Right Hon. friend that he had promised 
to consider tib.at matter in Committee. What 
would become of Football were Cricket to be 
played continuously ? ( “ JETaar , hear .' ” ) 

The Member for Bombay thought that a 
matter of no moment. In India Polo was of 
infinitely more importance than Football, and 
he could not help remarking that, in the 


Imperial Parliament, representing so many 
sports, and so many Colonies, where every 
great interest was represented, and well 
rOTesented, Polo was absolutely ignored. 
{Cheers.) 

The Minister for Aquatic Sports agreed with 
the Hon. Member. Polo was entirely of 
sufllcient interest to warrant the creation of a 
special department for its guardianship. But 
at present he was responsible for it. He 
hoped soon to be able to welcome a colleague 
who woidd make its interests his continual 
study. ( ‘ ‘ Hear^ hear ) 

The Minister for Cricket concluded by 
thanking the House for the attention the 
Hon. Members had given to the subject, and 
sat down amidst loud applause. 

A division being taken, the Bill was carried 
by 127 to 96. The majority were composed, of 
Australians and Canadians, and the minority 
were Africans, Indians, and miscellaneous 
Colonists. The House then adjourned. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

ISTo. XXY. 

Scene — ^ear Torcello, Culchard and Pobbury are seated side hy 
side in the gondola^ which is threading its way between low banks^ 
bright tvith clumps of Michaelmas daisies and pomegranate-trees 
laden with red fruit. Both Culchard and Podbury are secretly 
nervous and anxious for encouragement, 

Podbury {humming In Old Madrid^ ^ with sentiment), La- 
doodle-iim-La-doodle-oo : La-doodle-um-te-dimipty-loodle-oo ! I 
think she rather seemed to like me — ^those first days at Brussels, 
don^t you f 

Culchard {absently). Did she ? I daresay. ( Whistling “ The 
Wedding March^^ softly.) Few-fee; di-fee-fee-few-few; few- 
fiddledy-fee-fiddledy-few-iew-few-fee. I fancy I’m right in my 
theory, eh P 

Podb, Oh, T should say so— yes. What theory ? 

Culch, {annoyed), Wliat theory ? Why, the one I ’ve been explain- 
ing to you for the last ten minutes !— that all this harshness of hers 
lately is really, when you come to analyse it, 
a decidedly encouraging s3nnptom. 

Podb, But I shouldn’t have said Miss 
Trotter was exactly harsh to me— lately, at 
all events. 

Culch, {with impatience). Miss Trotter ! 

You I What an egotist you are, my dear 
fellow J I was referring to myself and Mss 
pRENDERGAST. And vou cau’t deny that, 

both at Nuremberg and Constance, she 

Pobd, {with careless optimism). Oh, she ’ll 
come round all right, never fear. I only 
wish I was half as safe witii Miss Trotter ! 

Culch, {mollified). Don’t be too down- 
hearted, my dear Podbury. I happen to 
know that she likes you-^she told me as 
much last night. Did Miss Prendergast — 
er — say anything to that efiect about me f 
Podb, Well, — ^not exactly, old chap— not 
to me, at least. But I say, Miss Trotter 
didn’t tell you that f Not really f Hooray I 
Then it ’s all right — she may have me, after 
all! 

Culch, {chillingly), I should advise you 
not to be over confident. {A silence follows , 
which endures until they reach the landing- 
steps at Torcello.) They are here, you see 
—those are evidently their gondolas, I recog- 
nise those two cloais. Now the best thing 
we can do is to separate. 

Podb, {springing out). Right you are I {To 
himself.) I’U draw the church first, and see 
if she ’s there. {Approaches the door of 
Santa Maria: a Voice within, apparently 
reading aloud ; ‘ ‘ Six balls^ or rather almonds, 
of purple marble veined with white are set 
around the edge of the pulpit, and form 
Us only deco-^ation.^^) Hypatia, by J'ove! 

Narrow shave that I {He goes round to hack. 

Culch. {comes up to the door). I know I 
^all ^d her here. Lucky I know that 
Torcello chapter m “ The Stones ” very nearly 
by heart {Beaches threshold, A Voice 
within. '' Well I guess Pm going to climb up and sit in that old 
amphitheatre there, and see how U feels ! ”) Good heavens — 
^ n as possible-I think I ’U go up to the 

top 01 the Campanile and see if I can’t discover where Hypatia is. 

[He ascends the tower. 

In the Belfry, 

Podb.iarriving breathlesss, and finding Culchard craning eagerly 
forwar^. Oh, so ym ^me up too ? -WeU, can you her F ^ 

bie’s just turned the comer! {Vexed.) She’s 

the'grass hiw! 

Together ? That s a nxusance I Now we diall have to 
wa^hU&ey se^aia^sitte to squabble, sooner or later. 

“ perfectly audibU above). I guess we ’U 
give Ruseot a rest now, Htpatia. I ’m dying for a talk I ’m iuS 
as enchanted as I can be to hear you ’ve dismissed Mr! Podbtox. 
Aim i expect you can guess why, 

P od&. {in a whisper), 1 say, Culchard, thev ’re a-oine- to talk Ahmif 

"“cwWrlalinf Better let ’SknfwTe’re^re^ 

li-Sy?' the use of fustling like that? {Yodels.) Lul- 


Miss P.’s V. "Well, my dear Maud, I confess that I 

Culch. It ’s quite impossible to make them hear down there, and 
it ’s no fault of ours if their voices reach us occasionally. And it 
does seem to me, Podbury, that, in a matter which may be of vital 
importance to me— to us both — ^it would be absurd to be over- 
scrupulous. But of course you will please yourself. I intend to 
remain where I am. 

[Podbury makes a faint-hearted attempt to go, but ends by 
resigning himself to the situation. 

MissT.^s V,^ Now, Hypatia Prendergast, don’t tell me you’re 
not interested in him I And he ’s more real suited to you than ever 
Mr. Podbury was. Now,^ isn’t that so ? 

Culch. {withdrawing his head). Did you hear, Podbury ? She ’s 


Isn't she an angel? Be quiet, now. I 



“ Hypatia, by Jove ! ” 


actually pleading for me ! 
must hear the answer! 

Miss P.^s V. I — I don’t know, really.^ But, Maud, I want to speak 
to you about — Somebody. You can’t think how he adores you, poor 
fellow ! I have noticed it for a long time. 

Podb. (beaming). Culchard ! You beard ? She ’s putting in a 
word for me. What a brick that girl is ! 

Miss^ T.'s V. I guess he ’s pretty good at 
concealing his feelings, then. He’s been 
keeping far enough away ! 

Miss P.'s V, That was my fault. I kept 
him by me. You see, I believed you had 
quite decided to accept Mr. Culchard. 

Miss T.'s V, Well, it does strike me that, 
considering he was adoring me all this time, 
he let himself be managed tolerable easy. 
[Podbury shakes his head in protestation. 
Miss P.'s V, Ab, but let me explain. I 
could only keep him quiet by threatening to 
go home by myself, and dear Bob is such a 

devoted brother that 

Podb, Brother! I say, Culchard, she 
can’t be meaning Bob all this time ! She 
can't! Can she now? 

Culch. How on earth can I tell ? If it is 
so, you must he a philosopher, my dear fellow, 
and hear it— that ’s all. 

Miss P.'s V, That does alter the case, 
doesn’t it ?^ And I may tell him there ’s some 
hope for Mm? You mustn’t judge Mm by 
what he is with Ms friend, Mr. Podbury. 
Bob has such a muck stronger and finer 
character ^ 

Miss T's V, Oh. well, if he couldn’t stand 
up more on Ms edge than Mr, Podbury ! 
Not that I mind Mr. Podbury any, there ’s 
no harm in him, but he ’s too real frivolous 
to amount to much. 

Podb. {collapsing). Frivolous ! From her 
too I Oh, hang it all ! 

[He buries his head in his hands with a 
groan. 

Miss T.'s V, WeU, see here, Hypatia. 
I ’ll take your brother on trial for a spell, to 
oblige you— there. I cannt say more at 
present. And now— about the other. I want 
to know just how you feel about Mm. 

Culch. The other ! — that ’s Me I I wish to 
goodness you wouldn’t make aU that noise, 
71 .r- Ti j Tj- / T just when it ’s getting interesting ! 

Jfiw P, s V, {very low). What is^the good? Nothing wOl bring 
Mm back — now ! 

Culch. Nothing ? How little she knows me ! 

Miss T.'s V. 1 hope you don’t consider me nothing. And a word 
Horn me would bring Mm along pretty smart. The only question 
IS, whether I ’m to say it or not ? 

Miss P.'s V, {muffled). Dar-ling ! 

Culch. I really think I might almost venture to go down, now, eh, 
Fodbury? {No answer.) Selfish brute! [Indignantly. 

Miss T.s V. But mind tMs— if he comes, you’ve got to care for 
nim the whole length of your boa — ^you won’t persuade binn to run in 
couples with anybody else. That ’s why he broke away the first 

because you thought I was 
at the bottom of it. But it was aU his pride. He ’s too real inde- 
pendent to share chances with anybody alive. 

Culch. How thoroughly she understands me ! 

Miss T.'s V. Amd I guess Charley will grow out of the great 
Amurr can Novel in time — it’s not going ever to grow out of him, 
anyway ! ® * 

Culch. (bewildered), Charley ? I don’t see why she shouldmention 
VAN Boodeler now I 

Miss T,'s V. I like Charley ever so much, and I ’m not going 
to nave mm cavort around along with a circus of suitors under 
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VOWS. So, if I thouglit there was any chance of — ^well, say 
Mr. CULCHAKD * ^ 


Miss 8 FI [indignant). Maud! how can yon? That odious 

hypocritical creature 1 If you knew how I despised and 1 

MissT.^sV. Well, my dear, he’s pretty paltry— hut we’U let 
imn go at that — I guess his shares have gone down considerable all 
round. 

Culch, PoDBiTBT, I — — ^this conversation is evidently not intended 
^or— for other — ears. I don’t know whether vow have heard enough, 
I shall go down ! 

Podb. [with a ghastly chuckle). Like your shares, eh, old chap ? 
^ 1 matter. Well, ready enough to go. 

Only, for goodness’ sake, let’s get away without being seen ! 

[They slip softly down the senes of inclined planes^ and out to the 
ajffijps, where they re- embark, jds their gondola pushes off^ 
Mr. Teottee and Bob Peendeeoast appear from the Museum. 
Mr. T. T^y, land sakes ! ain’t that Mr. Podbuet and Mr. CuL- 
c^ED ? Hi ! You ain’t ever going away ? There ’s my darter and 
Miss Hypatia around somewhere. — They ’ll be dreadful disappointed, 
to have missed you ! 

Fodb. [with an hei'oic attempt at cheeriness). We — we ’re awfully 
disappointed to have missed them^ Mr. Teotter. Afraid we can’t 
stop now ! Goodbye ! 

[CuLCHAED^ pulls his hat-brim over his eyes and makes a sign to the 
gondoliers to get on quickly ; Mr. Teottee comments with audible 
astonishment on their departure to Bob, who preserves a discreet 
silence. 



A PALMY DAY AT ST. RAPHAEL. 

Villa Magali. — Delicious climate! Stuaet-Rendel says it “re- 
minds him of Devonshire, without the damp.” Mention of Devon- 
stoe reminds me of the Duke. Try to point out to my friends that 

the Bossendale Election shows conclusively Curious I Friends 

all get up and go out ! Seems that Andrew Claeee specially told 
thera I was to ‘‘avoid all excitement, over- exertion, and talk about 
politics I ” Wish Claeke would not be so unreasonable. Must talk 
about Rossendale to somebody. 

Off to Hyeres—to see Childers. Find Childers tolerably chatty. 
Doesn’t seem to care so much about Rossendale result as I should 
have expected. Stuaet-Rendel comes to fetch me. iJiem I Off. 
jdit Monte Carlo.— fEedi. so well, have looked in here. Meet 
Wells, the “ Champion Plunger.” Asks me if I ’ve got a system ; 
he ’s “ been losing heavily, and would be glad of any hint.” Suggest 
his putting on the numbers of Rossendale Majority. Wells seems 
pleased at idea. Does so at once, and loses 10,000 francs straight off. 
Meet him in grounds afterwards, and try to explain real signmcance 
of Rossendale election. Wells disappears. Curious! Ciaw Andrew 
Clarke have got at Wells? 

Golfe San Juan. — French war-ships in Bay. Admiral might like 
to know my views on Rossendale ana politics generally. Taken on 
board. Admiral much interested in Maden’s victory. Admiral 
asks if it was the “ Grand Frix ” that Maden won ? Find he thinks 
MADENisahorse. Disappointing. \^Query — Andrew Clarke again?] 
Sent on shore in boat, amid cheers from sailors. Gratifying. 

Pack to St. Faphael. — Tired, but on the whole gratified 'svith my 
day. Friends gained to hear what I’ve done, and threaten to 
telegraph for Sir Andrew! Shall pacE up and return. Letter 
from Moelet begging me to stay where I am. Odd! Can Sir 
Andrew have got at John Moeley ? Bed, and think it over. 


Brother Brush, A.R.A. — Stan* up, Stanhope Forbes! and 
receive our congratulations on your election. Stan-hope deferred 
maketh the painter’s ’art sick of waiting, and now A Fobbes, not 
The Forbes (which his name is James Staats, C. L. C. & D. R., 
&c., &c.), but the Stanhope A-foresaid, has obtained his first grade. 
With what pleasure will the Art-loving Chairman see his Stanhope 
“on the line! ” In Burlington House, of course we mean, as else- 
where, the situation would be one of no slight danger. 


“Pleased as Punch.” — A paragraph in the D. T. informed 
Mr. F. and the public generally, that “Dr, Robson Roose and Mr, 
Allingham are contented with Mr. Edward Lawson’s progress.” 
“H Box”— “And Cox”— “are satisfied,” then of aU Mr. E. L.’s 
friends in front none will be more delighted to hear of his complete 
recovery than his neighbour, Mr. Punch, of 85, Fleet Street. 


Something ISTew in Soap.— The Soap Trade is stUl booming. 
Almost every week appears a fresh candidate for public favour, its 
claim based upon some aRuring speciality. We hear of a newcomer 
likely to take the cake (of soap). On all the walls, and in most of 
the advertisement columns, presently blaze forth its proud 
legend : — “ The Satisfactory Soap— Won’t Wash Anything.” 


LEGAL IMPROVEMENTS. 

In order to husband our Judicial Staef, in future a Judge 

WILL BE EXPECTED TO HEAR TWO CASES AT THE SAME TIME. 

Portrait of a Judge trying a Theatrical “ Cause Celebre,” 
AND A nice question AS TO A “ ReMAINDER-MAN ” AND A “TENANT 
IN Tail Male.*' 


HIGH (BBEEBOHM) TEEESON ! 

Dear^ Mr. Punch, — I see that Mr. Beerbohm Tree in his recent 
production of JBCamlet has introduced a novelty into the tragedy by 
mventing fresh business. Unauthorised hy the text, he has included 
Ophelia amongst the Court “ attendants,” and, finding her on the 
stage, has indulged in a dignified fiirtation (in dumb show), worthy of 
the hero of UIBnfant Frodigue himself. !^ow I think this a great 
improvement, and were the masterpiece to be “written up ” through- 
out on the same lines, l am sure the representation woula he received 
with enthusiasm. It might be. that the performance would be a little 
longer but think of the enormous gain in interest. To show you 
what i mean, I take the first five lines of the opening Act : — 

shae:speare»S],yersion. 

Scene I. — Flsimre. A Platform before the Castle, Francisco on 
his post. JEnter to him Bernardo. 

. Who’s there ? 

Francisco. Yay answer me : stand and unfold yourself ! 

This passage, furnished with proper business, might be rendered 
the means of showing the sort of life led by Laertes, justifying the 
advice subsequently given to him by Folonms more appropriate to 
the conditions of the case as now (for the first time) fully divulged. 
Thus— I give my view of the matter : — 

AMENDED VERSION. 

Scene I. — Flsinore. A Platform before the Castle. As the Curtain 
rises, shouts and laughs are heard without. A Village Maiden 
rushes in, as if pursued. She hides herself^ behind the sentry- 
box, and then escapes. Francisco, who is on his post, looks 
about, and is surrounded by Danish Gallants, who have come in 
pursuit of the^ 3faiden. He threatens them with his arms, and 
only one remains, who seems overcome by wine. The intoxicated 
Gallant is masked, and evidently very much the worse for liquor. 
He clumsily draws his sword. Eiba^oi^oo is about to despatch 
him, when the mask falls, and in the dissipated reveller the 
Sentry recognises the bloated features of Laertes, He imme- 
diately presents arms, as Laertes is his superior officer. Laertes, 
half-sobered hy this suggestion of discipline, wishes to retire 
unseen, and gives largesse to Francisco. The Sentry is greatly 
gratified, when to them enters Bernardo, 

Per. "^o’s there? 

Fran, [sheltering Laertes, who stealthily retires by a rope-ladder 
which falls from the battlements to the moat below). J^ay, answer 
me. Stand and unfold yourself ! 

By my version I re^y introduce a most interesting underplot, 
which, in my opinion, is ec^tually pleasing and quite as aefensible as 
Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s business with O^elia. 

Yours, A Stickler. 
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HUMAN NATURE. 

Jones has alioays m'ofessed the greatest Indi^erence to {and contempt for) all Press Criticisms on his JVorh {although he talccs in all the Papers), 





Yet this is what he looked like 

WEEK HIS NEW NOVBL WAS PRONOUNCED A 

Work or Genius by the Upper Toorrm 

JbXPRESS. 



And this is how he appeared when the 
North Clapham Gazette dismissed that 
Immortal Book as a Piece of Drivellino 
Senile Twaddle. 


And this is the way he treats all 
Newspapers, Reviews, Periodicals, &o., 
&o., that leave the Immortal Book un- 
noticed ! 


THE ATTACK ON THE '^CAPITAL/' 

A Lay of Modem London, 

[Arrangements have "been made for great political meetings in the Metropolis, 
at which the Liberal Leaders will be the principal speakers.] 

Harcurtius of the triple chin, hy the Nine Points he swore 
The Capital should sufier from Tory sway no more ; 

By the Nine^Points he swore it, and named a trysting day, 

And.bade his messengers ride forth east and west, and south and r or th , 
To summon his array. 

East and west, and south and north the messengers ride fast ; 

From Eennin^on to Poplar they Ve heard the trumpet’s blast. 
Shame on the false Caucusian who loiters in his Club 
When triple-chin’ d Harcurtius prepares the foe to drub ! 

Too long the Capital hath borne the stubborn Tory yoke, 

Too long the Liberals have failed to strike a swashing stroke. 
Betrayed to Tory clutches by traitors shrewd and strong, 

The banded foes have held it all too firmly and too long, 

Salisburius and Goschentus have struck unholy pact, 

Foes long in dubious seeming, but ever friends, in fact, 

Devonian Cavendus, he of the broad and bovine jowl, 

Who smiled but coldly ever, now on our^ cause doth scowl. 
Cock-nosed Cubicularius, once a Captain of our host. 

Now chums with bland Balpourius, and makes that bond his boast. 
Oh, was there ever such a gang, so motley and so mixed, | 

To garrison a Citadel on which all hopes are fixed ? 

Oh, was there ever such a call to strike one mighty blow, 

To snatch the Capital once more, and lay the traitors low ? 

Harcurtius hurries onward, he waves the Grand Old Flag, 

And when that banner fiouts the breeze, what slave so base as lag ? 
Gladstonius at his elbow,— not he the Old, the Grand, — 

He shuns the fogs of winter in a far-ofi sunny land, 

N^smg his force for the great fray that may right soon come on,— 
This is not he of Hawarden, but the old hero’s son : 

There ’s Otto, of the brindled beard, Russellius swift of tongue, 
Eipontus and Lefevrius into the fray have fiung. 

Sleek-haired Stansfeldus also, Mundella of the Beak, 

That CoRvus of the legion, good both to fight and speak, 

Leo Playfairius follows, and brave Bannermanus bears 
The flag he ’s fond of flaunting, there gallant Auceps dares 


All that becomes a hero, whilst last, but oh, not least I 
Kimberleyus fares forth to the fight as others to a feast. 

“Now, up I ” cried stout Harcurtius, “ Up ! and we yet shall trap ’em! 
Kennington calls, and Hackney, with Fulham, too, and Clapham. 

I hear the cry of Chelsea, Islington North and West 
Raise wads that find an echo in this mail-covered breast. 
Bermondsey and Whitechapel upraise a piteous plaint : 

(‘ Wy don’t our ’eroes wisit hus f We looks and there they ain 1 1 ’) 
North Lambeth long neglected, and Wandsworth far South-West, 
(If I know where these places be I wish I may be blest 1) 

Appeal to us for succour : then Peckham, gallant Peckham, 

Makes a far cry from her famed Rye. 0 brethren, shall we check ’em. 
These brave suburban stalwarts whose home is in the waste 
Afar from Pall MaR portals, swell Clubs, and homes of taste. 

But who have Votes, my brethren ? Nay,shout ye men of pith. 

And strike for fining Poplar and hapless Hammersmith ! ” 

“Quite sol ” cries ’cute Mundella, the corvine chief and conky, 
“But he who maketh too much noise may show himself a donkey. 
The Capital seems quiet, Sir, the garrison is stdl, 

Suppose we try that old Gaul game ! ” Harcurtius cries, “ I will ! ” 
Then silently and slowly, and all in single file, 

They climb towards the Citadel. Harcurtius, with a smile, 

Hath his head o’er the ramparts, when— Great CiESAR, what is this ? 
They ’re greeted with one loud, prolonged, and universal hiss I 
The sudden sibilation out of silence startles all, 

Harcurtius clangs his buckler, Otto nearly hath a fall, 

“Great gods, the Geese are on us, those confounded Sacred Geese, 
See their long necks, twig their broad beaks 1 Cease, senile cacklers, 
cease ! ” 

So gaspeth great Harcurtius, but gaspeth all in vain. 

The gffi is blown, the anserine guard gives tongue with might and 
main. 

A stir, a tramp of mailed feet, a torch-flare I Whillaloo I 
“ Say, is this Marcus Manlius No, hang it, there be two, 
Salisburius and Goschentus, with a host, no doubt, behind. 

They 're on their guard, whate’er may chance, we shall not ‘ catch 
’em blind ’ 

Like gudgeon. No I there ’s not a chance of a surprise by night ; 

If the Gauls take the Citadel, ye gods, they ’ll have fight, ” 

How history repeats itself ! At least we must agree. 

The Geese have roused the Capital ? And saved it ? We shall see 
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SO ARTLESS! 

Scene — A Cinderella Dance* 

Swell {to ingemious Maiden)* “Are you Engaged ? ” 

Ingenuous Maiden* “Ko— but— I should so like to be!” 

[Andj as the old game has itj the consequences were~’^^ 


"COME HITHER, HUBERT!” 

We are atle to present our readers witE a few notes of 
a lecture to be given by Professor Hubert Herkomer, 
li.A. (by the kind permission of Author Pinero, Esq,.), 
to all managers, actors, actresses, scene-painters, authors, 
composers, musicians, costumiers, and wig -makers who 
will honour him with their attention. On this occasion 
the Professor will (among other things) explain, by the aid 
of a Magic Lantern (an entirely new invention recently 
discovered by Professor H. H.) how to enlighten the stage 
darkness generally. The Professor will also combat the 
erroneous impression derived from the dark ages of Shak- 
speare’s time, that the Moon, or the Man in it, — probably 
a lime-lighterman, — ought servilely to follow the moye- 
ments, in order to throw light upon them, of the Prin- 
cipal Performer. The Professor will observe — “Such a 
course, on the part of the Direction of the Moon, can only 
be considered beneficial to Art, when it is directed against 
‘ The Star System.’ As each theatrical Star has its own 
particular brilliancy, why lug in the Moon ? Shajk- 
I SPEARE, no doubt, had the Stage Moon in full view 
1 when he makes Juliet roundly exclaim, ‘ Oh, swear not 
1 by the Moon, the inconstant Moon ! ’ as. of course, a 
■ Moon bound to illuminate the business of any one actor 
must follow him about, and so, though ‘ constant ’ to 
him individually, would be open to a general charge of 
inconstancy from the spectators in front. Such a course 
for the Moon to take is, as some of the better instructed 
among you may possibly be aware, quite unwarranted 
by the lunar laws of l^ature, &c., &c.” 

This interesting entertainment will wind upmth a dia- 
logue h&tYre&n Atthur (Jones) and Hubert (Herkomer), 
of which we give an extract. ^ It represents Arthur as 
wishing to produce a piece, which Hubert forewarns him 
will be a failure unless he (Hubert) paints the scenery 
and manages it generally. 

ArtMtr* Is there no remedy ? 

Htilert. ITone, hut to use mtj eyes. 

Arthur.'' 0 Hubert ! If you will, cut down my * lengths.’ 
And I ’ll be merry as the day is long, 

So you don’t interfere. You ’ve other irons 
Hot in the fire. 

Hubert {aside)* With his innocent prate 

He will awake my mercy which lies dead. 

{Aloud.) Read tnis, young Arthur ! 

[Gives him a Manuscript* 

At'ihur {opens it* Starts). What 1 a play by you I 

To be produced by me / 0 Hubert ! ! [Faints. 

We regret that want of space prevents our giving anj 
more of this charming work at present, but uo doubt it 
will not be long ere the Public has tne gratificatiou of 
heariug and seeing it all. 


A PAEAHON FRAME (OF MIND). 

[“ I never took anybody’s umbrella .” — Flainiiff 
{a Cook) %n a rec&nt Breach of Fromxse Case. 'I 

Common are Cooks, professed, plain alike 
And common, youths their sustenance who 
feed on, 

Common (I ’m told) a breach of promise smt. 
And common, damages, in courts agreed on; 
Common are briefs as blackberries ; and fees 
Are common quite as “leather and pru- 
nella ” ; 

Common are “unprotected” witnesses ^ 

(“ as Horace somewhere sings— 

^^Apellar^) 

But most uncommon seems a lowly Cook 
Who with sincerity can kiss the book 
And swear (to shame her betters!) ne’er she 
took 

By sad “ mistake or otherwise,” by hook ; 

Or, as will eventuate, by crook, 

Be it silk or gingham — anyone’s umbrella! 


Mrs. Ram on Current Politics.— Poli- 
tics,” says Mrs. Ramsbotham, “is one of 
the few things I know nothing about. But 
it does seem to me that Lord Granbolph 
ChurcSill is a white elephant tied round 
the neck of Lord Salisbury.” 


“ Heavens ! ’’—Recently in the Athenceum, 
and copied elsewhere, appeared the most in- 
teresting intelligence that has been received 
on earth for some time. “ The small planet 
No. 315” — no further address is given, an 
omission which wiR, no doubt, be rectified 
in the next issue — “which was discovered 
at Nice by M. Charlois on the 4th Sep- 
tember, 1891,” — the smaR planet, of course, 
not being out of the nurse’s arms, was not 
responsible for being at Nice at an un- 
fashionable time, but tbis, of course, is the 
fault of her parents and guardians — “has 
been named Constantia.” Rather late to 
delay the cio’istening for nearly five months. 
Of course, the briRiant infant wiR not stay 
at Nice, except by medical advice, hut wiR 
probably return to No. 315, MRky Way (or 
elsewhere), on the first opportunity. Sicitur 
ad astra ! 

“ A Student op History” writes to us 
“ Sir,— I have been rea<Rng a great deal 
lately on ecclesiastical subjects, and sh^ be 
very much ohhged if you will explain to 
me briefiy what ^ Inclosed_Orders ’ are.” [If 
“A Student” wiR send hs, under cover to 
our office, two P. 0. Orders for two pounds j 
ten shilRngs each respectively, further ex- ! 
planation than that conveyed by our receipt 
for the same wRl he unnecessary. — ^E d.] 


A RIDDLE. 

I ’m underneath your feet 
In the streets of London Town, 
From town take ‘ ‘ t,” 

Then give it to me, 

And you ’R seR me for a crown. 


Mrs. R. and the Prevailing Epidemic,— 
Our exceRent friend is now convalescent. 

‘ ‘ Like CiESAR or C-esar’s wife, I forget which 
it was,” she says, “ 1 have passed the Barbi- 
can ! ” Some one having suggested that pro- 
bably she meant “the Rubicon,” Mrs. R. 
thanked him poRtely, hut added, that she 
perfectly weR knew what she was talking 
about, and that everyone who was acquainted 
with history would understand her classical 
delusion. 

Puzzler for a Costumier. — A Gentleman 

f oing to a Fancy Dress BaR wants to know 
owne can make up for Lost Time ? 

Names for the next pair of TaRed Monkeys 
sent to the Zoo— “ Mr. and Mrs, Caudal,” 

N.B. — “ Confessions of a Dufier,” No. lY., 
next week. 

- - 




SHOWING THAT SOMETIMES IT IS GOOD FOR A COBBLER MT TO STICK TO HIS LAST. 

Fair Matron, “I remember totjr acting ^ Sir Anthojut,* tears ago, when I was a Girl, 
Sir Charles ! You did it splendidly ! ” 

The Great Mathematician, “Ah, would you believe it, that bit of Acting brought me more 
Compliments than anything I ever did ? ” Fair Matron, “ I should think so, indeed ! ” 


TEUE AND TEUSTY. 

[A Story of the Law,) 

I ALWAYS liked Lawrence Luceapennt, and 
skaH never forget the first time I met him. 
He was leaving the County Court, where I had 
had myself a small matter of business, and know- 
ing the same Coxmsel, we foregathered. He was 
in ^eat spirits. He had just won his case. 

Yes,’* said he, “ it was a hard fight, but we 
came ofE all right. His Honour was distinctly 
in our favour, so now I and my co-trustees will 
have the satisfaction of feeling that the estate 
has benefited, with no greater loss than a few 
months* delay. Eh?*’ and he turned to our 
Counsel, who smiled, and shook bis head a little 
doubtfully. 

“Can scarcely go so far as that,” the man of 
law observed. ‘ * You see, these matters take time, 
and the other side may appeal.” 

‘ ‘ Appeal ! What is that ? * * 

“ I am afraid you wOl have the full oppor- 
tuni^for learning, my dear fellow.” 

“ Well, it *s all right up to now,” cried Luck- 
APENNY, cheerfully, and we separated. 

^ Two or three years after tms I again met the 
litigant, but this time in the Eoyal Courts of 
Justice. There were streaks of white in his hair, 
but he was st^ cheerful. 

I asked him how he was getting on with 
the matter, and he replied, “As well as might 


be expected.” Our Counsel had been right, for 
the liquidators had appealed, 

“ But we have beaten them again, my dear Sir ! 
Think of that, — ^beaten them again ! ” 

“And now you will have no further difdculty, 
I suppose.” 

“ 1 can’t go quite so far as that,” returned 
Luckapenny, who 1 noticed was adopting legal 
phraseology. “You know they may take us up 
to the House of Lords, if they please ! ” 

And again time went on. In the course of years 
I found that poor Luckapenny had been taken 
to Westminster, and their Lordships had decided 
to give themselves time to consider their judg- 
ment. 

When I met Luckapenny again, the House of 
Lords had decided against him. 

“It is very awkward,” he observed, “the> 
will not allow my costs, and so I shall have to 
pay them out of my own pocket! And what 
m^es it the more annoying is that, even had 
we won our cause, it would have led to nothing, 
as the estate we were fighting is practically bank- 
rupt.” 

1 ofiered my condolences, and we separated. 

The last time I saw poor Luckapenny, he 
looked a very shadow of himself. He was hag- 
gard and thin, and was wearing clothes of an 
ancient cut and threadbare material. He smiled 
as he met me, and observed that he was still 
eng^ed on the trust matter. 

“ But I have come to the last stage,” he said ; 


Entr^ies. 

Petits Programmes a la Robe de 
J oseph. 

Filets de Yis, Sauce Monopole. 
Pattes de Matou aux Grines. 

Rots. 

Moi Meme. 

Dinde Fiddle de Jesse. 
Legumes. 

Orchis en Boutonniere. 
Hartijo Sauce Soumission. 

Releves. 

Monocle. 

Salmi de Paires Filants aux Lis. 
Entremets. 

Gateau Rossendale. 
Conserves d’Eglise Galloise. 
Boudin de Labouchere a la Lanterne. 

Dessert. 

Bonbons de Famille. 
Hamecons de Flatterie, 
Oublis. 


IH STATU, -aXJO ? 

Should Cromwell have a statue 
at Westminster was a burning ques- 
tion some years ago. We all know 
the result, and nowadays, who 
cares ? At present, the question at 
Oxford is. Shall Cardinal Hewman 
have a statue? and, if so. Shall it 
be just opposite the Martyrs* Memo- 
rial? From one point of view, the 
situation is happily selected, as, of 
course, Hewman was on just exactly 
opposite ground to Cranmer, Ridley, 
and Latimer. The Oxford Dons 
are right in supposing that no statue 
can be erected without a previous 
desim ; a design by a hand that has 
not lost its cunning. The proposed 
site is in Broad Street, a very sug- 
gestive name as opposed to narrow- 
ness of any sort : yet so eager are 
the illogical Dons in the matter of 
preservation of spaces, that before 
even the base of a clay model has 
been commenced, they have already 
prepared the ground for the recep- 
tion of the statue by getting up any 
amount of railing about the pro- 
I posed site I 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

No. X.— TO CROOKEDNESS. 

Oblique, but formidable Oiste, 

You have frequently fixed your abode in bigb places. 
Are there not recorded in history the names of kings and states- 
men whom an irresistible desire to scheme, and trick, and over- 
reach, has brought’ to the block ? The times were difficult — ^that 
much one may admit. Noble heads^ of honourable and upright 
men were lopped in profusion; and it may be argued, with some 
show ’of reason, that the man whose character was as fiawless as 
pure crystal, was like to fare as badly as the muddiest rascal of 
them all, if his side sank in defeat. And yet I cannot help believing j 
that, in some cases at least, a man might have had a hajppier end 3 
he had abstained from acts of political turpitude, which were as I 
irrational in their conception as they were 
ruinous in their effect ; acts, that is, which, 
in the existing circumstances, no sane man 
could have undertaken unless the mere doing 
of these rogueries had been a supreme and a 
necessary pleasure to him. There was poor 
Charles the First. Surely, in spite of that 

melancholy, doomed face, he might have died j 

in peace if he had only played the game fairly. S 

James tbde Second, too, and Marlborough, 
the greatest Captain of his age, and Boling- 
broke, the eloquent philosopniser, the grave 

moralist, how different might their ends have 1 

been had not you, 0 Crookedness, presided ] 

at their births, and ruled their lives. But, 

avaunt. History ! Here I am straying into a 

treatise, when 1 merely intended to remind you of little 

Peter Sbdeef, and of his adventures. 

Peter and I were freshmen together at Cambridge in j 

the remote past before “Johnnies,” and “Chappies,” J 

and “Mashers” had been heard of, before the “oof 
bird” had been fiedged in its pink and sporting nest, 
or the Egyptian cigarette had asserted its universal 
sway. I daresay we differed but little (by “we” I 
mean the freshmen of our year) from those who have 
lately ^peared for the first time in Eling’s Parade, or 
Jesus Lane, We were very young — we imagined 
Proctors to be destitute of human f eelinff ; we ate por- 
tentous breakfasts of many courses, and, for the most 
part, treated our allowances as though they had been so 
much pocket-money. Also we had an idea that a man 
who had passed his thirtieth year was absurdly old, and 
that nobody could be called a boy whose name had been 
entered on the books of a College. In fact, we were ^ 

freshmen. 

Peter and I were a good deal thrown together during ^ 

our first term. Like me, he had come up from one of 
the smaller schools, and we had not, therefore, a very 
large number of friends to start with. Peter was one 
of the pleasantest fellows in the world, always cheerful, good- 
tempered, and obliging. He always seemed to have plenty of 
money. Indeed, I know that his father made him an allowance 
of £800 a year, a sum which was considerably more than double 
that received by the majority of his ^ fellows. The parental 
Sheer I have since discovered was a Solicitor, who had made his 
mark and his fortune by the crafty defence of shady financiers in 
distress, of bogus company promoters, and generally of the great race 
who live in the narrow border-land which divides the merely dis- 
reputable from the positively indictable. But at that time I didn’t 
trouble my head to inquire about Peter’s father, and was content 
as most Undergraduates are, to take my friends as I thought I found 
them. Peter was musical ; he played several instruments with 
skill, and sang a capital song. With all these qualities, he soon 
became, to a certain extent, popular. He then set up as a giver 
of good and expensive dinners, kept a couple of horses in the hunt- 
ing season, devoted great attention to his dress, and made himself 


him, and liked him. It only rested with Peter himself to maintain 
what he had gained, and to enter on life with troops of friends. 
A few moments of purposeless foUy were sufiSlcient to shatter 
him. 

I remember that in my first term I was not very agreeably im- 
pressed by something that Peter did. A dog-fancier happened to 
. come through the street in which we both lodged, and Peter began 
to bargain with him for a fox-terrier, who, aceordfing to the fancier’s 
: account, had a pedigree as long and as illustrious as that of a 
i Norman Peer. Eventually it had been agreed that the dog was to 
become Peter’s property in consideration of thirty shillings in cash, 
a pair of trousers, and a bottle of brandy. The exchange was made, 


and the man departed. Thereupon Peter informed me with glee, 
that the trousers were a pair of his father’s, which had been packed 
in his portmanteau by mistake, and that the brandy-bottle con- 
tained about fifty per cent, of water, that amount of brandy haying 
been XJoured off before payment was made. As Peter put it, “I’ve 
done him in the eye, to prevent him doing me.” I tried in vain to 
bring him round to the opinion that (let alone robbing one’s father) 
cheating a cheat was one of the lowest forms of roguery. The dog- 
fancier soon afterwards returned, and protested, with tears in his | 
eyes, that the shabby trick had wounded him in his tenderest feel- 
ings, but he seemed quite willing to begin a fresh bargain with “ the 
only gen’lemen, s’help me, as ever bested pore little Alec.”^ 

All this is, however, by the way. I merely mention it to illustrate . 
Peter’s character. At the University Steeple-Chase Meeting, 
which took place at the end of our third October term, Sheef had 
entered his animals for several races. He was a good rider, and 
confidently anticipated success. To celebrate 
the occasion, he had arranged a big dinner- 
party, and had invited some twenty of ns 
to dine with him. I had been unable to go 
to the races myself, but at the appointed 
^ turned up at Sheef’ s rooms. I 
found the table brilliantly laid, waiters 
hanging about, and dozens of Champagne 
readiness. Sheef was there, hut, beside 
myself, no other guest had appeared. And 
not a single one came. I forget what excuse 
the miserable host made, but the result was 
solemnly dined at a table laid 
for ten times our number. I think I shall 


S remember that ghastly festivity as long as I 
live. The next day all Cambridge knew 
that Sheef had not only pulled one of his 
horses openly and disgracefully, but had 
wilfully misled both his friends and the 
book-makers as to the horse he intended to 
ride in a race for which entries were made 
at the post. I never heard that he stood to 
win more than £50 by the transaction. And 
for this paltry sum (paltry, that is, to a man 
of his means) he had wrecked his reputation, 
and all the possibilities of his career. 

I see him slinking about London some- 
times. Last year he passed, with much dis- 
credit, through the Bankruptcy Court. He 
has been a Director of countless Companies, 
for the stock of fools seems to be inex- 
haustible. There can only he one end for 
such a man as Sheef. The cool, callous, 
and calculating knave may get clear through 
to the end ; hut Sheef always was stupidly 
good-natured, and good-nature hangs like a 
millstone round the neck of rascality. I 
cannot myself detest him as I ought to do. 
He was so near to coinpletely successful re- 
spectability. But crookedness ruined him, in spite of his better 
wishes. "Was it altogether his own fault ? 

That, as Mr. Bret Harte observes, lets me out. 

I remain as before, Diogenes Robinson. 

A Dangerous Title. 

( Jb Mr, Joseph Matton, Author of “ Cigarette JBapers?^') 

Cigarette Papers, J oseph, when properly stuffed, 

Are meant, I suppose, to he zealously puffed. 

When we take them in hand, a consuming desire 
Attacks us to set the gay trifies on fire. 

Yet, the brand bein^ good (here ’s the point of my joke), 
They are always enjoyed ere they vanish in smoke. 

From an X. J. P. to Lord Chief Justice Punch.— Sir,— -Why 
complain of “ the Licence of the Bar ? ” Of course it goes with, and 
is a part of, every Licence to a Public-house granted by the 
Middlesex Magistrates. I ’ve retired some years myseli, am a bit 
deaf, and don’t read much ; but I heard just enough to warrant me 
in writing to you at once on what ^pears to me so simple a 
matter. Robert Shallow, X. J; P., M. M. 

At the Sign of the J?ig and Pippin, 

To the Future A.R. A. — Better luck next time, Mr. Swan. Be 
satisfied that, though at present unelected, you are Swan, R.A., ^.e., 
Para Avis. As you can plume yourself on this, so ‘Sn hoq Cygno^ 
vinces J ’’ Which we caninecally and not canonically for the nonce 
nonce-sensically render, “ In this (matter), to the Swan (we say) you 
wiU (go in and) win ! ” 


NOTICE. — ^Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any deseriptioi^ wiU 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this ruhl 
there will be no exception, 
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‘ PLEAsnra the pigs 

Me. Chapiot receiyed a 
deputation on tlie subject of 
the Swine -fever last week. 

True to Ms dramatic instincts e. ^ 

as regards the fitness of things, 

the Minister for Agriculture ^ 

was, on tMs occasion, wearing ^ 

a Sow-wester, He regretted 

that he was^ unable to don a 

pig-tail, wMch, as the repre- V 

sentative of the Fine Old Eng- 

Esh Oentleman of years gone V i 

by, he should much like to do, *S 

but it was a fashion with the / ^ wT Ia 

pig-wigs of the last century 5 

which he hoped to see revived / ^ 

as “a tail of old times.’' It 

was better, far better to be /MILUnC^ 

pig-tailed as were their great 

g randfathers, than to be pig- /I Y ^ 

eaded as were so many 7(7// 
people with pig- culiax notions, y///// f Wllj 
specially in Scotland, Iji / ^ . JS 

;* I am doing and have been lil ’ "W 

doing,” said the Ministering //// ^ 

Chaplin, “my very best to f/ 3 

please the pigs, but there are W m 

some pigs that won’t be pleased . M 
when they find that every- 
tMng is not going to be done 
for them gratis. You may A a 
take tMs for grunted, — I /\ ^ v ^ 

should say granted. Now let / ^ 

me give you an illustration. / 


(From a Private and Confidential Report.) 










The first pig went to market 
but no one would purchase 
him, the second pig stayed at 
home (not feeling well), the 
third pig had pleuro- pneu- 
monia, and the fourth pig was 


in full swing — l£ you can 
imagine a pig in a swing — of 
swine - fever ; and the fifth 
and quite the smallest pig of 
the lot, a mere sucking-pig, 
went ‘wheeze, wheeze, wheeze I’ 
and ‘wheezes’ were always a 
very bad sign. X propos of 
‘ signs ’I have little doubt but 
that the well-known sign of the 
‘Pig and WMstle’ descends 
to us from ancient times of 
Infiuenza, He trusted that 
the whole i)ig- family would 
soon be pigging up again,” 

The Right Hon. Gentleman 
finished by apologising for not 
being able to quote anything 
apposite from the works of 
either the philosophic Bacon, 
the Ettrick Shepherd Hogg, or 
the poetic Suckling, Ms motto 
for the present being 
uer&a,” and he had to issue 
a Circular about the cattle who 
were all going wrong. 

The Deputation thankedMr. 
Chaplin, and unanimously 
expressed their opinion, that 
where pigs were concerned, the 
Minister should have Ms stye- 
pend increased. Noticing that 
Mr. Chaplin had risen from 
his chair, and had assumed a 
threatening attitude, the De- 
putation hurriedly thanked the 
Minister of Agriculture, and 
speedily withdrew. 

Answer to the Riddle in 
Last Week’s Numbbe.— 
“ Mire + t ~ Mitre.” 


Claries pab-kii Sprgm. 

Bobn, June 19 , 1834 . Died, Jan. 31 , 1892 . 

Sturdy saint-militant, stout, genial soul, 
Through good and ill report you ’ve reached 
the goal 

Of all brave effort, and attained that light 
WMch makes our clearest noontide seem as 
Mght. 

How much ’twill show us all t We boast our 
clarity 

Of spiritual sense, but mutual charity 
Is still our nearest need when faith grows fierce 
And even hope earth’s mists can hardly pierce. 
You were much loved ; you spake a potent 
"^ord [heard 

In the world’s ear, and listemng thousands 
With joy that clear and confident aDpeal, 

m 1* ' 1 1 j rt . . 


‘LOOK HERE, UPON THIS PICTURE AKD ON THIS ! ’ 

( The Sayma/rket Hamlet as he is and ought to he. ) 


Of the Mgh mysteries, moved you not. Of 
such 

The great throng-stirrers ! And you stirred 
the throng [strong ; 

Who felt you honest and who knew you 
earth, yet spirit-fired 

With all their Mgher moods felt, loved, de- 
Puritan, yet of no ascetic strain [sired. 
Or arid straitness, freshening as the rain 
^d healthy as the clod,; a native force 
Incnlt yet quickening, cleaving its straight 
course [end. 

Unchecked, unchastened, conquering to the 
Crudeness may chill, and confidence offend, 
But manhood, mother wit, and selfless zeal. 
Speech clear as light, and courage true as steel 
Must win the many. Honest sonl and brave, 
The greatest drop their garlands on your 



Mr, JR. Kemble. “ My dear Tree, I ought to 
have played Samlet. Pirst, my name— Kemble. 
Secondly, Shakspeare’s authority — ‘ Oh, that this 
too too solid flesh would melt,’ and again, ‘ Eat and 
scant of breath’ ! ” 

Mr, B. Tree. “All right, my dear Kemble. 
Quite true what you say; and, any night I am 
unable to play, you shall be my double ! ’’ 


WHIPPED IN YAIN. 

{By an M.P, of a JRetiring Nature, 

Tira: WMp, he writes to me to-day. 

Not, as Ms wont, in tones pacific, 

But in the very strongest way, 

And using language quite terrific. 

He h^es to see me in my place, 

And woe betide the sad seceder, 

Whose absence helps to throw disgrace 
Both on Ms Party and his Leader. 

I throw my hat up to the sky. 

At taunts of treason or defection 
I flip my fingers. What care I ? 

For I do NOT seeTo re-election / 

“This Indenture Witnesseth.” — Ac- 
cording to the Times of Friday last, Febru- 
ary 5, Cardinal Manning died practically a 
pauper. He had given everything away in 
charity. He was a “ Prince of the Church,” 
and his gifts to others were, indeed, princely. 
In the wills and deeds of how many of our 
Very Reverend and Right Reverend Lord- 
sMps shall we find nothing gathered up and 
bequeathed of the loaves and fishes which 
have fallen to their share ? Such a testament 
as the Cardinal’s would be in quite a New 
Testamentary spirit. 

Foreign AND Home News.— “ The Prussian 
Education Bill,” remarked an elderly bache- 
lor to Mr. Peter Familias, “ is a very im- 
portant matter; because you see ” 

“ Hang the Prussian Education Bill! ” in- 
terrupted Peter F., testily, “You should 
see the English Education Bill I ’ve had for 
my boy’s schooling last half ! ” 


■^OL cir. 
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[The President of the Board of Trade has, ' 
of the lifeboats of Atherfield, Brightstone, and 
of the steamship Eider. 1 

Your, hand, lad! ’Tis wet with the brine, 
and the salt spray has sodden your hair, 

And the face of you glisteneth pale with the 
stress of the struggle out there ; 

But the savour of salt is as sweet to the sense 
of a Briton, sometimes, 

As the fra^ance of wet mignonette, or the 
scent of the bee -haunted limes. 

Ay, sweeter is manhood, though rough, than 
the smoothest effeminate charms 

To the old sea-king strain in our blood in the 
. season of shocks and alarms, 


by conim^d of the Queen, conveyed, through the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, to the crews 
Brooke, Her Majesty’s warm appreciation of their gallant conduct in saving the crew and passengers 


When the winds and the waves and the rooks 
make a chaos of danger and strife ; 

And the need of the moment is pluck, and 
the guerdon of valour is life. 

That guerdon you ’ye snatched from the teeth 
of the thundering tiger-maw’d waves, 

And the valour that smites is as naught, after 
all, to the valour that saves. 

They are safe on the shore, who had sunk in 
the whirl of the floods but ioT you ! 

And some^ said you had lost your old grit and 
devotion I We knew ’twas not true. 


The soft-hearted shore-going critics of con- 
duct themselves would not dare. 

The trivial cocksure beKttlers of dangers they 
^ have not to share, 

Claim much — oh so much, from rough man- 
hood, — unflinching cool daring in fray, 
And selflessness utter, from toilers with little 
of praise, and less pay. 

Her heroes to get “on the cheap” from the 
rough rank and file of her sons 
Has been England’s good fortune so long, that 
the scribblers’ swift tongue-babble runs 
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To the old easy tune without thought, * ‘ Gal- 
lant sea-dogs and life-savers T ” Yes ! 

But poor dnhlets of lyrical praise should not 
be their sole guerdon, I guess. 

On the coast, in the mine, at the fire, in the 
dark city byeways at night. 

They are ready the waves, or the flames, or 
the bludgeoning burglar to fight. 

And axe we quite as ready to mark, or to 
fashion a fitting reward 


fashion a fitting reward 
For the coarsely-clad commonplace men who 
our life and our property guard ? 


A question Punch puts to the Public, ^and on 
your behalf, my brave lad, 

And that of your labouring like. To accept 
your stout help we are glad : 

If supply of cheap heroes should slacken, 
and life-saving valour grow dear — 

Say as courts, party-statesmen, or churches 
— ’twould make some exchequers look 
queer. 


Do we quite do our part, we shore-goers? 
Those lights could not flash through the 

. fog. .. 


And how often must rescuer willing He'idle 
on land like a log 

For lack of the warning of coast- wires' from 
lighthouse or hghtship ? ’Tis flat 
That we, lad, have not done our duty, until 
we have altered all that. 

"Well, you have done yours, and successfully, 
this time at least, and at night. 

All rescued How gladly the last must have 
looked on that brave Comet Light,” 

As you put from the wave-battered wreck. 

Cold, surf-bufleted, weary, and drenched, 
Your pluck, like the glare from that beacon, 
flamed on throng the dark hours un- 
quenched. 

If or then was your labour at end. There'was 
treasure to save and to land. 

Well done,^ Hf e-boat heroes, once more! 

Punch is proud to take grip of your hand I 
Your Q-tjeen, ever quick to praise manhood, 
has spoken in words you will hail, 
And/twere shame to the People of England, 
if they in their part were to fail. 




THE LAST OE THE GUARDS. 

A Song of Sentirnent, to the Tune of Fair Lady 
Elizabeth Mugg, ” ( “ Bejected Addresses, ”} 

[“ The last of the old Mail-guards is about to 
disappear fi-om the service of the Post Office. 
Fifty-six years have elapsed since Mr. Moses 
Nobbs — for such is the venerable official’s name — 
was selected to undertake the duties of Guard to 
one of the Eoyal Mails.” — Daily Telegraphj\ 

HiSTomcAL Muse ! are you sober P 
Is he, the old Mail-guard, alive, 

Who probably swigged sound October 
From flagons, in One, Eight, Three, 
Five? 

When Piloh: went a-slogging, and Claeke 
W as a-studying slow underhand lobs ? 
Hooray for that evergreen spark. 

The veteran Guard, Moses Nobbs ! * 

Why, Moses, thus bring to a close 
Your flfty-six years on the road ? 

Do you yearn, after aU., for repose. 

Who with zeal half-a-century glowed ? 

The Muse makes her moan at your loss, 

And Sentiment silently sobs. 

Ah I Time, friend, will play pitch- and-toss 
With all of us, even a IfoBBS ! 

* The Telegraph gives the gentleman’s name 
both as “ Nobbs ” and “ Noogs.” As “ Nobbs ” 
comes first, Mr,^ Punch adopts it, he hopes without 
misnaming the illustrious veteran. 




KIND INQUIRIES. 


The Dean's Wife, “Is THE dear Bishop still living?’* 
Episcopal Btdler, “ Oh yes, Ma’am. He ’s better to-day ! 
going to Disappoint ’em xetJ” 


We EE ALL SAYING HE ’s 


One sees your Mail-Coach aU a-blaze, 

A masterly hand on the rein, 

In those roUicking, railway-less days, 
Which never shaU greet us again. 

That tootling tin-horn one can hear ; 

The old buffers, with breeches and fobs. 
One can picture ; they doubtless were dear 
To the bosom of brave Moses Hobbs. 

That blunderbuss, too ! Good old Guard 1 
At what Knight of the Road has it shot ? 
And do you remember the bard 
Who gave us “ The Tantivy Trot f ” 

Mr. Egerton Warburton’s gone. 

Ho longer the Highwayman robs ; 

And silence now settles upon 
The Last of the Guards-— Moses Hobbs I 


Yet oblivion shaU not descend 
On that name tiU a stave hatUbeen sung. 

The Muse is antiquity’s friend. 

And in praise of the past wiU give tongue. 

If Cbacknall, the Tantivy Whip, 

Claimed song, they ’re but parvenu snobs 

Who say that the lyre should let slip 
The memory of stout Moses Hobbs. 

The Mail-Coach, my Hobbs, is no more 
What it was when you put on the man ; 

We ’ve Mail Trains, aU rattle and roar, 

And that portent, the Packet Post Yan. 

A PuUman, and not the Box-seat, 

Is the aim of our modern Lord Bobs ; 

But the old recoUections are sweet ; [Hobbs ! 
And Punch drinks to your health, Moses 
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i spend, in some time, perFaps, a Imndred pounds. With a hundred 
CONFESSIONS OF A DUFFER. I pounds, and mth luck, and prudence, and cunning, he might 

__ , I perhaps buy one small volume which a collector who knew ^s husi- 

IV. —THE DUFFER AS COLLECTOR. j would not wholly^ disdain. But, as it is, he has squandered his 

I MAY he a Duffer, hut I hope I am neither an idiot nor a ead. ^ I money, and has nothing to show for it hut a heap of trash, of the 
have never collected postage-stamps, nor outraged common humanity wrong date, without the necessary misprints in the ^iffht places, 
by asking people to send me their autographs. With these excep- ragged, short, and, 'above all, imperfect, I suppo^ I have the 
tions I have failed as a collector of almost everything. To succeed richest collection of imperfect books in the world. One hugs one- 
you need luck, and a dash of unscrupulousness, and careful attention self on one’s Lucasta iyQty rare), or one’s Elzevir CcBsar of the right 
to details, and a sceptical habit of mind. Even as a small boy I date, or one’s first edition of MoLikEE, and then comes, with fi.endish 
used to waste my shillings at a funny little curiosity- shop, kept by glee, the regular collector, and shows you that Lucasta has not the 
a nice old lady who knew no more about her wares than I md. Here portrait of Lovelace, that Ccesar has not his pagination aU wrong 
I acquired quite a series of old coppers, which Mrs. Somerville said (as he ought to have), that the Molieres^ are Lyons piracies, that 
were ancient Bactrian. We asked where Bactria was, and she half of Gilbert’s Gentleman ^ s Diversion is not bound up with the 
replied that it was a country beyond Cyrus.” We answered that rest, that, generally speaking, there are pages missing^ here and 
Cyrus was not a territorial but a personal name, “ A fellow, don’t there all through your books, which you have never * collated,” 


Cyrus was not a territorial but a personal name, 

you know, not a place,” but the 

old lady’s information stopped 

there. I wonder where my Bactrian 

Collection is now. Certainly I 

never sold it; indeed, I never sold 

anything ; not only because nobody 

would buy, but because, after all, 

one is a Collector, not a tradesman. ' 

Birds’ eggs I would have collected 

if I could, but you had first to 

find the bird’s nest (almost an 

impossible quest for a born Duffer) , 

and to blow the eggs, which, let 

me tell you, needs nicety of hand- ^ 

ling. I did once find a thrush’s ^ 

nest, and tried blowing an egg, 

but it was not wholly a success, 

and the egg (the contents of which 

I accidentally absorbed) was not r 

wholly fresh. Then it is awkward 

when you are at the top of a tall 

tree, with an egg in your mouth, 

1 for safety, if the other boys make 
! you laugh, as you try to come 
down. It is the egg which, — but 
enough ! Everyone who has been 
in that position will understand 
what is meant. It is not difB.cult 
to collect shells on the seashore, 
but it is extremely difficult to find 
out what shells they are, after you 
have collected them. 

Conchology is no^ child’s play. 

As to coUectmg marine animals for 

an aquarium, the trouble begins 

when you forget your acquisitions, 

and carry them about for some 

time in the pockets of your jacket. ( 

That jacket is apt to be dusted by k 

the bigger boys, who also interfere — • I 

with your affections for toads, i 

lizards, snakes and other live stock S 

dear to youth. The common am- ^ 

bition of boyhood is to be a great 

rabbit-grower, but, somehow, my 

rabbits did not thrive. The cats 

got at them, and, in shooting at - a_ 

the cats with a crossbow, I had the 4 « 

misfortune to break several win- ’ 

! dows, and riddle a conservatory. 







A fellow, don’t | there all through your books, which you have never “ collated,” 

that a ticket of Padeloijp, the 

— —7 iiil, i |j|ii|(ilillllllilllllll|P|ii,i| '| binder, has T)een taken ofi some 

/ || I ,| broken board of a book, and stuck 

Miiiiiiwr I ! li '! [ ii t Tx r ffir V I / I / on to a modern imitation, and so 

ii I il 1 1 fl itlk I pi h i / I I forth, all through the collection. 

|| 1 1 — li I I cannot n^ody 

I 111 fl '1 not want this xind of treasure, and 

a monument of folly. Happy are 
onTflUlII I II the Duffers whose eyes are im- 

Wli r nin f Im 1 I '^-~r7 / penetrably sealed, and who can go 

I || W j / on believing, in spite of a modern 

t ' 19 ' M II (I water-mark, in their sham Burns 

I ill ill llfflilllMi!M ^r~^? ^^Tn ^ L MSS. and their yolumes_ with 

I Mif / autographs of all the celebrated 

II IPl II characters in history. But my eyes 

I I I I are purged, and I do not think you 

II it T shall find me coUecting old books 

’ any more. Certainly I shall not 

! * - ' - u '~ T 7 -^ =^ venture into auction-rooms, com- 

llli 111 17 / fFanks to my enthusiasm, to four 
— 1 — 11 tiiRcs its m^ket valim .^^ 

II ^ 1 1 1 \\ //~l buys is invariably cracked, and the 

marks” on which he places con- 
fidence are fiagrant imitations. He 
usually begins by supposing that 
Crown Derby is a priceless pos- 
session, also he has a touching 
faith in chipped blue and white 
^ saucers, marked with a 
^ crescent. Worcester they may be, 

Kj^/ J a\ not the right sort of Worcester. 

W J/ Crown Derby is the very 

W Aldine or Elzevir of this market. 

w ■ Yovi might as well collect shares 

b ^ Great Montezuma Gold 

F Mine, and expect to derive benefit 

. . g j ■ Gems are among the things 

that the Duffer may most wisely 
^ ^ collect, for the excellent reason 

Ing at the cats with a crossbow, I had the misfortune that, ^JFis country , he ver^eldom 
to break several windows. indeed finds any tor sale. He can- 

not come to much sorrow, for lack 


v4^ 




“And, in shooting at the cats with a crossbow, I had the misfortune 
to break several windows.’^ 


The chief objects of my later ambition have been rare old books, of opportunities. In Italy it is different. How many beautiful 
gems, engravings, china, and so forth. All these things, if they works of Art I have acquired in Florence, at considerable ransoms, all 
collected, demand that you shall have your wits about you ; of them signed in neat, but illegible Greek capitals. I puzzled over 
• pecufiarity of the Duffer is that his wits are always wool- them with microscopes. The names seemed to end in IXAHS. I 
g^hermg. A mce collection of wool they must have stored up some- thought myself a rival of Blacas, or Lord Kilsyth, or the British 
where. As to books, one invariably begins by collecting the wrong Museum. Then my friend, Wilkins, came in. “Pretty enough 
1 r RO yels and essays you read of “priceless Elzevirs,” and pastes of the last century 1 see,” he remarks. “Pastes! — last 
Aldines wrth their weight in gold.” Fired with hope, you hang century ! ” I indignantly exclaim ; “why they ’re of the best period : 
5 . X where you find myriads of Elzevirs, dumpy, Sards, all of them signed, but I can’t make out the artist’s name.’’ 

mrty little tomes, in smaU illegible type, and legions of Aldines, “It is Pichler,” says Wilkins, “he usually signed, for fear his 
books .q^ite as mrty, if not so dumpy, and equally illegible, for they things should be sold as antiques.” I had to give in about Pichler 
aremintecLin italics. You think you are in luck, invest largely, (which certainly does not sound very Greek); “but here,” I said, 
begin to give yo'^self the airs of an amateur and a discoverer. “ you can’t call this paste, you can’t scratch the back of it.” “ I 
comes som^^ody who knows about the matter in hand, and know I can’t,” says Wilkins, examining the ring, “ for a very good 
wno tells you, with all the savage joy of a collector, that nobody reason, because a thin layer of sard has been inserted behind. But 
wants any Elzevirs and Aldines, except a very few, and they must it’s paste, for all that.” 

nri bindings, uncut down, or scarcely cut down by “Well,” I say, “here’s a genuine ancient ring, old gold, and a 

certainly will never lovely head of Prosperine in cornelian.” 

find them in the fourpenny box. The Duffer is always making the “Well, this is odd,” says Wilkins, “I know the setting is 
mistake 01 buying small bargains, as he t hi n k s them, and so he will genuine, I have seen it before. But then it had a rubbishy late 
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bit of work in it, and I was in the atelier when a gem-cutter shaved 
away the top of the stone, and copied your head of Prosperine on it 
from a SicOian coin. I can show you a coin of the same stamp in 
my collection.” 

And he showed me it, otherwise I might have remained incre- 
dulous. “These scarabs,” he went on, “are from Birmingham, I 
know the glaze. That gold Egyptian ring, Queen Taia’s do you 
say, is Coptic, Cairo is full of them. That head of Cjesar is a copy 
from the one in the British Museum.” 

“ Why, it is rough with age,” I said. 

“Ay, they’ve stuffed it down a turkey’s crop, and it has got 
rubbed up m the gravel with which the ingenious bird assists the 
process of digestion. A man who could swallow that gem is a goose.” 

I am presenting my esteemed collection of ancient engraved stones 
to my nephew at school, who shows all the character of the collector. 
He may swop them for bats, or tarts, or he may learn wisdom from 
the misfortunes of his uncle. 

IN THIS STYLE, SIX-AND-EIGHTPENCE. 

Mr, Badgerer.Q.C, [rising to cross-examine). Then you assert that 
the golden dinner-service which we are inquiring about was in your 
possession on the evening of July 26th at half -past eight o’clock? 

Flamtiff, I do. 

Mr, Badgerer^ Q, C, And that when you went to take them out of 
the strong-box at 9*15 for your party they had disappeared ? 

Plaintiff, Quite so. 

Mr, Badgerer^ Q. (7. Pardon my suggesting such a thing, but I 
am instructed to ask you whether, when you paid £800 to the rate- 
collector for arrears of rates on the very next day, you had not 
obtained that sum by selling a portion of this gold plate yourself ? 

The Judge, Really, Mr. Badgerer, this won’t do at all. ^ “ Legal 
bullying ” is a thing of the past, and I shall have to commit you for 
contempt if you make these unworthy suggestions to the Wi&ess. 






contempt it you make these unworthy suggestions to the w itness. 

Mr, Badgerer, Q,C, But, m’Lud, the wEole point of the defence ruffians were secured.] , . tu- 

is that the Plaintiff himself sto Your hand, Mr. Tapp^, youi^ h^d, Mr. Sj^eth . 

The Judge [hastily interposing), Sh ! You must not talk like To the men who protect us ^ offer no , 

that. Remember that “the floor of the Court is not the same thing Thg: face for our sakes^aJl the rogues and the 

as the interior of a coal-barge.” Getting cracks from their bludgeons and kicks from their boots. 

Mr, Badgerer, Q, C, [sulkily). Very well. But I reaRy don’t They are battered and bruised, yet they never give in, 

know how I am to conduct my case if your Ludship intervenes to And at last by good luck they may manage to win. 

check me. [To Witness.) I can ask you this at any rate. Did you Then, their heads beaten in ^ through scorning to shirk, 

or did you not run up to Town by an early train the morning after Scarred and seamed they return without fuss to their work. 

CertaMy I ^d. to see my t^or m Bond Steet As^SSdif afbraT^letS’ive you yoil? die!’ 

Mr. Badgepr, Q.G. And why did you, then, go aU the way from iwh we cannot do much, we ’ll do all that we can. 

Bond Street to the City, eh? ^ TLn Since our hearts throb with pride at the sight of a Man. 

Plaintiff [gravelled). My Lord, I must appeal for protection. The - t,*- m > xi. 

ouestion is a bullying one. Mr, Smeeth you ’re a man, Mr. Tapp^ s another ; 

The Judge, Oh, certainly! Counsel has no right to ask such A— pray pemit him— henceforth is yo^ brother, 

things. He ought to take the charitable view of your actions, and We are proud of you both, aim we 11 all or us cheer 

suppose that you went to the City for a mid-day chop, or because These Peelers from Greenwich who never knew tear, 

you wanted to look at St. Paul’s, or something of thatkmd. We ' - 

must really try and conduct our business as nobly as we can. -rrr-rm-rT m-m-. 

Mr, Badgerer, Q,C, [pleasantly), Que 3 Iessieurs les assassins MORE BONES TO PICK WITH THE SCHOOL BOARD. 
commencentP^ Then we will presume that your predilection for -been some churlish cavilling in some quarters 

City chops is so great, that you went a couple of miles out of yo^ because the School Management Committee of tiie London School ‘ 
way to get one, and that your reason for dropping in at the estab- passed arequisition inNovember last, sanctioning the purchase 

lishment of Messrs. Bl^ink, Goldsmiths, and offermg them hall-a- articulated skeleton for the Belleville Road School, at the very 

dozen dessert-plates ; ^ . n reasonable sum of £8 I65. Why make any bones about the matter ? 

The Judge [interrupting). Oh, really, this is not at — What more ornamental and indeed indispensable article of sehool- 

Plaintiff, Quite the reverse. I won’t stay here to be insulted by fiu-niture than a human skeleton nearly six foot high ? StiH, should 
anybody ! , . ^ [.Bxit hurriedly, system of expenditure be continued in the future, Mr, Punch 

Mr, Badgerer, Q, C, I am afraid the Police Officers who are wait- suo-gest that excellent and infinitely cheaper substitutes for 

ing outside to arrest our friend who has just left the box will also be skeletons^will be found in the persons of the rate-payers themselves, 
denounced as “ legal bullies.” But after all one can’t cross-examine ■ . ■ 

a rogue on rosewater principles. And if we Barristers sometimes do i .i t. am • • xi,^ 

make things rather rough for innocent Witnesses, by dragging out Cupid’s Tennis-Courts.— U nder the headmg lennis m tbe 
unpleasant incidents in their careers, or suggesting some that never Riviera,” the Daily Telegraph recently g^e us some importot 
occurred, by so acting we provide a powerful mducementto people to news, which should largely infiupce the Matrimomai Market, lue 
avoid having such unpleasant incidents to be dragged out. ^d if the names of Ladies and Gentlemen, both angles (a not strictly gram- 
fear of cross-examination prevents actions being brought, it thereby matical plural, by the way, but what s grammar m a g’^me 01 
also prevents would-be litigants ruining themselves in law expenses. Thirty to Love ?) were given. There was, however, no mention 01 
With submission, m’Lud, and if your Ludship pleases,^ I would say “ ties ” or of matche s to come. 

someiiiMg ![n wL.at'’you m^IS^Badgeelee. A CoBBESPONDEsn Sig^g ‘ ‘ ^™c^g :]^b ’’ 

But the disguise need not be so complete as it is. I oppose it’s a — “ Sir,— The Satur^y Bevi^ complied of 8 

verdict for file Defendants? TTitA costs, yes. G-enfiemen of the JTojnlet, ‘•which,’ said the Cntio, reminds rae too much ^ Aga^ 
Jury, I can’t sufficiently express my sense of the nobility of your Most cuttmg comparison for an actor stactog ^ .J"® 

c^ict to HstS to’the evide^e as you have done-though Shakspearian text ! If «^5®7eremtorpolations inthe 
of course if vou had not listened, I should have committed you all Beerbohm Tree’s own introduction, then indeed he might rei^a 
fmZteiSt’^toXK^k tUe-and you will now return a them of A-gag ; that is, if he were oontmually a-gagging.-M. L.» 
verdict for the Defendants. {Left sitting, " ^ , ,, ^ 

■ I^EW Book.— S oon may be expected, A Guide to the unknown 

■ ‘ The TEAVEiLraG CoiDPAinoHS.”-No. XXVI. next week. Tongs, by the Author of A Handbooh to Poher. 


LEGAL IMPROVEMENTS. 

ANOTHEE SAVim 

During the Adjournment, their Lordships will assist in the 
Refreshment Department. 

Thirsty Attorney, “Not too much Froth on, my Lud !” 

TO POLICE CONSTABLES SMEETH AND TAPPIN. 

[In endeavouring to capture a gang of burglars at Greenvicb, these two 
constables were dreadfully battered. But they kept up the pursuit until the 


check me. [To Witness.) I can ask you this at any rate. Did you 
or did you not run up to Town by an early train the morning after 
the robbery,? 

Plaintiff, Certainly I did. I went to see my tailor, in Bond Street. 

Mr, Badgerer, Q, C, And why did you, then, go all the way from 
Bond Street to the City, eh ? 

Plaintiff [gravelled). My Lord, I must appeal for protection. The 
question is a bullying one. 

The Judge, Oh, certainly ! Counsel has no right to ask such 
things. He ought to take the charitable view of your actions, and 
suppose that you went to the City for a mid-day chop, or because 
you wanted to look at St. Paul’s, or something of that kind. We 
must really try and conduct our business as nobly as we can. 

! Mr, Badgerer, Q,C, [pleasantly), Que 3 Iessieurs les assassins 
I commencent P"* Then we will presume that your predilection for 







February 13 , 1892 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 



FICTION PRESENT STYLE. 

Gertrude. ‘^You never do anything now, Margaret, but go to all sorts of Churches, and read those old Books of 
Theology. You never used to be like that.” Margaret. “How can I help it, Gerty?— I *m writing a Popular Hovel!” 


TAKE CAEE ! 

A Song of Convalescence after Influenza. 
By an Impatient Patient, 

Air — Beware / 

“ 1 feel as well as weU can be ! ” — 

^ Take care ! 

La Grippe’ s'deceptive donteber see, 

Beware ! Beware I 
Trust it not, 

’Twill be fooling tbee ; 

It ’s just three weeks since I was “ down ! ” — 
Take care ! 

“ I ’m wanted very much in town.” 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Bun no risk, 

^ ’Tis humbugging thee ! 

“ I feel all right, —as well as you ! 

Take care ! 

What feeling teUs you is not true ! 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Pneumonia waits 
To be nipping thee! 

“ You Doctors are such funny chaps I ” — 
Take care ! 

We know the dangers of Belapse. 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Flout me not, 
not fooling thee ! 


‘ ‘ Too long you pillow us and pill us I ” — 

Take care ! 

Y ou don’t half know that blarmed bacillus. 
Beware ! Beware ! 

Brave it not, 

Twill be flooring thee I 

“The fever’s gone, the aches seem van- 
Take care ! [ished.’^ — 

They come back when you think ’em 
banished. 

Beware I Beware ! 

Trust ’em not. 

They ’ll be dodging thee I 

“ Oh, come, I say, look here, you know 1 ” — 
Take care ! 

Your pulse is yet two beats too slow. 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trifle not, 

Sense is schooling thee ! 

“ Three weeks have I been on my back I ” — 
Take care ! 

You don’t want to renew the rack. 

Beware ! Beware ! 

East winds are out, 

They ’ll be cooling thee ! 

“ It is a heast of a complaint ! ” — 

Take care ! 

Don’t storm ! Your pulse is fluttering, faint. 
Beware ! Beware ! 

Worry not, 

Think of syncope ! 


“Tush! Taking Care’s the awfullest 
worry!” — 

Take care ! 

For “ Complications ” punish hurry. 
Beware I Beware ! 

Besist him not, 

Who ’d be ruling tbee ! 

Keep warm indoors, take lots of rest. 

Take care ! 

Tbat of all counsels is the best. 

Beware ! Beware 1 
Out f Cert’nly not I 
For two weeks— -or three ! 
[Xe/i fummg* 

“On the Sly.” — The name of Mr. J. E. 
Sly was mentioned in the World last week 
as a candidate for the office of High Bailiff 
of the City of London Court. Q,uite a 
Shakspearian name is Sly. “Look in the 
Chromcles,” quoth Christopher of that ilk, 
“We came in with Bichard Conqueror.” 
We drink success to him in “ a pot of the 
smallest ale” and “Let the World slip,”— 
whether it did slip or not, the event will 
prove, — “ We shall ne’er he younger.” 

“Charles, His Friends.”— The Gentle- 
men who sought to adorn Eling Charles’s 
statue with wreaths on the 30th January, axe 
not to be beheaded. Like the White Bose 
League, their Jacobark is worse than their 
Jacobite. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIART OP TOBY, M.P. 


I \ ! 

»Mw 1 ^ 




A a • 







- “You remember Toby, what Hecte said of Db Mbsset? «A you ng Soted ri^fl the ^ 

^ in BO oJe b^re^moi^^ w" iSS'f dooeriptlon, wiU 

there wiU be no exoepti^ noeompMuett by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this mlo 


man witlila great future — behind him.’ There he 
goes.” 

“ Don’t you believe it, my Lord,” I said, with the 
frankness that endears me to the aristocracy. “ You ’ll 
make a grave mistake if you act upon that view of 
Gilandolph’s position.” 

“Ah, well,” said the Mabkiss, a little hastily; “I 
must go and see Stratheden and Campbell about this 
Portugal business.” 

As he strode off I thought how precise and graphic 
remains Lord Lytton’s description of him, written before 
he came to the Premiership : — 

“ The large slouching shoulder, as oppressed 
By the prone head, habitually stoops 
Above a world his contemplative gaze 
Peruses, finding little there to praise. ” 

Sorry I vexed him. 

Some disappointment at G-bandolph’s appearance. 
Hoped he might do honour to occasion by presenting 
himself in the attire clad in which he of late roamed 
through Mashonaland. It would have been much more 
picturesque than either of the uniforms in which mover 
and seconder of Address are obviously and uncomfort- 
ably sewn up preparatory to reciting the bald common- 
place of their studiously conned lesson. 

“He might at least,” said Chaplin, who,'’as Minister 
for Agriculture, takes an interest in specimens of animal 
produce, ‘ ‘ have brought with him the skin of one of those 
nine lions he shot from the oak in which Charles the 
First took refuge.” 

Grandolph affects not to hear this whispered remark. 
It was addressed to Nicholas Wood, who, leaning over 
back of Treasury Bench, laboriously explains that 
Chaplin is a little mixed; that the oak-tree to which he 

alli^es^^as grown 

“ No gun made would carry so fer.” »bYd”tIiat a 

general sweeping away of the Leaders in their places 
last Session, only he should be left. Expect he ’U see us 
all out.” 

“Order! order!” 

plaS^ ^oioe of the Speaker. I thought he’d com- 

rri!* Motion!” he calls, in sonorous voice, 

inentim dreary business begins, Milman having all the 
A himself as he pulls a lucky number out of the 
BaHot Dox, and Members rise in long succession, giving 
notice of interminable Bills and Motions, just as they 
cUd. at the hymning of last Session, when Hartington 
slept on the Front Opposition Bench, when Old Morality 
hdgetted ;^easny in the seat of Leader, and when 
Parne^ stood with his back to the wall in Committee 
Room No. 15. 

Truly ^d Reel^. — Why didn’t they at once elect 
^ Haberdasher, for the office 

j Chamberlam, without waiting for a show of hands 
TAJ course Cotton ought to have been 

elected right off the reel. 


What thunderous slaps of friendly 
1. TJ I TTTV i T ^ V , welcome he bestowed on shrinking 

sl^^Y^Grs ! W hat digs of deep and subtle humour he dealt to unresponsive 

H Peter were ’with us to-day, it is probable that even his effervescence of 
^tural spirits would droop under prevalent gloom. The familiar place is a 
House of Mourmng. Members tread softly, lest they should disturb tne sick or 
wake the dead. Everyone has had the influenza, fears he is going to catch it, 
or mourns someone whom it has snatched away. 

When Speaker took Chair and business commenced, a glance round crowded 
benches brought back memorv of much that has han-nenfid in tbA T?.aaaoc 


said WHFBH) La™, strWely subduTdT’‘‘tLe go™ b^&d 

its losses.” 

„ ** I say, looking across at the Treasury Bench, where in the last weeks 
01 July we were wont to see the kindly anxious face of Old Morality, never 
more to cheer us with his little aphorisms, and incite to following his pathway 
of duty to his Q,ueen and country. In his place, alert, youthful, strong, with 
ready si^e toatog the unfamiliar gravity of face and manner, sits the 
new Leader, still blushing under effect of ringing cheer that welcomed him to 
his high position. 

Lower do'^, filled-^ up by another, is the place whence used frequently to 
arise a tall, almost gaimt, flgure, which, with voice and manner indicating close 
associations with the Chu^h pulpit, read from manuscript neatly-constructed 
^swers designed to crush H^niker-Heaton. A kindly man and an able was 
Raikes, who did not obtam fuU recognition for his administration of the office 
to which he was caMed. 

of [thejHouse a great gap is made by the withdrawal of 
A second, of quite other association, yawns where 
g^al DicfK Lower used to^ sit, and wonder what on earth he did in this galley 
when he might have been riding to hounds in County Waterford. Hartington 
gone, too, an unspeakable loss to gentlemen on the benches immediately behind 

a,way wondering whether, at the 
J the head of the sleepmg statesman, his hat would 

tumble off, or whether catastrophe would be further postponed. In Harting- 
sits C^MBEELAm, much too wide awake to &ord opportunity for 
speculation on that or cognate circumstance. ^ 

fhA tJt® ™ ^ friendly contiguity, with his revered friend on 

Grandolph lounges contemplative. Met him earlier in 
a|temoon. Passed Rs m corridor as I was talking to the Mabkiss, who was 

anxious to know how thA Hititiat* Tira.’ri+' lrt«A v.-in.'UA «A — I * 1 
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JIM’S JOTTINGS. 

II.~EATS’ -RENTS, THE RENTERS AND THE RENTED. 


I But our ’oles — ^well, someone Builds ’em for us, sucL., in course, 
I is kind, 

I But it ain’t a bad investment, as them Landlords seems to find. 


[In wMcb Gtingbb. Jimmy gives Ms views of Lazarus, Dives, Dirt, Mother The Marquiges and Mother Church pick lots of little plums, 

' Contract.”] ' And the wust on ’em don’t seem to be their proputty in slums. 


Church, Slum-Ereeholders and “ Ereedom 

“ The G-olgotha of Blumland ! ” That ’s a phrase as I am told 
Is made use of by a party, — ^wich that party must be bold, — 

In the name of Mister Lazarus, a good Saint Pan- 
crage gent, 

Wot has writ a book on Slumland, and its Land- 
lords, and its Rent.* 

He ’s a Member of the “ Westry ’Ealth Committee,” 
so it seems, 

And the story wot he teUs will sound, to some^ 
lie ’orrid dreams. 

But, lor bless yer! we knows better, and if sech 
’cute coves as ’im 

Want to ferret hout the facks, they might apply 
to Gtirger Jim. 

There’s the mischief in these matters; them as 
Iniows won’t always teU. 

Wy, if you want to spot a “ screw,” or track up a 
bad smeH, 

You ’ve got to be a foxer, for whilst slums makes 
topping rent, 

There wiU always be lots ’anging round to put yer 
off the scent ! 

I can tell yer arf the right ’uns even ain’t quite 
in the know, 

And there ’s lots o' little fakes to make ’em boggle, 
or go slow. 

Werry plorserble their statements, and they puts 
’em nice and plain. 

And a crockidile can drop ’em when ’e once turns 
on the main. 

All the tenants’ faults; they likes it, dirt, and 
sorowging, and damp waHs ! 

They git used to ’orrid odours ! 0 the Landlord’s 
tear-drop faUs 
Werry often, when coUecting of his rents, to see the ’oles 
Where the parties as must pay ’em up prefers to stick, pore souls ! 

No compulsion, not a mossel ! Ah, my noble lords and gents 
Wlio are up in arms for Libbaty— that is, of paying rents — 

You’ve rum notions of Compulsion. Nocey Speiggins sez, sez ’e, 
While you’ve got a ohice of starving, or the workus, ain’t yer 
free ! 

Free? 0 yus, we’re free aH round like; there ain’t ne’er a 
bloomin’ slave, 

White or black, but wot is free enough— to pop into ’is grave ; 
Though if they ketch yer trying even that game, and yer/a^7, 

Yer next skool for teaching freedom ain’t the workus, but the jail! 

’Andcufis ain’t the sole “ Compulsion,” nor yet laws ^ain’t, nor yet 
whips; 

There is sech things as ’unger, and yer starving kids’ white lips. 
And bizness ties, a hempty purse, bad ’ealth, and ne’er a crust ; 
SweHs may swear these ain’t Compulsion, but we know as they 
means must. 

Ah ! wot precious rum things words is, ’ow they seems to fog the 
wise ! 

If they’d only come and look at things^ that is with their hownheyes. 
And not filantropio barnacles or goldlan giglamps — lor ! 

Wot a lob of grabs and gushers might shut up their blessed jor ! 

The nobs who ’re down on workmen, ’cos on “ knobsticks” they will 
frown. 

Has a ’arty love for Libbaty— when keepin’ wages down. 

Contrack ’s a sacred ’oly thing, freedom carnt ’ave that broke, [joke. 
But Free Contrack 'woV&fforced on yer — ^wy, o’ course, that sounds a 

If they knowed us and our sort, gents, they would know Free Con- 
track ’s fudge, 

When one side ain’t got a copper, ’as been six weeks on the trudge, 
Or ’as built his Httle bizness up in one pertikler spot, 

And if the rent ’s raised on ’im must turn hout, and starve or rot ! 

Coarse words, my lords and ladies ! Well, yer may as weH be dumb, 
As talk pooty on the questions wot concerns hus in the Slum. 

There ain’t nothink pooty in ’em, and I cannot ’elp but think 
Some of our friends ’as spiled our case by piling on the pink. 

Foxes ’ave ’oles, the Book sez ; weU, no doubt they feels content, 

For they finds, or makes, their ’ouses, and don’t ’ave to pay no rent ; 

* Landlordism^ by Henry Lazarus. 


Oh, I ’d like to take a Bishop on the trot around our court, 

I And then arsk ’owthe Church spends the coin coHected from our sort 

Wot ’s the use of pietering ’errors ? Let ’im put ’is 
’oly nose 

To the pain of close hinspection ; let his wenerable 
toes 

Pick a pathway through our gutter, let his gaiters 
climb our stairs ; 

And when ’e kneels that evening, I should like to 
’ear ’is prayers ! 

I ’m afraid that in Rats’ Rents he mightn’t find a 
place to kneel 

Without so ilin g of Hs small clothes. Yus, to live 
in dirt, I feel 

Is a ’orrid degradation ; but one thing I ’d like to 
know, 

Is it wus than living on it ? Let ’im answer ; it ’s 
his go. 

“All a blowing” ain’t much paternised, not down 
our Court, it ain’t. 

Wich we aren’t as sweet as iersons, not yet as fresh 
as paint ! 

For yer don’t get spicy breezes in a den aU dirt 
and dusk. 

From a ’apenny bunch o* wallfiower, or a penny 
plarnt o’ musk. 

Wot do you think ? Bless yer ’earts, gents, I wos 
down some months ago 

With a bout o’ the rheumatics, and ’ad got so 
precious low 

I wos sent by some good ladies, wot acrost me 
chanced to come — 

Bless their kindness ! — ^to a ’evvin called a Conva- 
!a33F. lescent ’Ome. 

Phew ! Wen I come back to Rats’ Rents, ’ow I sickened of its smells, 
Arter aH them trees and ’ayfields, and them laylocks and blue-bells, 
And sometimes I think — pertikler when I ’m nabbed by them old 
pains — 

Wot a proper world it might be if it weren’t for dirt and drains. 

Who ’s to blame for Dirt ? Yer washups, praps it ain’t for me to say, 
But — I don’t think there ’d be much of it if ’t wasn’t made to pay ! 
Who does it pay ? The Renters or the Rented ? I ’ve no doubt 
When you spot who cops the Slum-swag — ^wy , yer won’t be so fur out I 





■WRIGHT AND WRONG. 

“We are getting on by leaps and bounds,” remarked Mr. Wildet 
Weight, during a recent case. Whereat there was “laughter.’’ 
But Mr. Horace Browne, for Plaintifi, “objected to remarks of 
this kind.” Then Mr. Justice Collins hegged Mr. W. Weight 
“ not to make such picturesque interjections.” Later on, Mr. Hoeace 
Browne said to a Witness (whose name, “ Burbage,” ought to have 
elicited from Judge or Counsel some apposite Shakspearian aUusion 
— ^but it didn't), “ Then you had him on toast.” This also was 
received with “ laughter.” But Mr. Wlldey Weight did not object 
to this. No ! he let it pass without interruption, implying hy his 
eloquent silence that such a remark was neither a “picturesque 
interjection,” nor sufficiently humorous for him to take objection to 
it. The other day, in a County Court, a Barrister refused to go on 

with a case until the J udge had done smiling ! But ‘ This 

is another story.” 


Good Grace-ious! 

Two out of thi-ee, my G-eace ! That sounds a drubber. 

No chance for England now to “ win the rubber.” 

We deemed you romping in, that second Cable ; 

But your team didn’t. Fact is, ’twasn’t Abel 
(Though Abel in himself was quite a team). 

WeH, well, your Sheeflelb blades met quite the cream 
Of Cornstalk Cricketers. Cheer np, cut in ! 

And when March comes, make that Third Match a Win : 

We ’re sure that while you hold the Captain’s place, 

Your men will win or lose with a good Grace ! 

Suggested Title foe an Account op a Goegeous Ballet of 
Ugly Girls. — The Story of the Glittering Plain. 
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THE TWO SHEPHERDS. 

[Mr. J OHN Morley was, on Feb. 6, at Kewcastle- 
on-Tyne, initiated a Hon. Member of tbe Loyal 
Order of Ancient Sbepberds, and afterwards, in a 
speech in tbe People’s Palace, abarply criticised 
Mr. Chamberlain’s plan for Old Age Pensions, 
expressing bis preference for ‘‘more modest opera- 
tions ” in tbe direction of relaxing and enlarging 
tbe provisions of tbe Poor Law.] 

To the Tune of Burnses “ The Twa Herds'^ 

0, all ye poor and aged flocks, 

Dealt mtb in fashion orthodox 
By Bumble bodies bard as rocks, 

And stern as tykes ; 

And treated like mere waifs and crocks, 

Or herded Smikes ! 

Two brother Shepherds, as men thought. 
Have somehow fallen out and fought, 
Though each your welfare swore be sought ; 

Flock-herding elves, 

What can this bickering have brought 
Between themselves ? 

0, earnest John and jocund Job, 

How could two Shepherds shindy so. 

Old Light and Hew Light, con, and pro f 
How dash my buttons ! 

A squabbling pastor is a foe 

To all poor muttons. 

0 Sirs, whoe’er would have expected 
That crook and pipe you ’d have neglected, 
By foolish love of fight infected 
Concerning food ? 

As though the sheep would have rejected 
Aught that is good I 


What herd like Joseph could prevail ? 

His voice was beard o’er bill and dale ; 

He knew each sheep from head to tail 
In vale or heig:ht, 

And told whether ’twas sick or bale 
At the first sight. 

But Joe had a new-fangled plan 
For feeding ancient sheep. The man 
Posed as a true Arcadian, 

With a great gift 
For zeal humanitarian, 

Combined with thrift. 

But John replied, “Pooh-pooh! Your 
scheme 

Is but an optimistic dream, 

Wliose ‘ shadowy incentives ’ seem 
Tbe merest spooks. 

Better the ancient plans, I deem. 

Food, folds, and crooks. 

“ You do not grapple with tbe case 
Of poorest sheep, a numerous race. 

As to the black ones, with what face 
Claim care for such ? 

’Tis“bungry old sheep of good race 
My feelings touch. 

“ Your scheme wiU cost no end-;-and fail. 
Ho sheep who ever twitched a tail 
So f oolim is— I would not rail ! — | 

As such a * herd.’ 

I’d' modest operations ’ hail, 

But yours ?— absurd ! 

“ Better reform, relax, extend 
The old provisions. I commend 


Plenty of food, and care no end, 

For all poor sheep ; 

But flocks would not get poor, my friend, 
Had they good keep I ” 

Fancy how Joe would cock a nose 

At “ Cockney John,” as certain foes 

Called J oseph’ s rival. W ords like those 
Part Shepherd swains. 

Sad when crook- wielders meet as foes 
On pastoral plains I 

Such two ! 0, do I live to see 

Such famous pastors disagree. 

Calling each other— woe is me ! — 

Bad names by turns ? 

Shall we not say in diction free 

With Bobbie Burns ? 

“10 ! a’ ye flocks, owre a’ the hills 

By mosses, meadows, moors and fells. 

Come join your counsels and your skills 
To cowe the lairds. 

And get the brutes the power themsels 
To choose their herds I ” 


“And a Good Judg^e, too! ’’ 
Thebe is a good Justice named Gbantham, 
Wlio tells lawyers truths that should haunt 
There are seeds of reform [’em. 

In his speech, wise as warm, 

Amd long may he flourish— te plant ’em ! 

Stbanoe but True. — Wkendoes a Hus- 
band find his Wife out ? When be finds her 
at home and she doesn’t expect him. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

JSTo. XXYI. 

ScEiTE — On the Lagoons, Ctjxchaiii) and PoDBimT’s gondola is 
nearing Venice,^ The apricot-tinted diaper on the facade of the 
Ducal Palace is already distinguishable^ and behind its battle- 
ments^ the pearl-grey summits of the domes of St, MarTds shim- 
mer in the warm air, Culchaed and Pobbtjet have hardly 
exchanged a sentence as yet The former has just left off 
lugubriously whistling as much as he can remember of “ Che 
farof the latter is still humming “ The Dead March in Saul^^^ 
although in a livelier manner than at first, 

Culch, Well, my dear Podbijet, our — er — expedition has turned 
out rather disastrously ! 

Podb, [suspending the Dead March^ choMly), Xot much mistake 
about that — ^but there, it’s no good talking about it. Jolly that 
brown and yellow sail looks on the fruit-barge there. See ? 

Cvdch, [sardonically). Isn’t it a little late in the day to 
cultivating an eye for colour? I was about to 
say that those two girls have treated us in- 
famously. I say deliberately, my dear Pon- 
BTJEY, infamously ! 

Podb, Now drop it, Culchaei), do you hear ? 

I won’t hear a word against either of them. It 
serves us jolly well right for not knowing our 
own minds better — though I no more dreamed 

that old Bob would Oh, hang it, I can’t 

talk about it yet ! 

Culch, That’s childishness, my dear feUow; 
you ought to talk about it— it will do you good. 

And really, I’m not at all sure, after aU, that 
we have not both of us had a fortunate escape. 

One is very apt to — er — overrate the fascinations 
of persons one meets abroad. Now, neither of 

those two was quite 

Podb, [desperately]. Take care! I swear I ’ll 
pitch you out of this gondola, unless you stop 
that jabber I 

Culch, [with wounded dignity). I am willing to 
make great allowances for your state of mind, 

PoDBxnaY, but such an expression as — as Jabber ^ 
a;ralied to my— er — ^well-meant attempts at con- 
solation, and just as I was about to propose an 
arrangement— really, it ’s too much I The mo- 
ment we reach the hotel, I will relieve you from 
any further infliction from [bitterly) what you 
are pleased to call my “jabber I ” 

Podb, [s^dMly), very weU — ’m sure I don’t 
care! [To himself,) Even old Ctjlchaei) won’t 
have anything to do with me now! 1 must 
have somebody to talk to— or I shall go off my 
head! [Aloudi] I say, old cAaj? / [No answer,) 

Look here— it ’s bad enough as it is without our 
having a row ! Never mind anything I said. 

Culch, I do mind — I must, I am not accus- 
tomed to hear myself called a— a jabberer ! 

Podb. I didn't call you a jabberer — I only said 
you talked jabber. I — I hardly know what I 
do say, when I’m like this. And I ’m deuced 
sorry I spoke— there ! 

^ Culch. [relaxing). Well, do you withdraw 
jabber? 

Podb, Certainly, old chap. I like you to talk, 

^^t against Her, you know! "Whatwereyou goingto propose ? 
Culch. W eU, my idea was this. My leave is practically unlimited 
—at least, without vamty, I think I may say that my Chief suf- 
hciently appreciates my services not to make a fuss about a few 
exta days. So I thought I’d just run down to Florence and Naples 
and perhaps catch a P. & 0. at Brindisi. I suppose youWe not tied 
to tune in any way ? 

St ^ f- Governor had wanted me 

ba^ m the City, he ’d have let me know it. Well ? 

{consid^ingj. I don’t care if I do-it may cheer me up a 


I can’t stand being 
’ than “jabbering,” 



Podb, [exasperated). There you go again ! 
jawed at, CuLCBLiEi), and I won’t ! 

Culch. I am no more conscious of “jawing 

and if that is how I am to be spoken to ! 

Podb, I know.^ Look here, it ’s no use. You must go to Florence 
by yourself. I simply don’t feel up to it, and that ’s the truth, 
shall just potter about here, till — ^tul they go. 

Culch, As you choose. I gave you the opportunity — out of kind- 
ness. If you prefer to make yourself ridiculous by hanging about 
here, it ’s no concern of mine. I daresay I shall enjoy Florence at 
least as well by myself. 

[He sulks until they arrive at the Hotel Dandolo, where they are 
received on the steps by the Porter, 

Porter. Hoot afternoon, Schendlemen. You have a hleasant dimes 
at Torcello, yes ? Ach 1 you haf gif your gondoliers vifdeen franc ? 
Zey schvindle you, oal ze gondoliers alvays schvindles eferypody, 
yes T Zere is som ledders for you. I vetch zem, [He bustles away, 
Mr, Bellerby [suddenly emerging from a recess in the entrance^ as 
he recognises Culchaed). Why, bless me, there ’s a face I know ! 

Met at Lugano, didn’t we? To be sure— very 
pleasant chat we had too! So you ’re at Yenice, 
eh? I know every stone of it by heart, as I 
needn’t say. The first time I was ever at 
Yenice 

Cidch, [taking a bxdky envelope from the 
Porter). Just so— how are you? Er — will you 
excuse me ? 

[He opens the envelope and finds a blue official- 
looking enclosure^ which he reads with a 
gradually lengthening countenance, 

Mr, B, [as Culchaed thrusts the letter an- 
grily into his pocket). You’re new to Yenice, I 
think ? Well, just let me give you a word of 
advice. Now you are here— you make them 
give you some tunny. Insist on it, Sir. Why, 

when I was here first 

Culch, [impatiently), I know. I mean, you 
told me that before. And I have tasted tunny. 

Mr. B, Ha ! well, what did you think of it ? 
Delicious, eh? 


“ Beads with a gradually lengthening 
countenance.” 


ye to W togetW ip- a^fcf 

must keep to our original resolution— not to he drawn into anv 
^ance acquaintanceship. I don’t want to reproach you hut il 
when we were tot at Brussels, you had not aUowed yoS^lfVget 
so intimate with the Teottees, all this would never— ^ 


^ Culch, [forgetting all his manners). Beastly, 
Sir, beastly! [Leaves the scandalised Mr. B. 
abruptly, and rushes off to get a telegram form 
at the bureau. 

Mr, Crawley Strutt [pouncing on Podbuey in 
the hall, as he finishes the perusal of his letter). 
Excuse me — ^but surely I have the honour of 
addressing Lord Heoeoe Guivibletoh ? You 

may perhaps just recollect, my Lord ? 

Podb. [blankly). Think you’ve made a mis- 
take, really. 

3Ir. C. S, Is it i)ossible ! I have come across 
so many people while I ’ve been away that— hut 
surely we have met somewhere f Why, of 
course. Sir Johh Jubbee ! you must pardon me. 
Sir John 

Podb, [recognising him). My name ’s PoD- 
BURY — ^plain Podbuey, but you ’re quite right. 
You have met me — and you ’ve met my boot- 
maker too. ‘ ‘ Lord XJPPEESOLE,” eh ? That ’s 
where the mistake came in ! 

Mr, C, S, [with hauteur), I think not, Sir ,* I 
have no recollection of the circumstance. I see 
DOW your face is quite unfamiliar to me. 

[He moves away ; Podbuey gets a telegram form and sits down 
at a table in the hall opposite Culcegled. 

Culch, [reading over his telegram), “Yours just received. A-m 
returning immediately.” 

r do.), “ Letter to hand. No end sorry. Start at once.” 

[Seeing (ji^cka:kd,) Wiring to Florence for room, eh ? 

Culch, Er — ^no. The fact is, I ’ye just heard from my Chief — a — a 
most intemperate communication, insisting on my instant return to 
my duties! I shall have to humour him, I suppose, and leave 
at once. 

So shall L No end of a shirty letter from the Governor. 
W ants TO know how much longer I expect him to be tied to the 
omce. yid humbug, when he only turns up twice a week for a 
couple of hours ! 

The Porter, Peg your hardens, Schendlemen, but if yon haf qvide 
ye^^ schtamps on your ledders, I gollect hostage schtamps, 

+ [^TritaPly flinging him the envelope). Oh, confound it all, 

tafce ti^m. I don’t want them ! [He looks at his letter once more!) 

worse than I thought. This thing ’s a week 
have been lying in my rooms all this time — or else in 
that infernal Italian post ! 



Fbbeuabt 20, 1892.] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


Fodb, Whew, old chap 1 I say, I wouldn’t be you for somet^g ! . . A-r-rcpn 

Won’t yon catch it when yon do tnrn np ? Bnt look here — as things ^ i i 

are, we may as well trayel home together, eh? ^ (Leap Yea 

Culch* {'i^ith a flicker of resentment). In spite of my tendency to ATmstamt Jay, New 

“jaw” and ‘ jabber ” ? ... i 

Podb, Oh, neyer mind aU that now. We’re companions in mis- ^ 

fortune, yon know, and we ’d better stick together, and keep each Yalentines plebeian 
other’s spirits np. After all, yon ’re in a mnch worse hat than Cannot fix an Earl— 

Jam! I ’m as yon may see, an 

Culch. If that^s the way yon propose to keep my spirits np! Ardent Yanlge girl. 

Bnt let ns keep together, by aU means, if yon wish it, Nothing soft yon ’ll n 

and jnst go and find ont when the next train starts, wm yon ? here, 

hhnself as Podbuet departs,) I mnst pnt np with him a little No old-fashioned lay ; 

longer, I snppose. Ah me ! How differently I should be feeling Say then, yon ’ll be mine, dear, 

now, it Hypatia had only been trne to herself. Bnt that’s all oyer. In the modem way. 

and I daresay it’s better so . . , I daresay! . .. Tr / jj. i. 

[He strolls into the hoteUgarden, and begins to read his Chief* s (we hayen t met as 

missive once more, in the hope of deciphering some faint i mimt record} 

encouragement between the lines. Figure mDebrett^ 


A LATTERDAY VALENTINE. 

(Leap Yeak: New Style.) 

{From Miss Afiastasia Jay, New York, to Tlwmas, Earl of Eunlroione, 
London, ) 

Valentines plebeian I Bnt their disappearance 


Beats me to explain. 

Thodias, I adore thee ! — 

“ Thomas ” is thy name. 
Isn’t it ? — the more the 
Scandal and the shame ! 
All I ask yon, Tom, is 
Jnst one loying line. 


A TENNYSONIAN EHAGMENT. 



So in the village inn 
the Poet dwelt. 

His honey - dew was 


You (we haven’t met as 
Yet I mnst record) 

Figure in Debrett as 
Ont-and-ont a Lord : 
Ancestors, a thousand. 
Dignities, a score — 

Hear my bashful vows, 
and 

Think this matter o’er. 

I don’t in for Pa go ; 

Pa despised New York ; 



iiis nonev - was despised New 
gone ; only the pouch, in^hieago 

His oouan’s wk, her nhltivated -Dork : 


ills oouan-s wb, ner Cultivated pork : 
emp^ labour, kft. G-erald ; 

Birth was Morma’s 
still a fragrance clung pride 

^gered aU about York SeraU 

&e hroidered flowers. Mentioned when she died. 
Then came his land- 
lord, saying in broad Well, my pile ’s a million, 
Scotch, That ’s a fact, yon bet : 

“Smoke ping, mon,” I in onr cotillon 
whom he looked at Q,nite the Broadway Pet : 
doubtfully. ^ I can sing like Patti ; 

B the grocer, sajring, And to win I went 
some twist For the Cincinnati 

whom he answered Tennis Tournament. 


whom he looked at Q,nite the Broadway Pe‘ 
doubtfully. ^ I can sing like Patti ; 
Then came the grocer, sajring. And to win I went 
‘ ‘ Hae some twist For the Cincinnati 

At tippence,” whom he answered Tennis Tournament, 
with a qualm. 

Bnt when they left him to himself I ’ye a lovely right hand ; 

again, For my face I ’ye sat 

Twist, like a fiend’s breath from a By electric light— and 


distant room 


Elegant at that ! 


Diffusing through the passage, I enclose the photo, 
crept ; the smell ^ Jnst for yon to see, 

Deepening had power upon him, Bnt deny in toto 

and he mixt ^ That it flatters me. 

His fancies with the billow-lifted ^ , , 

•bay I J ou, I ’ve read, are re 

Of Biscay, and the rollings of a 5 “ Spout ” 


And on that night he made a little song, 

And called his song “ The Song of Twist and Flug** 
And sang it : scarcely could he make or sing. 

‘ ‘ Hank is black plug, though smoked in wind and rain ; 
And rank is twist, which gives no end of pain ; 

I know nob-^wMoh is ranker, no, not I. 

‘ ‘ Plug, art thou rank ? Then milder twist mnst be ; 
Plug, thou art milder ; rank is twist to me. 

0 Twist, if plug be milder, let me buy. 

“ Hank twist, that seems to make me fade away. 

Hank plug, that navvies smoke in loveless clay, 

1 know not which is ranker, no, not I. 

“I fain would purchase flake, if that could be ; 

I needs mnst purchase plug, ah woe is me ! 

Plug and a cutty, a cutty, let me buy.” 


Complicated Case. — The other day, an Italian (^an-grinder was 
arrested for having shot one Giuseppe P iA. “He admitted the 


You, I ’ve read, are rather 
“ Up the Spout ” for 
cash, 

j Owing to your father 
[ Having been so splash : 

I from debt could free yon. 
And in Politics 
Calculate to see yon ^ 
Bagging all the tricks. 

Any Earl who marries 
Anastasia Jay 
Will (except in Paris) 

Oet his little way, 

Fear no interference ; 
Helatives remain,— 



One type- written promise 
Publishing yon mine. 

Matrimony’s heart is 
Honselike, “half-detached,” 
Seldom save at parties 
Or in papers matched — 
Answer “ Yes,” or break ’ll 
This poor heart jof mine. 

Be my JFin-de-Siecle, 

Be my Valentine ! 


aiJEiiY BY A Depbessed CONVALESCENT,— “ TMs Influeuza is 
nothing new, nor is the Microbe. Wasn’t ^^obius an^cient 
classic writer? Didn’t he treat tHs subject historicaUy ? There s 
evidently some confusion of ideas somewhere. As Hamlet says : 

‘ 0, cursed spite 

That ever I was bom to set it right.' 


charge” (we quote the Globe), “bnt said the gun went off acci- _ , ^ nVbt’ shows that Hamlet was a 

deu&y.’^ .]VieuaGeutiem^‘‘admtstheohaTge>-(toh^^^^^ ExlfS! ‘M! Vhedl”^ * 


dentaiy.” Whena Oentleman “ admits the charge - (thm^h inaeea x 

it was the other one who did that), how the gun went off seems to Surgeon, not a Physi cian. Exc 
be a matter of secondary importance. 


Sad Thought in my own Libeahy.— I am a stranger among 

A vote of thanks to Sir Chables books. Hesting on their shelves, they all turn 
Liberal and Hadieal Association, En revanche, if I find among them a new one, a perfect stranger to 
ty, me, I cut him. 


Tttp. Name and the Thing. — ^A vote of thanks to Sir Chables 
Hussell, after his address to the Liberal and Hadieal Associa'tion, 
was carried by a Wapping Majority, 




ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTEiCTED FEOM THE BIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

JB^ouse of Commons, Monday, February 8. — The coming: of Prince 
Amhuk anxiously looked for as hfembers gathered for last 
Session of a memorable Parliament. When, in August last, he, 
with the rest of us, went away. Old Moeilitt still sat in 
Leader’s place. He was, truly, just then absent in the flesh, already 
wasting with the dire disease that carried him ofl. It was Jozim 
who occupied the place of Leader ; Prince Aethxje, content to sit 
lower down. It seemed to some that when vacancy occurred Jozm, 
that veteran Child of Promise, would step in, and younger men wait 
their turn. But youth of certain q.uality must come to the front, as 
BoNiJPAiiTE testified even before he went to Italy, and as Pitt 
showed when the Hockingjham Administration went to pieces. 

Prince AnTHina came in shortly after four o’clock. House fuH, 
especially on Opposition Benches ; faint blush suflused ingenuous 
cheek as welcoming cheer arose. Seemed to know his way to 
Leader’s place, and took it naturally. Pretty to see JoziM drop in 
on one side of him with Katthews on the other, buttressing him 
about with financial reputation and legal erudition. Tableau 


of judgment. But with Joziit at his left shoulder, and Heney 
Matthews at his right, humble citizens looking on from opposite 
Benches, felt a sweet content. On such a basis, the Constitution 
might stand any blast. 

In absence of Mr. Q-., who still dallies with the sunshine of 
Riviera, Squiee op Malwood, fresh from hunting in the Hew 
Forest, more than fi.lls the place of Leader of Opposition. A favour- 
able opportunity for distinguishing himself marred by accidental 
prevalence of funereal associations. 

“The S<iuire,” said Plitnzet— watching him as, with legs 
reverently crossed, and elbow sympathisingly resting on box, care- 


fully suggestive of life-sized figure of tombstone-mourner, he 
intoned his lamentation — “is not fitted for the part, and conse- 
qLuently overdoes it. Allegro is his line. II Fenseroso does not 
suit him.” 

Everyone glad when, sermon over, and the black-edged folios 
put aside, the Squire began business. Happy enough in his attack 
on JoKiK, always a telling subject in present House of Commons. 

“He is,” says Sage op Qxteeh Akhe’s G-ate, drawing upon his 
theatrical experiences, “like the Policeman in the Pantomime; 
always safe for a roar of laughter if you bonnet him or trip him up 
over the doorstep.” 

For the rest, as Prince Aethue pointed out when he came to 
reply. Squire’s speech had very little to do with the Address, on 
which ^ it was ostensibly^ based. Couldn’t resist temptation of 
enlarging on financial science for the edification of the unhappy 
Jozm. 

“ Finance,’’ observed Dicky Temple, “is Haecotjet’s foible.” 

“Yes,” said Jeheiegs, whom everyone is glad to see back in 
better health, “ and funeral sermons are his forte.” 

Through nearly hour and half the Squire mourned and jibed, 
Prince Aethue listening attentively, all unconscious of the Shades 
hovering about the historic seat in which he lounged, as nearly as ' 
possible, at full length— Old Moeality, kindly generous, pleased in ; 
another’s prosperity; Stapfoed Hoethcote, marvelling at the mad- 
ness of a world he has not been loth to quit ; Dizzy tickled with the 
whole situation, though perhaps a little shocked to see a Leader of 
the House resting apparently on his shoulder-blades in the seat 
where from 1874 to 1876 there posed an upright statuesque figure with 
folded arms and mask-like face, lit up now and then by the gleam of 
eyes that saw everythmg whilst they seemed to be looking no whither. 
Pam was there, too, with slightly raised eyebrows as they fell on the 
youthful form a^eady installed in a place he had not reached till he 
was almost twice the age of the newcomer. Joedsthy Eussell, 
scowled at the intruder under a hat a-size-and-half too big for his 
legs. Cahhxntg looked on, and thought of his brief tenure of the 
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same place wMlst tlie century was young. Still furtlier in the shade 
Pitt joined the group. 

** Well at least he was even younger when he came to our place,” 
Pam whispered in Dizzy’s ear, startling him as he inadvertently 
touched his cheek with the straw he still seems to hold in his teeth, 
as he did when Johh Leech was alive. 

Prince Arthur, facing the crowded Opposition Benches, of corpse 
saw nothing of this ; lounged and listened smilingly as the Squire, 
having shaken up Jokim and his one-pound notes, went off to Exeter 
to pummel the Markiss. 

Musiness done. — Address moved. 

Evidently going to^ he an Agricultural Labourer’s 
Session. Small Holdings Bill put in fore- 
front of Programme. District Councils 
hinted at. In this situation it was stroke 
of genius, due I believe to the Markiss. 
that such happy selection was made of 
Mover of Address. 

“It’s trifles that make up the mass, 
my dear nephew,” the Marriss said, when 
this matter was being discussed in the 
Eecess. “ Ho detail is so small that we can 
afford to omit it. It was a happy thought 
of yours, perhaps a little too suhtte for some 
intellects, to associate Chaplih with Small 
Holdings. In this other matter, let me 
have my way. Put up Hodoe to move the 
Address. It will be worth 10,000 votes in 
the agricultural districts. I suppose he 
wouldn’t like to come down in a smock 
frock with a whip in Ms hand? Don’t 
know why he shouldn’t ; quite as reason- 
able as a civilian getting uimself up as a 
Colonel or an Admiral. With Hodge in a 
smock frock moving the Address we’d 
sweep the country. But that I must leave 
to you ; only let us have Hodge.” 

So it was arranged. But Member for 
Accrington wouldn’t stand the smock- 
frock. Insisted upon coming out in war- 
like uniform. Trousers a little tight about Orator Hodge (in muftiL 
the knees, and jacket perhaps a trme too ^ 
tasselly. But made very good si^eech in the circumstances. 

Business done. — ^BiUs brought in by the half hundred. 

Thursday Night. — ^Things been rather dull Mtherto. House as it 



AN INFLUENZA SONG. 


were lying under a paU, “Every man,” as O’Hahlor says, “not 
knowing what moment may be Ms next.” Still on Debate^ on 
Address. When resumed to-night, Chamberlaih stepped into 
ring and took off Ms coat. When Members saw the faithful Jesse 
bring in sponge and vinegar-bottle, knew there would be some sport. 
Anticipation not disappointed. Joe in flne fighting form. Went for 
the Squire oe Maiwood round after round ; occasionally turned to 
aim a “wonner” at Ms “Eight Hon. Friend” Johit Morley. 
Conservatives delighted ; had always thought just what J oe was say- 
ing, but hadn’t managed to put their ideas into such easily fleeting, 
barbed sentences. Only once was there any shade on the faces of 
the country gentlemen opposite. That spread when J oe proposed to 
quote the “ lines of Churchill.” 

“No, no,” said Lord Henry Bruce in audible whisper, “he’d 
better leave Grandolph alone. Never* knew he wrote poetry, If 
he did, there ’s lots of others. Why, when we ’re going on so nicely, 
why drag in Churchill ? ” 

Depression only momentary. Conservative cheers rose again and 
again as Joe, turning a mocking face, and shaking a minatory fore- 
finger at the passive monumental figure of the guileless Squire oe 
Malwood, did, as John" Morley, with rare outburst of anger, pre- 
sently said, from his place in the centre of the Liberal Camp, 
“denounce and assail Liberal principles, Liberal measures, and ms 
old Liberal colleagues.” 

After tMs it was nothing that, some hours later, O’Hanlon, rising 
. from a Back Bench, and speaking on another turn of the Debate, 
should observe, in loud voice, with eye fixed in fine freri^ on the 
: nape of the Squire’s neck, as he sat on the Front Bench with folded 
arms, “I do not believe in the Opposition Leaders, who have split 
up my Party, and are now living on its blood.” 

Bminess done. — Joseph turns and rends his Brethren. 

Friday Night, — ^In Commons night wasted by re-delivery of 
speeches made last year by Irish Members pleading for amnesty for 
Dynamitards. John Redmond began it. No Irish Member could 
afford to be off on tMs scene, so one after another they trotted out 
their speeches of yester-year. 

Lords much more usefully occupied in discussing London Fog. 
Middleton moved for Royal Commission. Marriss drew fine dis- 
tinction. “ What you really want to remedy,” he said, “ is not the 
fog itself, but its colour.” Rather seemed to like the fog, per se, if 
omy Ms particular fancy in matter of colour gratified. Didn’t 
mention what colour he preferred ; but fresh difficulty looming out 
of the fog evident. Tastes differ. If every man is to have Ms own 
particular coloured fog, our last state will be worse than the first. 

Business done. — ^None. 


HORACE IN LONDON. 


Air — “ Ohf we^re all noddin\’’ 

Oh, we’ ve none coddlin’. 

Cod, cod, coddlin’ ; 

Oh, we ’ve none coddlin’. 

At our house at home ! 

Ha !— my Father has a cough — 

Now — ^my Mother has a wheeze ; 

What ! ! my Brother has a pain 
In forehead, arms, chest, back and knees. 

So— we ’ve three coddlin’, &c. 

How my eldest Sister aches 
From her forehead to her toes ! 

And my second Brother’s eyes 
Are weeping either side his nose. 

So— we ’ve five coddlin’, &c. 

There ’s my eldest Brother down 
With a pain all round his head. 

Ah ! I’m the only one who ’s up— 

Oh ! ... Oh ! ... I ’ll go to bedj! 

So — ^were ’re all coddlin’, &c. 

As the Doctor orders Port, 

Orders Burgundy, Champagne, 

Good living and good d rinking , 

Why we none of us complain, 

While we ’re— all coddlin’. 

Cod, cod, coddlin’, 

While we ’re all coddlin’ 

At our house at home ! 


By a Small Western.- Orientals take off 
their shoes on entering a Mosque. We re- 
move our hats on entering a Church. Both 
symbolical ; one leaves his understanding 
outside ; the other enters with a clear head. 


To the County Council. {Ad BE^rpuBLTCAu.) 


New vessel, now retumiug ship 

From tMs thy tried and trial trip. 
Refit in dock awhile : I fear 
Your ballast looks a trifle 
queer. 

Tour rigging (“rigging” is a 
word 

By other folk than seamen heard) 
Has got a little loose ; you need 
An overhaul, you do indeed. 

Your sails (or purchases ?) should 
stay 

The stress — and Press— that on 
them weigh : 

TMs constant playing to the 
gods 

Will scarcely weather blus- 
tering odds. 

In vain to blazon “London’s 
Heart ” 

As figure-head, if thus you part 
Unseaworthy; in vain to boast 
Y our ‘ ‘ boom ’ ’ — a cranky boom 
at most. 



We rate vou, we who pay your rates : 
Beware tne overhauling fates. 

Beware lest down you go at last 
The sport and puppet of the blast. 


I always voted you a bore, 

But never quite so much before 

Besought you with a frugal mind 
To sail not quite so near the wind. 


Mrs. R Again. — ^To our excellent old lady, being convalescent, her niece was readmg 
the news. She commenced about the County Council, the first item in the report being 
headed, “An Articulated Skeleton.” “ Ah ! ” inter:rapted the good lady, “murder will 
out I And where did they find the skeleton of the Articulated Clerk ? ” 
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m THE SEAT OF WISDOM. 

At a meeting of the Drury Lane Lodge of Freemasons, 
said the Datl^ Telegraph, “ "with all due solemnity was 
Mr. S. B. Banceobt installed in the Chair of King 
SoLOMOE’.” This, whether an easy chair or not, ought 
to be the seat of wisdom. Poor Solomob", the very much 
married man, was not, however, particularly wise in his 
latter days, but, of course, this chair was the one used by 
the Great Grand Master Mason before it was taken from 
under him, and he fell so heavily, “ never to rise again,” 
How fortunate for the Drury Lane Masons to have 
obtained this chair of Solomoh’^s. Ho doubt it was one 
of his wise descendants, of whom there are not a few in 
the neighbourhood of Drury Lane^ who consented to part 
with this treasure to the Masomc Lodgers. So here^s 
King SoLOMOisr Busy Banceoft’s good health ! “ Point, 
left, right! One, two, three 1 ” {Theg drink.) 

A Q.I7EET BY “Pen'.” — T here was a “ Pickwick Exam.” 
invented by Calveeley the Inimitable. Why not a 
“Pendennis” or “Yanity Fair” Exam. ? 2. propos^ I 
would just ask one question of the Thackerayan student, 
and it is this : — There was one Becky whom everybody 
knows, but there was another Becky as good, as kind, as 
sympathetic, and as simple, as the first Becky was bad, I 
cruel, selfish, and cunning. Where is Becky the Secoi^d i 
to be found in W. M. Thackeeay’s Works ? 


Hee Hote and Otteet. — Mrs. R. was listening to a 
ghost- story, ^ “After all/' observed her nephew, “the 
question is, is it true ? True, or not true ‘ there 's the 
rub 1 ' ” “ Ah I ‘ there ’s the rub I ' ” repeated our old 
friend,^ meditatively. “I wonder if that expression is 
the origin of the proverb, ‘Truth is stranger .than 
Friction p ' ” 

Local Coloue. — “ 1 should like to give all my creditors 
a dinner,” quoth the jovial and hospitable Owent Oel- 
EOUN-D. “ Where shall I have it ? “Well,” replied 
his old friend Joe Kostjs, “have it at Duns Table.” 

City Ment. — “ Hope springs eternal,” and the motto for 
a probable Lord Mayor in the not very dim and distant 
future must be “ Knill deeper andum.^^ 


7 ccw birthday present. Dogs Aio) Cats— (CoEEESPoin)EN'CE.)-~Sir,—A recent 

BtJiel, W^T s THE MATTEE, Mamma ? ” letter to the Spectator mentions the case of a man who 

Mamma. “Ethel, these aee toue hew Golf things just come, that I “ barked like a dog in his sleep.” The writer would like 
OEDEEED FOE YOU FEOM Edinboeo, AND — ISN’T IT PEOYOKiNQ ? — ^THEY ’ YE kuow if anyone has eYor nad a similar experience. 
ACTUALLY FOEOOTTBN TSB LiNKs J ” Well, Sir, I kncw a whole family of Baekees, but I 

~~ — “ — — never heard them bark. I knew three Catts, sisters, 

niTT? HnniTTATn m7fi^Tn-n^ ^ Cheshire ; yet they were very 

uun J3UUJV.ii\ljr-Ul! TiUJii. serious persons, and never grinned. Since this experience I have 

Peofessoe Hueeet Heekomee has “ dried his impressions ” and simile of the Cheshire specimen of the feline race being 

given them to the public in a handsome volume brought out by fact.— Yours, &o., Cato. 

mcMiLLAN & Co. It is aU interesting even to a non- artistic laic, "" — - 

tor there IS much “ dry ppmt ” of general application in the Profes- 

sor s lectures, let, amid all his learning and his light-hearted i \ 

style, there IS occasionally a strain of melancholy, ashmen he pic- ^>1 

toes himself to us as ‘ etching and scratching on a bed of burr.” i 

^ainto, very ; likewise Dantesque,— infernally Dantesque. But fk • ' 

there IS another and a more cheerful view which the Baron prefers ■’ • 

totSKe, and that is, the word-picture which the Professor gives us ^ im n 

of his little room m his Bayariaii home, where he says, “Under ^ 

ae seat by the table are my bottles”— ah I quite Rahelaisian • •' THHt 

this!— with the mordants, and my dishes for the plates.” Isn’t - > ■' Al|i 

thm TMe ! I should add, there is a stoTe near the door.” 0 ‘ 

Sybantej Doesn’tthis suggest the notion of a delightful little ( 'TWjPwffTil i' 

dinner a rfeicr.' With “the mordants,”— which is, 5f oohrse, a I . I ' jM'uk'’ • 

piquancy,- and with his ///'I'V A P 

plates,” as in H /®\ ^ ' ' ^'W,. 'P ' I I 

due order they sh(^d he, he is as correct as he is original. A true /!■ 

im vivant. ^e Baron highly commends the book, which only for 

i? *11® attention of eyery ^ 

he, the Baron, may, one of these days, " ga ■' m «>' 

dine TOth him, t^ Professor, is the smoere wish of his truly, and =- 
eyerybody else’s truly, The Baeoh db Book-Wo^s. 


OUE BOOKING-OETICE. 




i — “Begorra, ’tis an iU wind that 

+w 1 good,” said The CGoemah Dizbe, when he heard 

account of the Influenza there was a Papal dispensation from 
fasting and abstinence throughout the United Xingdom, 


LEGAL IMPROVEMENTS. 

Teb Chancery Judges will be expected to tahe the Infant 
Suitors out foe an Airing in the Park. N.B.— After 4 p.m. 
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' diaracter was lost, and all was ended with me north of the Grrampians, 

I where the wickets are peculiarly suitable to my style of delivery. 

I As to batting, there is little that is pleasant to confess. As soon 
I as I got a distant view of a ball, I was ever tempted to whack wildly 
To hear my remarks on the Cricket, in the Pavilion, you might lin its direction.^ 'J^^ere was no use in waiting for^it, the more^I 


CONFESSIONS OF A DUFFER. 

V.— THE DUEFEB AT CEICKET. 


think that I had been a great player entirely, in my day. “ Who 
is that fine old English sportsman,” you might ask, “ who seems to 
have been so intimate with Mynk, and Fuller Pilch, and Carpenter, 
and Hayward and Tarrant and Jackson and C. D. Marsham? 
No doubt we see in him the remains of a sterling Cricketer of the old 
school.” And then when I lay down the law on the iniquity of 
boundary hits, “ always ran them out in ????/ time,” and on the tame 
stupidity of letting balls to the ofi go unpunished, and the wickedness 
of dispensing with a long stop, you would be more and more pur- 
suaded that I had at least, played for my county. Well, I 
have played for my county, but as the county I played for 
was Berwickshire, there is perhaps nothing to be so very proud 
of in that distinction. But this I will say for the Cricketing 
Dufier; he is your true enthusiast. When I go to Lord’s on a 
summer day, which of my contemporaries do I meet there ? Not the 
men who played for the Univer- 
sity, not the Kennys and 
Mitchells and Butlers, but the 
surviving members of College 
Second Elevens in the old days of 
Cowley Marsh, when every man 
brought his own bottle of Oxford 
wine for luncheon. These are 
the veterans who contribute most 
to the crowd of lookers-on. They 
never were of any use as players, 
but their hearts were in the 
game, and from the game they 
will never be divorced. It is an 
ill thing for an outsider to drop 
a remark about Cricket among us, 
at about eleven o’clock in a 
country house smoking - room. 

After that the time flies in a 
paradise of reminiscences, till 
about 4 A.H. or some such “ wee, 
short hour ayont the TwaP,” if 
one may quote Burns without 
being insulted by all the numer- 
ous and capable wits of Grlasgow. 

Why is it that the Dufier keeps 
up his interest in Cricket, while 
the good players cease to care 
much about it ? Perhaps their 
interest was selfish ; his is purely 
ideal, and consequently immortal. 

To him Cricket was ever an 
unembodied joy of which he 
could make nothing palpable; 
nothing subject to the cold law of 
averages. Mine was 0*3. 

My own introduction to Cricket, 
as to Grolf, was peculiarly poig- 
nant. I and my brother, aged 
more or less about six or seven, 
were invited to play by the 
local Club, and we each received ^ 

exactly one very slow and considerate lob. But his lob took him on 
the eye, and mine, kioldng on a bad wicket, had me on the knee- 
pan. *The subsequent proceedings did not interest us very much, but 
there is nothing nke entering children early at a manly pastime. ^ 

Intellectual application will, to some extent, overcome physical 
difficulties. By working at least five hoims a day, and by reading 
the Qricket Field daily and nightly, I did learn to bowl a little, 
with a kind of twist. This, while it lasted, in a bowlerless country, 
was a delightful accomplishment. You got into much better sport- 
ing society than you deserved, and, in remote parts of the pastoral 
districts you were looked up to as one whose name had been in JBelPs 
we still had BeWs Life then. It was no very difficult matter 
tolio'#! a rustic team for a scoreof runs or so, and all went merry as 
Aweddingbell. But, 
there was a young 


looked at it the less I liked it. So I whacked, and, if you always do 
this, a hall will sometimes land on the driving part of the hat, and 
then it usually hapi)ened that my companion, striving for a five or a 
six, ran me out. If he did not, I did not stay long. The wicket- 
keeper was a person whose existence I always treated as ime 
quantite negligeahle, and sometimes the hall would bound off his pads 
mto the stumps. The fielders would occasionally hold a catch, any- 
thing may happen. On the other hand there was this to be said for 
my style of batting, that the most experienced Cricketer could not tell 
where or in what direction I would hit any given ball. If it was on 
the off, that was no reason why I should not bang it to square-leg, 
a stroke which has become fasluonable since my time, hut in those 
old days, you did not often see it in first-class Cricket. It was rather 

i./an.ii'n/lci/l ocj “ on o nn-f-rcKTia ocn ora anrl Inrlioa 


m.y. The ground, as usual, had four sides. He hit me over the en- 
olc^ure at each of the four sides, for I changed my end after being 
knocked for five fours in his fiLrst over. After that, my prestige was 
gone* The rustics, instead of crawling about their wickets, took to 
walking in and smacking me. This would not have mattered, if 
any of the Drumthwacket team could have held a catch, and if the 
wicket-keeper had not let Smith off fotu times in one over. My 


find Cricket a more buoyant diversion if all the world, and 

especially Lewis Hall and 
Shrewsbury, played on my 
principles. Innings would not 
last so long. Not so many 
matches would he drawn. The 
fielders would not catch cold. 

To speak of fielding is to revive 
unspeakable sorrows. For a 
short-sighted man, whose fingers 
are thumbs, no post in the field 
is exactly grateful. I have been 
at long-leg, and, watchmg the 

f ame intently, have perceived the 
atters running, and have heard 
cries of “well fielded ! ” These 
cries were ironical. The ball had 
been hit past me, but I was not 
fortunate enough to observe the 
circumstance. A fielder of this 
calibre always ends by finding his 
way to short-leg. A prudent 
man can do a good deal here by 
watching the umpire, dodging 
when he dodges, and getting 
behind him on occasion. But i 
was not prudent. I observed that 
a certain player hit very much 
behind the leg, so there, “ in the 
mad pride of intellectuality,” I 
privily stationed myself. He did 
nit very fine, very fine indeed, 
into my eye. The same misfor- 
tune has attended me at short- 
slip ; it should have been 
wicket, it was a black eye, or the 
loss of a tooth or two, as might 
happen. In fact, I sometimes 
wonder myself at the contemptu- 
ous franlmess of my own remarks 
on the fielding at Lord’s. For 
^ if a catch could be missed (and 

most catches can), I was the man 
to miss it. Swift ones used to hit me and hurt me, long ones I 
always misjudged, little simple poppy ones spun out of my fingers. 
Now the unlucky thing about Cricket, for a Duffer, is that your 
misfortunes do not hurt yourself alone. It is not as in a single at 
UoK, it is not as in fishing, or riding, or wherever you have no 
partner. To drop catches is to madden the bowler not unnaturally, 
and to lengthen the period of leather-hunting. Cricket is a social 
game, and its proficients soon give the cold shoulder to the Duff^. 
He has his place, however, in the nature of things. It is he who 
keeps up the enthusiasm, who remembers every run that anybody 
made in any given match. In fact, at Cricket, the Duffer’s mission 
is to be a “judge of the game ; ” I don’t mean an Umpire, very far 
from that. If you once let the Duffer umpire he could ruin the 
stoutest side, and secure victory to the feeblest. I may say that, at 
least in this capacity, I have proved really useful to^my party in 
country matches. But, in the long run, my capacity even lor 
umpiring came to be doubted, and now I am only a critic of Cricket* 
There is none more relentless, not one with a Mgher standard, at 
least where no personal feelings axe concerned. For I have remarked 
that, if a Cambridge man writes about an Oxford victory (which he 
seldom has to do), or if an Oxford man writes on a Cambridge victory 
(a frequent affliction), he always leaves you with the impression that, 
in spite of fig'ures, his side had at least a moral triumph* These 
admirable writers have all been Duffers. 



VOL CII* 





TIMES CHANGE. 

Shade of WUliam the Oortq'iuror, * ‘ What ! the Peotle object to enclosing a few Agees of this Open Space foe State pueposes — ^foe theie own benefit ? By the 
bPLENDOHE OF HEAVEN ! I SHOULD HAVE LIKED TO HAVE HEAED THE YARLETS OBJECT TO MY MAKING MiLES OF IT SUCH — ^FOE MINE f ’* 

Secretary for War, “Ah, youe Majesty had in your times no Times to reckon with!” 
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TIMES CHANGE. 

Tlie ‘ Ranges x4.ct ’ constitutes ... a standing- 
menace to rights of common wherever commons 
and open spaces exist .” — The Tinies.l 

“The old order changes, yielding place to 
new.’’ 

By Phoebus, you are right, mellifluous 
Tennyson ! [view, 

Could Norman William this conjuncture 
He ’d greet our Progress with— well, scarce 
a benison ; 

He, though ranked high ’midst monarchs and 
commanders, 

Had the same weakness as our troops in 
Flanders. 

Robert the Devil’s ruthless son would clear 
A county to make coverts, deer-runs, chaces. 
What had he thought oi modern notions 
queer 

Concerning Common Rights and Open 
Spaces? [them, 

“ The People— who are varlets !— still oppose 
Whether the Powers that be make or enclose 
them ! ” 

“ The People versus Powers that Be ! ” Ah, 
yes! 

Imperious Norman, that’s a modern trial 
That's always being argued more or less ; 

The Press keeps now such vigilant espial 
On every grasping would-be public plunderer. 
You, Sire, had not to reckon with “The 
Thunderer ! ” 

Times change, stark soldier, and we have the 
Times 

Premier to check and snub Chief Secretaries. 
Counting land-grabbing high among earth’s 
crimes [varies. 

W ould have amazed you ! Public j udgment 
You and your wolf-hound, William, would 
not now 

Try a “ clean sweep,” — ^without a general 
row. 

Ask Otto ! He is somewhat in your style, 
But he could tell you what new risks environ 
The ancient art of Ruling. You may smile 
At Print and Paper versus Blood and Iron, 
But Sovereign and Crown, though loved by 
many, 

Stand now no chance against the Popular 
Penny. 

Ask Malwood’s Squire again! He knows 
right well 

The New Democracy, — and the New Forest ; 
Our great Plantagenet, a true blue “ Swell,” 
Fights for the People when their need is 
sorest. 

In Norman Billy he ’d own small belief ; 

The People’s William is his favourite chief. 

Your ghostly presence in these verdant glades 
Might startle Stanhope, musing on his 
Ranges, 

But not the angriest of Royal Shades 
May now arrest the progress of Time’s 
changes. 

True, much is yielded yet to Swelldom’s 
“ Sport,” 

But some aver that even its time is short. 

No, Clearances and Rights of Common, now 
Own not the sway of autocrats capricious. 
Small use, great Shade, to knit that haughty 
brow, 

And swear uour action would be expeditious. 
The days of Curfew and of Forest Law 
Are passed. TFe ’re swayed by Justice— and 
Free J aw ! 


“For Value Received.”— Aldgate Ward 
changed Alderman Lusk for one Pound. 



WHAT OUR ARTiST HAS TO PUT UP WITH, 

BEFORE HE TURNS LIRE A CRUSHED WORM, 

Our Art Critio {patronisingly). **Ha — HU 3r ! Well, tour Colour is eairly decent, 

AND YOU HAVE NICISH FEELING FOR LIGHT AND SHADE, AND CHIAROSCURO, BUT WHERE 
YOU ALWAYS FAIL TO PLEASE, SOMEHOW, IS IN YOUR EXECUTION!'' 

Our Artist. “My Execution? Ah I Just so. I ’ve no doubt that tours, now 
WOULD be more generally POPULAR ! " 


From Parliamentary Examination 
Paper. 

Question , — Explain the term “Standing 
Orders.” 

Answer 1. — It means that when a visitor 
to the House has an order for the Speaker’s 
G-allery, and can’t find a seat, he then becomes 
one of the Standing Orders. — Siste yi.iTOR. 

Answ&r 2. — When a friendly M.P. sees 
three of ns waiting for him, takes ns to the 
bar of the House, and orders diinKs all round, 
which we take standing. — Bibendum Est. 


India for the Irish! — “An amended 
estimate of the present Paddy Crop has been 
published by the Local Government.” ( Vide 
Times for Feh. 15.) What more can the most 
thorough Home-Rulers want, if they would 
only be content to make their home in Burmah 
instead of Ireland ? “Local Government ’ ’ can 
soon be developed, for ’ tis but Home Rule in the 
bud, and the “Paddy Crop” is already there. 


Motto for the New Recorder of the 
City of London. — “ Hall There ! ” 
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Bohbv- Y-yes, fatter. Stould you think Mr. Fawcepps -will kave 

“COMBINING- AMUSEMENT "WITH INSTRUCTION.” one of those ? , „ , . 


id Skeidh ai tU OolUciim of InstrumorUs of ToHure.) pUce yoi^'Lin&rrSS^ 

The Maddox Street Galleries, A large and appropriately on something else all the time ? I won’t haye it, do you hear. Enjoy 
lighted room. Upon walls of a sombre crimson^ various Imple- yourself like a sensible boy ! 

ments of Torture are arranged with considerable taste^and an Bobby, Y-yes, Father, I am. It — ^it ’s quite cured my toothache 
eye for decorative effect^ the central space being reserved for more already — really it has ! 

elaborate contrivances in wood and iron. Visitors discovered Mrs, Frivell [reading from Catalogue), “A Penitent’s Girdle, 
inspecting the Fxhibition^ by^ the aid of the excellent Catalogues^ made of barbed wire, which, when worn next to the desh, caused 
with the subdued appreciation of persons conscious that they are jj^ost unpleasant and uncomfortable irritation.” Oh, Feedebic, 


spending a very pleasant and profitable afternoon, 

Mr. Charnelhouse Ooole [as he enters^ to Mrs. C. G.). Now, my 

J-T- _ li J. T 4-n lyoi/l/aYl flA 






IW 




dear, the drst thiuR I want to see is that Iron Maiden there ’s so Mrs, I 
much talk about. I wonder whereabouts it is ’ Why d(^ 

Mrs. C. G, I tbi-nlr that must be it, up at the other end of the Mr, F, 
room. But don’t you* thinks dear, it would be nicer to see the i put it on. 
oiAer things first, and keep* x \ \ . > \ .v 

that for the last f v i ' . ^ ' V \ ' \\ \\''^ 

Mr. 0. G. {sirmk bt/ the \\\\,\V \\V a 'A\ ol 
7*efinement of this sugges- , . ' ; ' > v 

Well, upon my word, 's'- ' \ \ 

1 almost think it y ^ ' 

his wife, whom he takes a \ * M 

maritaUndeas^e m shock-^ ^ v[i | ^ • 

Eeeiter, and the ' 

[Mrs. F. endeavours to j 7 . ” yifm 

convince him that she ^^■ 1 : H^f ' ■.' \^ ?• vyk 

didrUt mean that at all, ® '[jiji i- ' V. 5 

and that he is comparing ^ f •• 

totally different things, 1 'Ijmf WM'\ I?® EM' ■ k ' ' - ''itvA 

An Aphoristic Uncle [to 

an irreverent Nephew). i ® W' • “ : ■ ’ '--iM 

No. 89. “A Long-spiked 

Wooden Roller, kno'wn as ! /:/'! I'' • 

a ‘ Spiked Hare.’ ” You Ci'J 'Mi • If; H®'*-' ' ... ' i ' 

see,^ Tom, my hoy, the .f;, f / / , I.'.i 

the process.) ‘‘Some of I * I i! » : 1 •!.''■ - 

the old writers describe [ 1 1 j j [ i 1 1 

this torture as being most J ) | / J I 

fearful,” so the Catalogue \ \ ^ 

tells us. ' 

Tom~myA)oy [after in- ^ think that makes it so much mon 


just fancy that ! 

Mr, F, My dear Cecilia, I can quite fancy it ! 

Mrs. F, But I thought these tortures were only for Malefactors, 
Why do they call it a Fenitenfs Girdle ? 

Mr. F, Can’t say, — unless because he generally repented haying 
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Oh, but I think that makes it so much more horrible, don’t you? ” 


specting the spikes). Well, do you know, IJnele, 
surprised if the old Johnnies weren’t so far out. 


The A.ph, Uncle. Another illustration, my boy, of “Man’s ” * \I>isappointedly , 

inhumanity to Man ” ! Mrs, Ch. G, [with subtler appreciation). Oh, but I think that 

Tom-my-boy. Not bad for you, Uncle — only you cribbed it out makes it so much more horrible, don’t 2/ow^ 
of the Catalogue, you know ! \The A, U, gives him up. Mr, Ch, G, Well, I don’t know—perhaps. But there ought to be 

A Mdg^t P^j, M., . J, . ,.U Ut. KSttC-S ■“ 

^ rr a y rccogmsed by the A. U. Frivell [who is close by), I quite agree with you, Sir— indeed, 

wii -1:?* £ So yoTi’ve brought your son to see this collection, hey? I would go farther. I t hink there should be competent persons 
Well, it s of the greatest educational yalue to a thoughtful youth — engaged to proyide practical illustrations of all the more amusing 
^oh m moral and historical instruction ! tortures — say from three to fiye eyery afternoon. Draw all London 1 

4.\rA Well, it was like this, you see. I had to take him to Mrs, F, (horrified). Feel, you know you don’t mean it! ^ And 

the dentists, and, m i di n g we shoiud haye half-an-hour or so to besides, you would never get people willing to be shut up inside 
p)are before he could attend to him, I thought we ’d just drop in that thing I 

here and amuse ^ ourselyes— eh, Bobby? Wonderfully ingenious, Mr, F, My dear, I’m perfectly serious, as I always am. And as 

A Q^’ some of these things I Now, here^s a thing to not getting subjects, why [Me beckons to one of the Boy- 

i T 2 feP^sh mouth-pear, made of iron.” You see, Bobby, they Messengers in waiting, who advances). Look here, my lad, you seem 


I shouldn’t be at all | is the Iron Maiden I Well, I expected something rather mo] 
dreadful-looking. The face has really quite a pleasant expression. 


Mrs, F. I don’t t hink 
that can be the real reason. 

Two Fnglish House- 
maids [to a small German 
F age- Boy who is escorting 
them). Here, Johnnie, 
what ’ s this mean ? [Reads 
from Catalogue the motto 
on anFxecutioner' s Sword.) 
“Di Herrin’ sturin dem 
Unheel ick exequire ir End 
Urthile.” Come, yow ought 
to know ! 

Johnnie [not unnaturally 
at a loss.) It means — it 
means — somding I do not 
' imderstandt. 

The Housemaids [disap- 
% pointed in him). WeU, you 

are a boy! I did think, 
bein’ German yourself. 
&;?, you ’dbe quite at ^ome ’ere I 

’h Mr, Frnest Stodgely 

[impressively, to Miss Fea- 
THEKHEAD, his fiancee), 

• Just look at this, Flossie. 

\ [Reading.) “Executioner’s 

'>■*' Cloak, yery long, of red 

■=-. “ woollen material ; pre- 

sumahly red so as not to 
show blood-spots or stains.” 
Hideously suggestiye that, 
is it not ? 

Miss Fiossie. I shouldn’t 
call it exactly hideous, 
Eenest. Do you know, I 
was just thinking that, 

- with a high Astrachan 

collar, you know, and old 
silyer fastenings, it would 
make rather a nice winter 
cloak. So deliciously warm ! 

[Eenest avails himself of 
a loveFs privileges to 
lecture her sever Ay, 

In Feont of the Ieon 
Maiden. 

Mr, Ch, Goole, So this 
expected something rather more 


— ‘ ‘ A Spanish mouth-pear, made of iron, 
forced it into the mouth and inched a sc 
preyenting the yictim from screaming. 


» J -r • .L 5 Bobby, they Messengers in waiting, who advances). Look here, my lad, you seem 

lorced. H into the mouth and touched a screw, and it sprang open, a bright intelligent youth. Would you mind just stepping inside 
preyenting the yictim from screaming. and allowing us to close the door ? We won’t detain you an instant. 
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Mrs. F. Wliat a shame, Fred ! Don’t tMn\ of snch a thing, 
there ’s a good hojr ! Say no — and I ’ll give you sixpence ! 

The Boy {grinning). Well, Lady, make it a shillin’, and I’h stay 
outside— to oblige you ! 

Mrs, F. {giving him a shilling). There’s a good sensible boy! 
Frederic, haye you gone quite mad ? You know you wouldn’t hurt 
a £y ? 

\The G-ooles move awaijy feeling that they^ have heen trifled with, 

Mr. F. A fly ? Not for the world 1 — but this is only ahoy. I want 
to know what they ’re here /or. Now, my lad, you’re not engaged 
to be idle, you know. Just think of the amount of innocent pleasure 
you would afford by getting into this spiked cradle and letting me 
rook you. You won’t ? WeU, will you sit on the Spanish Donkey ? 
come ! I ’ll give you a leg up and fasten the weights on your legs for 
you. You aren’t afraid of a donkey ? 

[Bystanders collect in hope of amusement. 

The Boy {sulkily). Not of some Donkeys, Sir, as ain’t quite so 
sharp as that one, whatever they think theirselves I 

[Titters, Mr. F. F. feels that he has got rather the worst of it, 
and collapses, with the dismal completeness of a Funny 
Man ; Mrs, F. remains behind to bribe the boy with another 
shilling to promise her solemnly never on any account to 
play with any of the tortures. 

Mrs. F. {rejoining her husband). Frederic, how can you ? You 
make me feel perfectly when you act like this I 

Mr. F. {recovering). Faint, Cecilia? WeU, I daresay they won’t 
mind if you sit down in one of these spiked chairs for a minute or 
two. 

Mrs. F. {angrily), I shaU do no such thing, Frederic I And you 
ought to be ashamed to suggest it ! 

Mrs. Borrodale {choosing photographs of Nuremberg). Look, 
John’, what a lovely large one of the Sebald^s Xirche ! I xeaUy 
must nave this. Oh^ and the Insel and this of the Schone 

Brunnen — and the view from the Burg — ^that makes the half-dozen. 
They wiU be joys for ever, John! And only three shillings each! 
Will you pay the boy for them, John, please — ^it’s just eighteen 
shillings. 

John. Can’t, my dear. Only half -a- crown in my pocket. Don’t 
you remember, I lent you my last sov. not flve minutes ago ? 

Mrs. B. Oh, so you did. WeU, on second thoughts, perhaps this ' 


size is rather— I think I ’U take flve of the sixpenny ones instead — 
they’re every bit as good. You can spare me that half-crown, 
John ! 

A Fatriot {coming out). WeU, it’s just the same ’ere as everywhere 
else. AU the things “ made in Germany ” ! Sickenin’ I caU it ! 


EICE AND PRUNES. 




Rice and prunes a 
/ i-'A household journal 

i ' , ' 1,1 1 , , CaUed the chief of 

> ^ L ' household boons : 

> Hence my mother 

5^' . ' 'V / \ cooks diurnal 

\ Y y Rice and prunes. 

Sombre fruit *and 
snowy kernel 

_ Woo reluctant 

forks and spoons. 

f/. .h i'ii-' i m! when 

f S ^ i ! ' k X I leaves are vernal. 

Wearies of the 
‘ ^ ^ blackbird’ s tunes, 

Rice and prunes. 

An Old Friend at the Criterion. — Time flies, and Fourteen 
Bays, occupying only a couple of hours or so at the Criterion, goes 
wonderfully. Charles Wyndham is the Ufe and soul of the piece, 
and the giddy G-iddens is another Hf e and soul. Miss Mary Moore, 
charming as ever, with a clearness of “ dictation,” as Mrs, Malapror 
would say, that is in itself a delight to the ear. Every word she 
speaks is distinct, and, which is more to the purpose, every tellii^ 
word teUs. Fourteen Bays is a survival and revival of one of H, Ji 
Byron’s fittest. If it “ catches on” once more, as it ought to do, 
it might run fourteen weeks, and then, — “Next please ! ” 
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Q. E. D. 

“ifAF I ASK TOTJ HOW YOU MANAGE TO KEEP YOUR LITTLE PeT SO SlEEK AND ThIN V * 

“I don’t know. It has its Lunch and Dinner with mb eyery day,” “Well, so does mine!’ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday, February 15. — lively sitting:, 
with an' unexpected ending. IDebate on Address resumed by 
Sexton in excellent speech, an eiffect largely contributed to by 
comparative brevity. Only an hour long ; remarkable compression. 
Would have been better still had it been reduced by the twenty 
minutes occupied in preliminary observations. At twenty-five 
minutes past four he rose to move Amendment condemnatory of 
Land Purchase Act of last year. Precisely at a quarter to five came 
to his amendment, and began to recommend it to House. But 
mustn’t complain. An excellent beginning for new Session that 
may further develop. 

‘’^An oratorical eel,” Saunderson, later in sitting, likened 
Member for West Belfast to; charming simile, with just that 
mixture of graphicness and incongruity that only Irish wit could 
flash upon, Hot meant to be uncomphmentary. for Saunderson, 
like the rest, acknowledges capacity of Sexton in debate ; his clear 
i^ight, his capacity for grasping a subject, his aptness of illustra- 
tion, his (Quickness of retort, and, alack ! the embarrassment of the 
weahh ot language. If he could only economise that, and guard 
against the fatal fluency that besets Iiim, converting what might 
be a shaTO direct speech of twenty minutes into a wint^^ weariness of 
hour-and-a-half or two hours, he would take high rank among 
Parliamentary debaters. 

Dizzy once said the occasions when a man addressing House of 
Commons^ need exceed twenty minutes, come to him only twice 
or thrice in a lifetime. He did more than preach ; he carried into 
practice bis own principle with success. Yery rarely in later years, 
even when Leader of House of Commons, did he exceed twenty 
i^utes, and all his most successful interpositions in debate were on 
that plan. When, occasionally, he felt that circumstances demanded 
a long^ and laboured address, ms labour was in vain. 

Capital speech, too, of quite another kind, from Dunbar Barton. 
Most promising maiden speech delivered in present Parliament ; of 
good omen that best parts were not those prepared in leisure of study, 
but the earlier passages evoked by preceding debate, and necessarily 
impromptu. As for Saundersoj:?-, ke was in his best form. 


“Saunderson,” said the Sguire op Malwood, recognising a 
kindred spirit, “ always reminds me of those Lifeguardsmen you see 
at the Military Festival, riding round Agricultural Hall slashing off 
heads. The heads are dummies, and no harm is done; but it’s a 
pretty sight.” 

The Colonel rides well, and is a skilful swordsman. 

Delight of audience crowding in after dinner completed by Tim 
Healt dashing in with intent to trip up Colonel. Domestic 
difficulties in the Party have not smoothed down Tim’s natural 
truculence. With John Redmond sitting behind him and Saunder- 
son in front, a porcupine in fretful mood is a baU of spun siJk 
compared with Tim. 

Alter this Radclipfe^ Cooke and collapse, with the prospect of 
proceedings droning on tiR midnight, then adjournment, and begin 
^ain to-morrow. Suddenly, on stroke of twelve. Closure moved. 
House completely taken aback. Whilst it sat gasping under shock 
Speaker declared Closure carried ; bells rang through all the 
corridors ; Members trooped in to find Division imminent. When 
figures declared, showing G-overnment had been surprised into narrow 
majority of 21, fresh wave of excitement welled forth, amid which 
Address was, somehow, agreed to, Members went off into snow- 
storm, cheering and laughing as if there had never before been such 
larks. 

Business done * — ^Address agreed to. 

Tuesday Grandolph turned up to-day ; took his familiar 

corner seat ; tugged at his old moustache ; caressed his new beard, 
and listened to Seale Hatne recklessly attacking the sacred institu- 
tion of Justiciary of the Peace. 

* * Nothing changed, Toby, dear boy,” he said; “not even the 
Ministry, when 1 came back from Mashonaland I was told we were 
on the eve of poUtical earthquake. The House of Commons was to 
be tiansformed intu a cockpit ; the Benches steepled in the gore of 
an iniquitous Ministry. But, except for some vacant places and 
some further advancement of privates in the little band I once 
officered, it ’s all the same, only a little drearier. The same throng in 
the Lobby, the same rows of Members sitting on the Benches, the same 
Mace on the Table, the^ same stately figure in the Chair, and the same 
Sergeants-at-Arms relieving guard at the Cross Benches. There are 
not quite the same two Irish Leaders, for Brer Fox has ‘ gone away.’ 
Brer Rabbit I see sitting over there with his kindly face and his 
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friendly smile, ;perliaps the only Irishman in the House who, if a coat 
were trailed ^ before hun, would turn away from temptation. It ’s only 
Irishmen, with their inexhaustible fund of humour, who would have 
put JxrsTEsr McCaetht in his present place. Doesn’t much matter so 
lon^ as Tim Healt ’s around. I *11 bet my gold mine at Mashonaland 
against the Kennel, Barks, that Tim will make up the average of 
fighting even when Beer Babbit in the scale.” 

There’s one thin^ changed GsAin)OLPH did not allude to; per- 
haps unconscious of it. ’Tis his own appearance. In addition to the 
beard, he has put on ruddy tint that speaks well for Mashonaland as 
a health resort compared with "Westminster. Amongst the pale- 
faced legislators his visage shines like the morning sun. “ Quite a 
Colonial look about him,” says Algeej^oit Boethwick, fretfully. 
“ But, after a few dinners at the Amphitryon and a few nights at 
the House and elsewhere, he’ll get over it.” 

Members from all parts crowd round Geandolph to shake the 
horny hand of the intrepid explorer, the dauntless lion dompter. A 
cold air whistles along the row of Ministers as he sits behind. 

“What’s he up to?” Jokim hoarsely whispered, all his native 
gaiety eclipsed. 

“ Come down, I suppose,” said Prince Aetboje, smiling, “ to con- 


“ And what do you think of the Tory scheme of Home Buie,” I j 
asked Jtjstix McCaethy, when it was all over. ^ ^ I 

“ Timeo Danaos^ et dona ferentes^"^^ he said, dropping into his 
native Celtic speech. “But in this case there is no room for 
apprehension. Baxfoxje may leave this wooden horse ^ outside^ the 
gates for a month, and the Trojans wouldn’t touch it with a pair of 
tongs.” 

Prince Aethtte grew more confident as the clouds gathered. ^ 

“I see very well,” he said, “if I’m to stable this horse in the 
Home Buie Troy, I must drag it all the way myself. I shall get no 
help from either section of the garrison. But it ’s got to be done, 
and I ’H buekle-to. Once through, it will settle the more than ten 
years’ siege.” 

Business done, — ^Prince Aethue left tugging away at his wooden 
horse. 

Friday Kigjit, — House of Lords ahr'^t deserted. Halsbuey 
punctual in his place, making most of opportunities on Woolsack 
whilst they yet remain. 

“Here to-day and gone to-morrow, Toby,” he remarked, with 
forced gaiety ; but, when I hand in the Seals of Office, I shall at 
least have the serene assurance to cheer me in my retirement that 
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‘THE HUNTING OF THE HABCOUBT.” 


{According to Fancy Sketch by “ Observer ” tn the ‘‘ Tmes^) “ 0 where and 0 whe^'e is our Earcourt Laddie gone V* 


gratulate us on our great victory last night, whereby we escaped 
defeat in Debate on Address by triumphant m^ority of 21.” 

“ Quite a stormy petrel don’t you think ? ” tfoEiM said, nervously 


rubbing his hands. 

“ Not exactly,” said Prince Aethue; “ that usually comes before 
the storm you know. If you must be personal and ornithological, I 
should say Geaedolph’s appearance on the scene is more reminiscent 
of the vulture ; a little hasty in his appearance perhaps, but that is 
none the less significant.” 

Bust 7 iess done, — Practically none, and so home to din n er at twenty 
minutes to eight. 

Thursday — Prince Aethtje explained provisions of long- 

looked-for Local Government scheme. A remarkable, unexampled, 
scene. House crowded on every Bench, with Duke of Devonshiee 
looking down from Peers’ Gallery, thanking Heaven he is out of it. 
Prince Aethue’ s manner in introducing the measure in keeping with 
the strange surroundings. Might reasonably have been expected 
that he would have been at pains to recommend the Bill to accept- 
ance of House. Not a bit of it. If people insisted upon regarding it 
as the most important business of Session, Prince Aetote couldn’t 
help it. But he certainly would not foster the delusion. In its 
potentiality of beneficent efEect, the Bill nothing in comparison with 
the Coercion Act or the Light Bailways Act. 

“A poor thing,” he said, in effect, and did not add, “but mine 
own.” 

If it was not his, certainly no one else would own it. Irish Members 
received it with jeers. John’Moeley denounced it as a monstrous 
imposture. SauiEE of Malwood benignantly affected to regard it 
as a little joke with which Ministers designed to vary a dull Session. 
But a joke may be carried too far ; better drop this now, and go to 
business. 

Oddly enough, the storm of contumely had effect of inspiring 
Prince Aethue with new affection for his unweloomed offspring, 
adding to the strength of his evidently new conviction that the 
proposed expedient was sound, and, if accepted, would prove 
efficacious. 


the whole of my family, including collateral branches, have been 
provided for.” 

Amongst the prevailing dolour, the Maeeiss in high spirits. 

“Things not looking well in the Commons or the country, I 
admit,” he says; “but aU. is not lost yet. I have stiU a card to 
play, and I believe it will score the trick. We shall presently have 
to go to the country, and fight a confident Opposition. Successful 
Foreign Policy is played out. Free Education has brought us ^ no 
support ; trifiing with Home Rule in Ireland will bring us enemies. 
Am convinced that the thing to go to the country on is the fog. 
Middletoit ’s our man. Been thinking over it for a week. See it 
now ; shall take up question of London fog ; devise some means of 
battling with it ; and then let the worst come. A Government that 
has fought the fog will at least carry London, and, London ours, 
we shall be able to stem the tide of anarchy.” 

Business done, — The Maekiss takes a great resolution. 

Padbywhacic aiO) De. Biech. — Everyone knows what “the 
Assisted Education (Ireland) Bill” is. Why should not an Assisted 
Education (England) Bill be brought in to enable public school-boys 
to secure, without payment of any additional fee beyond that included 
for “ swishing ” in the Bill sent home to the parents, the specimen of 
the legal instrument with which their education may have been most 
helpfully assisted ? 

“Becky the Second.” — Those comparatively few who answered 
our query as to where “the good Bec^, the very opposite of Bechy in 
Vanity Fair, was to be found in Thackeeay’s works,” and have 
referred us to A Shabby Qenteel Story, are right. The many who 
hit upon Rebecca in the burlesque of Ivanhoe mistook the question, 

A jCoEEESPOisrDENT, signing himself “ Ignoeamtts,” writes to 
inquire “The address of a Society called ‘The London French 
Pffiishers.’ ” He says, “I want my French polished up a bit before 
going to Paris.” 
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“YIYE LA LIBERTE!^’ 
The jFra at one time used to 
enjoy a monopoly of strangely, 
but purely professionally- worded 
advertisements ; but now tbe 
Daily Telegraph is creeping up 
and commencing to occupy tbe 
Dra's special domain. One day 
last week in tbe D, T. tbe follow- 
ing notice appeared: — “Mr. 
Charles Shodeh at liberty.— 
Address, &o.’’ “At Liberty!” 
How will tbis sound to tbe un- 
initiated millions? Taking for 
granted that tbe readers, whose 
name is Legion, know perfectly 
well who and wbat Mr. Charles 
Sugben is, having a lively re- 
collection of tbis talented actor 
as among tbe best representatives 
of bad characters (excepting per- 
ba;^s that of William of Orange^ 
wmcb was Mr. Sttgben’s chef 
oeuvre^ and about whose 
character there are strong differ- 
ences of opinion), will they not 
unnaturally be led to inquire 
bow, why, when and wherefore 
Mr. SuGDEH ever came to be de- 
prived of bis liberty, and under 
wbat circumstances he has been 
restored to it, or it to him? “At 
Liberty!” It has a grrand and 
glorious sound I This distin- 
guished Thespian was never an 
“ hereditary bondsman,” then 
why not always “at liberty”? 
But, be this as it may, once more 
“ the Rover is free ! ” Sugden’ 
is a name honourable behind and 
before the foot-lights. In the 
Courts of Law it is a Legal 
Light, and among Gas Companies 
the Sugden Burner is, we believe, 
justly famous. Whatever the 
announcement may or may not 
mean, all sons of Liberty will 
rejoice that tbis eccentric comedian 
is once more free, and on the stage 
he will be again most welcome. 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 



GENERAL ^OOifeTBASTES. 
Soh and Chorus, 


“ Abe you staying in town ? ” 
“ No,” answered Mrs. R. ; “I’m 
going au contraire,^^ "WThLich, she 
subsequently ^ explained, was 
French for going into tbe country. 


Air— Faff! Fovfl^^from Grrcmde Duchesse,^* 

“ Et puff ! PUFF ! PUFF 1 
Et TARA PARA POUM 1 

Je suis, moi, le GfaTERAL Boom 1 Boom ! ” 

[Repeats it ad 


lib. 


ON RELIGIOUS CYMBALISM. 

The Salvationist Bands which 
perform in and out of London — 
(would that they were restricted 
as the Moore and Burgess Minstrels 
restrict themselves to one haU, 
never or “hardly ever,” perform- 
ing out of London!)— everywhere 
and anywhere without respecting 
illness, or the hours of public wor- 
ship in our Churches and Chapels, 
or the necessities of repose, 5iow 
thereby a distinct want of that 
consideration for the feelings of 
their fellow-citizens which simple 
Christian folk caU Charity. These 
Booth performers — ^which desig- 
nation savours suggestively of 
Mountebanks— would do well to 
play their peculiar music and sing 
their peculiar hymns within the 
four waRs of their own places of 
worship, employing the intervals 
essential for gaining of wind and 
for rest of muscle in meditating, 
perhaps breathlessly, on the in- 
spired Pauline teaching which will 
inform them that even the works 
of an Apostle, if he have not 
charity, will be as “sounding 
brass and ti nklin g cymbals,” 
making indeed a great noise in 
the world, but as one William 
Shakspeabe has said, being mere 
“sound and fury signifying no- 
thing.” “Liberty of Worship” 
by all means, but not such Liberty 
for any one particular form of 
worship which, interfering with 
the freedom of others, speedily de- 
generates into fanatical Heenee, 
and so becomes a nuisance as in- 
tolerant as it is intolerable. 


Ahglo-Amebicah Fbehch.— a 
new word must be added to our 
French dictionaries. In Le Figaro 
for F eb. 15, in an article on Hector 
Malot, occurs this expression, ‘ ‘ en 
ce temps de pufflsme litter air 
In English we have had the word 
and the thing too, since the time 
of Shebibah’s Critic^ but is any 
student of French journalism 
familiar with it in the Parisian 
newspapers ? 


THE FANCY BALL. 

You came as Gbetcheh, hair of gold 
And face so exquisitely sweet. 

That I, like Faust, had certes sold 
Myself,^ to win you, Mabguebite. 

Each plait enmeshed my 
struggling heart. 

That wildly beat 
against my will ; 

And though at last we 
had to part. 

In Dreamland I could 
see you still. ' 

Another night, with 
tresses dark. 

And kirtle strewn with 
fteurs^de-lys, 

You came a flashing Jo ah 
OF Arc, 

Destructive of my 
bosom’s peace. 

The sword was girt upon 

your hip, ^ 

And thine the Maid’s heroic glance : 

I ^emed to hear upon your Hp, 

The watchword of her life, “ For France! 



Anon I saw thee as the dueen 
Who held so many hearts in fee : 

But Mary Stuabt scarce had been, 
Methinks, so beautiful as thee. 

I fain had gone and splintered lance, 

As in the old days in our realm ; 

To win a kind approving glance. 

And wear your glove upon my helm. 

What, stately Ebith ! Lives there yet 
The lady of that royal line, 

The peerless proud Plantagenet, 

Will Kenneth’s great emprise be mine? 

We saw how high his hopes could soar : 
We know the guerdon that he won. 

Shall I And favour, as of yore 
Did Davib, Earl of Huntingdon ? 

’Tis certain, in whatever guise 
You come, as heroine of song 

Or story, to my faithful eyes 
You shine the fairest of the throng. 

However fanciful you be, 

Whatever fancy dress befalls ; 

My fancy paints you fancy-free, 

To fancy me at Fancy Balls ! 


The Real Nine Points of the Law. — C osts. 


THE UNOBSERYED OF ONE 
“OBSERYER.” 

From the account given by “Observer ” in 
the Times, it might be inferred that “Har- 
coitrt ! Harcobrt I ” was shouted all over 
the House, in the lobbies, through the smok- 
mg-room, in the library, through the cellars, 
m fact, everywhere within the sacred pre- 
cincts, on one memorable^ night, while at 
that very moment the wily Sir William, 
tucked comfortably up in his little bed, was 
mi^muring softly to nimself, “ B[arcoi7Rt ! 
indeed ! ‘ JTa ! not caught^ more likely ! ” and 
so sweetly fell asleep. 


mas. xt. 


the latest Repor 
Bible Society,” “One canno' 
thinkmg of the glorious field of labou 
which lies open here before the Colporteur 
and of the pleasant way in which his labouri 
are appreciated by all.” But the worthy ladj 
pronounced colporteur as coalporter, and s< 
on hearing from a friend that “ the Coal- 
porters vrere on strike,” Mrs. R. could nol 
t^lp exclaiming, “Dear ! how ungrateful od 


* ^cihg ‘ so much appre- 
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PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAKL 


[February 27, 1892. 


OUR BOOKIIMG-OFFICE. 

Ix Tess of the D^UrheviUes (published by Messrs. Osgood, 
McIltaixe & Co.), Mr. Thomas Hardy has ^iyen us a striking 
work of fiction, bold in design and elaborate in finish. ^ The cha- 
racters, with one exception, are as true to life as are his graphic 
descriptions of nature’s own scenery ; true that is to the t^es of 
such rural life as he professes to represent, — ^the life led in our 
Christian country by thousands and thousands of genuine Pagans, 
superstitious Bceotians, with -whom the schoolmaster can do but little, 
and the parson still less. ^ As to the clergymen who appear in this 
story, two of them are priggishly academic, a third is a comfortable 
antiquarian, and the fourth unacquainted with even the A. B. C. of 
his own pastoral theology. 

Since Thackeray’s Cai^taxn CosHgan^ and Tom Eobertsoh’s 
dramatic variation of him as Eccles in Caste, no more original 
type of the besotted, no-working working-man, has been given us 
(“at least, as far as I am aware,” interpolates the Baron, with a 
possible reservation) than Tess’s father, Durheyiield, His foolish 
wife, Joan, kindly in a way, a fair housewife and helpmate, yet 
deficient in moral sense, is another admirably-drawn character. 

The only^ blot on this otherwise excellent work is the absurdly 
melodramatic character of that “villain of the deepest dye,” Alee 
UTIrheville, who would be thoroughly in his element in an 









- /I 








A Bright Particular Star ix the Milky Way. 

Showing how an Angel witliout wings played on the harp to Milkmaid Tess 
of the Tiibbyyeals, who was so proud of her calves. 

Adelphi Drama of the most approved type, ancient or modem. 
He is just the sort of stage- scoundrel who from time to time seeks 
to take some mean advantage of a heroine in distress, on which 

A T\ \ . 


malice, his eyes ablaze with passion, as, making his melodramatic 
exit at the o. p. wing, he growls, “ Aha ! a day will come ! ” or “ She 
must and shall be mine ! ” or, if not making his exit, but remaining 
in centre of stage to assist in forming a picture, he exclaims, with 
fiendish glee, “Now, pretty one, you are inmy power! ” and so forth. 
’Tis a great pity that such a penny-plain-and-two-pence-coloured 
scoundrel should have been allowed so strong a part among Mr. 
Hardy’s excellent and unconventional dramatis personae. Even the 
very, very strong ej aerations wherein this hold bad man indulges on 
the slightest provocation belong to the most antiquated vocabulary of 
theatrical mmanism. However, there he is, and all the perfumes of 
the Y ale of Blackmoor will not suffice for dispelling the strong odour 
of_ the footlights which pervades every scene where this uncon- 
scionable scoundrel makes his appearance. That he is ultimately 
disposed of by being stuck to the heart with the carving-knife that 
had been brought in for cold- beef slicing at breakfast, is some satis- 
faction.^ from the Baron to give more than this hint 

in anticipation ot the tragic dinoument. Some might accuse 
Mr. Thomas Hardy of foolhardiness in so boldly telling ugly truths 
about the Pagan Phyllises and Corydons of our dear old Christian 
fiis readers, have the author’s word for the truth 
of what he has written, as “the fortunes of Tess of the UTIrhe- 
^<tes, a Pure U^oman,^^ are “faithfnlly presented,” by Thomas 
Hardy, and so his honour is pledged to the truth of this story which 
Ms powers of narration have made so fascinating to a host of readers 
besides the one who is a host in himself, namely, 

The Baron de Book-IYorms. - 


JUSTICE FOE JUSTICE ! 

Scene— ^ Court of Justice. Prisoner, a young man of eighteen, in 
the dock, weeping hitterly. JSCis Uncle stands before him, and 
occasionally offers him smelling salts. General commiseration 
amongst the spectators, many of whom are ladies armed with 
opera-glasses. Police Constable under cross-examination. 

Counsel for the Defence. And so, Constable, you had actually the 
heart to read the warrant to the Prisoner ? 

JVitness. I did, Sir, in the execution of my duty. 

Coun. for the Def. {sco7'nfully). Duty 1 and to this he said nothing? 

TTit. {in a low tone). Nothing, Sir — nothing I 

Coun. for the Def. And I am not surprised I He might weU say 
nothing to such an announcement 1 He, a Centleman by birth — 
education — everything — ^to be accused of forgery I It is too cruel I 

Mr. Justice Punch {courteously hut firmly). I do not wish to 
control the management of your case, Mr. McSlanger, hut the time 
for you to address the Jurjr has not yet arrived. 

Coun. for Def. {submissive but sulky). As your Lordship pleases. 

\_Pesumes his seat. 

Usher {calling). Admiral Cdtterman! 

Admiral {in a low tone). Here I 

IHe leaves the Prisoner, first handing him the smelling salts, and 
enters the Witness Pox. 

Council for the Prosecution {after the Witness has been sworn). I 
think you are here on subpoena served by the Treasury. 

Witness {with a glance of sadness at the Dock). Had I not been 
summoned to be present by those in authority, not the entreaties of 
magicians would nave brought me here ! 

Coiin. for the Pros. I take it you are au unwilling Witness ? 

Witness {with difficulty suppressing acute emotion), A most, a 
very most unwilling Witness I 

Coun. for the Def. {scornfully). Unwilling ! 

Coun. for the Pros, {in a tone of remonstrance). I really must beg 
my learned friend to refrain from disturbing the proceedings. These 
constant interruptions are most annoying. 

Coun. for the Def. {with force and violence). I cannot sufficiently 
express my indignation 

Mr. Justice Punch {sharfly). Then do not make the attempt. 

Coun. for the Def, [surlily). As your LordsMp pleases. {Subsides. 

Coun. for the Pros. But, in spite of being an unwilling Witness, 
you undoubtedly saw the Prisoner forge your name ? 

Witness {with his handkerchief to his eyes). Alas! I did ! 

\_A pause, during which everyone regains equanimity. 

Coun. for Def, {on renewal of proceedings). And so you are the 
Uncle of the Prisoner ? 

Witness {sadly). Yes, I am. 

Coun. for Def. Still you are here, and are pushing that poor lad 
to the prison-door! {Prisoner snivels.) Yes, you are dealing him 
(one of your own flesh and blood) a never-to-be-recalled injury ! 

Witness {plucking up spirit) . Only my duty. Sir. I obey only my duty ! 

Coun. for Def. Your duty ! Why, man, how can it be your duty ? 

Mr. Justice Punch {seriously). Again 1 must interpose. [To 
Counsel.)^ Mr. McSlanger, I must once more remind you that 
your business at present is to ask questions, not to make speeches. 

Coun. for Def. But, my Lord, the task is a difficult one. 

Mr. Justice Punch. If you find it beyond your powers, no doubt 
some of your colleagues will come willingly to your assistance. 

Coun. for Def.^ No, my Lord, I do not mean what your LordsMp 
means. I am quite capable of performing the duties it has been my 
pleasure and pride to accept. 

Mr. Justice Punch {weai'ily). Pray] let us get on? 

Coun. for Def. Do you not think it a grossly cruel and revolting 
thing that a man should give evidence against his near relative ? 

Witness {greatly agitated). My Lord, I appeal to you, is it fair 
that I should be treated in this fashion ? 

Mr. Justice Punch {emphatically). No, it is not! You are here, 
Sir, in ijerformance of a solemn duty— to assist the ends of justice in 
the punishment, and consequently prevention, of crime. It is not 
right that in the witness-box you should he badgered and insulted 
as if you were worthy of the dock ! One can feel some sympathy 
with the relatives of the prisoner, because he appears to have ha'd 
respectable surroundings. But if he is convicted of forgery, it will 
he Ms owa fault ! I shall accept the verdict as a proof that educa- 
Hon and birth are not safeguards to prevent crime. And as for you, 
Sir {turning a^igrily to Coun. for Def.), let me tell you that you 
degrade your office when you make the wig and the gown the sMeld 
of the brute and the bully. Let us have no more of it ! 

Cmin. for D^. {subdued but depressed). As your LordsMp pleases. 

JZ>'. Justice Punch. It does so please me, and I thin!?: that it will 
equally please all my learned brothers who sit in Hoyal Courts to 
foUow my example! It is time that the Witness, as well as the 
-accused, received proper protefction. I hope my words will be taken 
to heart m another pla(3e ! - - 

{The Pc^e closes in on hi^ Pordship^s suggestion. 


cj- HOTICX— 2ejected Commnn’eations or Contaributtons, whatber MS., Printed Matter, DrawinM. or Pietorea af anv il*snriri«n« nrfii 
_le^beno«’^ptior‘ --»Panied oy a Staiiped and Addre‘^leeTrape“%o.eYor Wr“U^ S 
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POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG. gt'SSg.tl'SrSdS.r.r,.™! 

GrEEAT is the might of the Meaningless! They ’ll mouth, and call you “ Master.” So 
Especially in a rattling refrain or a rousing You’re sure — ^in time — to he a go. 
chorus. Big drum effects are always popular. You will catch on, and sell, although 


What wonder clever Miss Lottie Coilens’s Your meaning not a soul may know, — 
Ta-ra-ra-hoom-de-ayl^'^ is all the rage? Chorus — Tra-la-lal “Boom”tc 

“Her greatest creation” [vide advertise- \^Adli 

ments), “ sung and danced with the utmost iv. 

verve, has taken the town. Will it “ mar its xf Humour is your little line, 
use ” to attach a meaning to it ? Let ustry[: — Coherent sense you must resign, 

No. VI.— THAT’S HOW WE ^ ‘ Cry, “ Paradox a] 

BOOM TO-DAY ! ..-TV ^ divme . . 


And crowds, who ffrst stared Ipce a stone, 
Your “subtle genius ” soon will own. 

CAorws— Tra-la ! We “boom” to-day! 

[Ad nauseam. 

V, 

Is the Dramatic “ biz ” preferred ? ^ 


Tra-la-la I Boom ” to-day ! ^here you may ‘ ‘ boom ’ ’ it like a bird. 
[Ad libitum. Turn on the Absolute- Absurd ; 


A Smaet “ mug-lumberer” one 


fO 


must le M 

To-day, to “ fetch ” Sassiety ; 

Not too strict, of swagger free, 

And as “ ffy ” as “ fly ” can be. 

Ever pushing, ever bold, 

(Else one’s left “out,, in the 
cold”) 

Thus Success you grasp, and hold , 

And mav sing , though Pecksniffs 
scold,— 

Chorus. 

Tra-la ! We “boom ” to-day 1 
That ’s how we “boom ” to-day ! 
Bra-va I We “ boom ” to-day ! 
Hoo-rah ! We “ boom. ” to-day ! 
[And so on, six times or more. 

II. 

AH want to “Boom.” But don’t be 
For modesty is all my eye. [shy, 
Shun all reserve, if you would try 
For “paying ” notoriety. [Haste, 
If you would “ make your pile” in 
You must not bother about “ taste.” 
Every chance must be embraced. 

If you would sing when fairly ‘ ‘ placed , ’ ’ 
Chorus — Tra-la ! We “boom ” to-day ! 

[Over and over again, 

in. 

Art ’s a good game. ’Tis easier far 
Than ’twas of old to be a Star. 


. By that strange tap the mob is stirred, 

little line. Be dismal, deathly, dirty, dim ; 

must resign. Grovelling, ghastly, gruesome, grim, 

Cry,^ ‘Paradox alone s Anything meaning morbid whim ; [nm.^” 

divine! Qiddnuncs will cry, “What treuth! what 

CAorus-Tra-la-la! “ Boom” to-dayl 

gnaw the dry bone ^ , , , . , 

Of mirth till all the Or would you even higher fly, 



marrow s gone ; 










And found a “ Cult” ? You ’ve but to try. 
That blend fools follow in fuH cry, 
Meaninglessness plus Mystery ! 

A witch astride upon a broom, 

A bogie in a darkened room, 

^ Nonsense and nubibustic gloom, — 

Mix them like witch-broth ; they will 
, “boom”! 

/ Tra-la ! We “boom” to-day! 

[Till you are tired of it. 


Boom! Boom! ’Twill bring in cent, 
per cent., 

With that Big Drum, Advertisement. 
Nonsense, with nous discreetly blent, 
Finds the world cheated— and content. 
But “make your game” while yet 
there ’s room. 

For novel shapes of quackery. Doom 
Awaits us in the outer gloom : 

A day may come when Bosh loonH 
“Boom”! 

Chorus. 

That ’show we “boom” to-day! 
Tra-la ! We “ boom ” to-day ! 
Ha-ha ! We “ boom ” to-day ! 
Tra-la ! We “ boopi” to-day ! 

[And so on till further orders. 


OUH BOOKING-OFFICE.— Quoth one of the Baron’s Assistants to his Chie^ “ Sir, those who love the personality, and venerate 
the memory of Chakles Dickei^s, will thank Miss Hogaeth who has selected, Mr. Law:^itce Hutton wo has emted, and Osgood, 
McIlvaine & Co. who publish, a series of letters addressed by Boz to Wilkie Collins. They bear date between the years 1861 and 
1870, were found among Collins’s papers after his death, and prove not the least 



‘ASSISTED EDUCATION.” 


precions of his possessions. Foster^ s L 
medium through which the outer word 

interposes the Baron, “that 

certainly is one way in which 
admiration for the works of 
the great novelist will ^he 
foster’d among us. You 

agree? Of course you do 
Proceed, sweet warbler, your 
observations interest me ; ^ 

much.” Whereupon the 
warbler thus addressed con- k ^ 
tinned. “But, Sir, we are 'a " 

all conscious of a certain un- SO/, V 
pleasant taste those volumes 
leave in the mouth. Some of 
the incidents recorded, and 
many of the letters, present 
Dickens with undue promin- ' ' 
enee in a possible phase of his 
character, as aruthless trades- 
man in literature and lectur- i 
ing, with some tendency to be i -~ 
overbearing in his social re- | 
lations. In this little volume ; 
of letters to his old famHiar | _ 

friend we find him at his best, I 
whether as a worker in lite- , 
rature or as a critic of other i 
people’s work.” 

Baeon de Book- 
WOEMS & Co. 


Foster's Life of Lichens will undoubtedly remain the 
outer world shall know the great novelist,” “ True,” 
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“JOINT OCCUPATION.” 
(Suggested by Cook's Tourist i% Egypt,") 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



THE MODERN ALEXANDER'S FEAST 

Or, the Power of Sound. 

{An Ode for the Brandenburg Diet Day ; a long 
way after Dryden , ) 

[“ At the banquet of the Diet of Brandenburg, 
the German Emperor said : — * The assured 
knowledge that your sympathy loyally attends me 
in my work, inspires me with fresh strength to 
persevere in my ta'^k, and to advance along the 
path marked out for me by Heaven. To this are 
added the sense of responsibility to our Supreme 
Lord above, and my unshakable conviction that 
He, our foimer ally at Rossbaeh and Dennewitz, 
will not leave me in the lurch. He has taken such 
infinite pains with our ancient Brandenburg and 
our House, that we cannot suppose he has done 
this for no purpose . . . My course is the right one, 
and it will be persevered in .’’ — Daily BajperP[ 

’Twas in the royal feast Brandenburg set 
For Providence’s pet : 

Aloft in Teuton state 
The god-like hero sate 

On his Imperial throne : 

His Brandenburgers listened round, 
Appreciative of the Power of Sound ; 

All admire shouting — ^when the Shouter’s 
crowned ! 

The Jovian Eagle at his side 
Perched, and like Hheims’s Jackdaw, 
eyed 

The Olympian hero in his pride. 
Happy, happy, happy Chief ! 

HoneW the loud, 

Hone but the loud. 

From the crass crowd may win belief ! 

His locks he shook, ms long moustache 
he twirled, 

And saw a vision of himself as Sovereign of 
the World! 


The listening crowd admire the lofty sound. 
“A present deity! ” they shout around. 

“A present deity!’’ the vaulted roofs re- 
^ bound. 

With ravished ears. 

The monarch hears, 

Assumes the god, 

Affects to nod, 

And seems to shake the spheres ! 

In praise of Brandenburg the Shouting 
Emperor s^ke, 

In language like a nuge thrasonic joke. 
The newest god in triumph comes ; 

Blare the trumpets, thump the drums : 
Flushed with a purple grace. 

He Iffts his Jovian face ! 

How give the blowers breath. He comes, he 
comes ! 

Hew Alexander fair and young, 

Drinking, in Teuton nectar, once again 
To Brandenburg, that treasure 
Of earth, and heaven’s chief pleasure, 
Rich the treasure, 

Sweet the pleasure. 

Which to the gods has given such pain I 

Soothed with the sound, the Emperor grows 
vain, 

Fights all his battles o’er agsin j 
’Twas Heaven that routed aH his foes, Olym- 
pus slew his slain. 
jETe has the greatest of allies ! 

Doubters are dastards in his eyes, 

And grumblers at their deified 
Young Emperor in his proper pride. 

Should shake from their false shoes 
Germania’s dust. The Muse 
Must sing Jove- Wilhelm great and good. 
By a benignant fate 


Lifted, gifted, gifted, lifted. 

Lifted to a god’s estate, 

Olympian in his mood : 
***** 

The mighty Master smiled to see, 

Infant-in- Arms, young Germany, 

Jove’s nursling, quit his cot and pap, 

And, quite a promising young chap. 

Grown out of baby-shoes and bottle. 

And “draughts” which teased his infant 
throttle, 

Get rid of ailments, turn -turn troubles, 
Tooth-cutting pangs, and ‘ ‘ windy” bubbles, 
A tremendous time beginning ; 

Fighting still, all foes destroying : — 

“ A world-empire ’s worth the winning ! 
Its fair foretaste I ’m enjoying. 

The new god now sits beside ye, 

Take the gifts he will provide ye ! 

He ’s your young Orbihan schooler, 
Your Hereditary Ruler ! ” 

(The Brandenburgers bellow loud applause,) 
“iHy course is right, and glorious is my 
^ Cause!!!” 

The Prince, the god unable to restrain, 
Hose from his chair, 

With Jovian air, 

And, hanging up his thunderbolts with care, 
What time his eagle gave a gruesome glare, 
The nectar gulped again and yet again : 
Then stooping his horned helmet firm to 
jam on, 

Voted himself the Hew God — Jupiter- 
(G) Ammon ! 

***** 

“ Let Alexander yield the prize 
To Wilhelm of the Iron Crown ; 

He raised himself unto the skies, 

I bring Olympus down 1 1 1 ” 
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[March 5 , 1892 . 


LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS 

No. XI.-TO PLAUSIBILITY. 

Mt Dear Plau, 


mucli weighed down by the responsibilities of his freshmanhood at 
Oxford, was pleased to unbend and smile approvingly at the amazing 
sallies of the wizard Cobbyn. , t ^ ^ xi. j. j. 

One story I remember in particular, though I dare not attempt to 
reneat it as Cobbyn told it. It was about the wretched adventures 


I SHOULD be the most ungrateful dog if I failed to acknow- repeat it as Cobbyn told it. It was about the T:^®^ched adventu^^^^ 
ledge the pleasure I have received during my life from the society of of a certain travelling companion of his on a shootmg expedition in 
your friends and proteges, I don’t speak of mere material, meat- Albania. It was a story that never seemed to^ 
and-money advantages. Probably, if a strict account could be recommendation for most stories, I admit ; but in this case so 
stated, it might be found that in these paltry matters a balance, artfully and with such surprising huinour and force was it told so 
large or small, was still due to me. Who knows? Strict accounts vividly did it depict along series of ludicrous suiierings culminating 
are hateful ; and even if I did lose here and there I did it, I fancy, in the total loss of the sufferer s clothes and his invototary ap^ear- 
with my eyes open, and was not sorry to indulge these gentlemen ance in the full uniforin of a Turkish Zaptieh, with other siirpnsing 
with the idea that their fascinations had conquered me. No. and endless episodes, that at the last we had in the nudst oi our 

I speak of is rather the genuine pleasure I have derived from some gasps of helpless laughter to implore the n^r^or to stop tor the sake 
of the finest acting (in ordinary life, not on the boards) that the of our sides and the resoimding rafters of the Uenerai s house, 
world ever saw, aetmg in which I protest that the tears, the sighs. At other times the irresistible Wilfrid would po^reimmscently as 
the misery, the gallantry, the courage, the loyal sentiments and the the gallant protector of outraged virtue, the hero of ^me 

honourable promises all rang with so sincere a sound that the very deathless story of courage and coolness by “which empires had been 
actor himseU was subdued like the dyer’s hand to the colours he saved from disaster. And he was so persuasive, so convincing, that 
worked in, un't^ he believed himself to be the most unjustly perse- our imaginations, which would have refused to foll(W a smaller man 
euted of mankind, the most upright of gentlemen, _ on lower flights, soared obediently after him through 

or whatever the special emotion he simulated re- empyrean of impo^ible romance. Nor did he 

qoired that he should seem to be for the moment. W ^ stop at this. Ueneral Tempest was the pattern of 

That he might possibly be what, as a matter of old-world pimctilio, but before a week was out he 

fact, he often was, a rogue and a knave, mattered introduced Cobbyn, of whom he knew nothing 


euted of mankind, the most upright of gentlemen, 
or whatever the special emotion he simulated re- 
g^oired that he should seem to be for the moment. 
That he might possibly be what, as a matter of 
fact, he often was, a rogue and a knave, mattered 
little to me at the time. He was evidently himself 
ignorant of his potentialities, and in any case they 
could not spoil my sesthetic enjoyment of a notable 
performance. And after all who is to undertake to 
draw the line between the good man and the bad ? 
I have known men with regard to whom I was 
convinced that they were admirably equipj^d by 
nature for a career of roguery ; somewhere in the 
backs of their heads I know they carried a complete 
set of inteHeotual implements for the task, but no 
temptation, as it happened, ever came to open the 
door of that secret chamber, and the unconscious 
owners of it passed through life honoured by their 
fellow-citizens, and their actions stiU smell sweet 
and blossom in their dust. Others, of course, were 
not so fortunate. Their crisis pursued and captured 
them, revealed them to themselves and others, and 
in many cases only left them, alas, after cropping 
both their hair and their reputations. But I leave 
these divagations, which can have but little interest 
for you. What I rather wish to do is to recall to 
your memory the curious personality and the 
chequered adventures of our common friend, 
Wilfrid Cobbyn. 

I met him some six years ago when I was on a 
visit to my father’s old friend, General Tempest, at 
Dansington. Most people, I take it, have heard of 
Dansington, that home of educational establish- 
ments, amusement, and retired Indian Generals. 
Old General Tempest — Leonidas Marlborough 
Tempest he had been christened by a warlike father, 
whose military aspirations had been crushed by the 
necessity for a commercial career, and who had 
taken it out of fate by devoting his son to heroism 
at the baptismal font, and by subsequently buying 
him a commission in a crack regiment — GenerM 
Tempest was, in the days of which I speak, a hos- 


had introduced Cobbyn, of whom he knew nothing 
except what Cobbyn told him, to all the best people 
in Dansington ; nor shall I ever forget the air with 
which this glorious rascal took the portly old 
Countess of Cardamums down to her second supper 
at the County Ball. He rode Alexander’s chest- 
nut, and Alexander^ never murmured. The 
General’s ancient retainer went on his many 
errands, and neither the General nor his man saw 
anything out of the way in the proceeding. Even 
Clara looked, I thought, with some favour— but as 
Clara always breaks into indignant denials when- 
ever this is hinted, I will proceed no further. As 
for the members of the Dansington Club they were 
enthusiastic in Cobbyn’ s [praises. The young 
sparks imitated his fashions in ties and collars, the 
old bucks repeated to one another his stories, and 
one and all vowed he was ‘ ‘ an uncommon good 
fellow, by Gad.” 

To me Cobbyn was always profusely polite, with 
that flattering politeness wmch induces the flattered 
to think himself just a shade cleverer and sharper 
and better than his fellow-creatures, and on the day 
before my departure he honoured me by borrowing 
a ten-pound note of me and writing my London 
address with much ceremony on the back of an 
envelope, which I afterwards found lying about in 
a passage of the General’s house. 

Three months afterwards there was a tempest in 
Dansington. Cobbyn had gone away for two days 
and had stayed away for good. His intimates and 
the Dansington tradesmen became uneasy, rumours 
began to spread, and the result was a crash which made 
some very knowing fellows look extremely foolish, 
and filled the Club with honest British imprecations. 
Little Tom Spindle, who commanded a troop of the 
Fallowshire Yeomanry (the Duke of Dashborough’s 
Hussars) and had the reputation of spending a royal 


pitable veteran whose amiability and good-nature had survived many income with beggarly meanness, had backed one of Cobbyn’ s bills for 
severe campaigns in which he had taken and given hard knocks £1,000. Sir Paul Packthread, one of the greatest of the local 
wherever hard knocks were to be found. His benevolence and magnates, had lent him £500 without a scrap of security, and (lolonel 
hospitali^ were proverbial far beyond the limits of D^sington, and Chutney had put £300 into the Ephemeral Soapsuds Company, 
ms daughter Clara was one of the prettiest girls in the United Limited, of which Cobbyn was to have been the managing director, 
^^odom. ..... . I cannot go through the whole long list. He had fleeced all that was 

On the occasion of this visit I found a fellow guest,the identical fleeceable in Dansington, and had vanished into the clouds. How he 
WiLFJ^ Cobbyn whom I have already mentioned. He had been managed to do it, by what artful proposals he conquered the avarice 
mere for a fortnight, I learnt from Alexander, the eldest hope of the of Spindle, prevailed over the mercantile sagacity of Packthread, 
Tejoests, and had made himself a favourite with every member of and subdued the fiery temper of Chutney, will never be known, 
the famfly. How they got to know him I never quite discovered — Partly, no doubt, he succeeded by being here and there perfectly 
indeed, I doubt if any of them could have told me — and as to his trutmul and candid. He was the son of a well-to-do country Squire, 

I previous history all they seemed to know was that his father had but the father had long since ejected his offspring from the paternal 
I prope^ somewhere in the West of England,” that he himself had mansion; he had really travelled and had often displayed pluck. 
traveiLed a great deal, and was now close upon th^ty years old. I But his chief gifts were his good-humour, his ardent imagination, 
after my first dinner in his company I had and a persuasive tongue that gained for him the trusting confidence 
very iittm mclination to worry myself about the details oi his past, of his victims almost before he himself knew that he meant to 
so cheerfiu and fascinating did I find his gay companionship. I victimise them. 

cannot exmain the charm of the man. He had a roving blue They tell me he is now established somewhere in the West of 

eye, a ruddy and glowing complexion, and a laugh that seemed to America, Wherever he goes he is sure to be popular — for a time. 

^ck ^ gloorny fancies into flinders, and to carry those who heard it Goodbye, dear old Plah 1 

m a helter-skelter gallop of mirth. And then what stories the I hope I haven’t bored you. 

tellow could teJl ! He had the General and me in perpetual convul- Yours trustfully, 

sions, and even Alexander, a somewhat awkward and taciturn youth, Diogenes Bobinson, 
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A WILDE "TAG” TO 
A TAME PLAY. 

Scene — A Theatre with Audi-- 
ence and Company complete. 

The former ^^smart^^ and lan- 
guidly enthusiastic^ the last 
wearily loohing forward to 
the final “ Curtain. The 
last Act is all hut over. 

Servant (to Countess). The 
Duchess of Battersea is in the 
Hall. May she come up ? 

Countess. Certainly. Why did 
you not show her up at once ? 

Servant (arranging his •pow- 
dered hair in a glass). Because 
in cases of exposure her Grace 
is quite equal to showing up 
herself ! 

Countess (smiling). You are 
cynical, J ohn. Do you not know 
that cynicism is the birthright 
of fools, and, when discovered, 
is more than half found out ? 

Servant (taking up coalscuttle). 

Like the hair of your Lady- 
ship— out of curl ! \JSxit. 

Countess. A quaint conceit; 
but here is my husband. Let 
me avoid him. A married man 
is quite out of date — save when 
he forms the subject of his own 
obituary. \_Exit. 

A pause. JEnter the Duchess 
of Battersea, 

Duchess. Dear me !. .Ho one 
here ! So I might have brought 
the Duke with me, after all! 

And yet he is so fond of the 
petticoats. He loses his head 
when he begins kissing his hand. 

And I lose my head when I fail 
to catch a ’buss. A kiss with 
him and a ’buss with me — 
where ’s the difference ? 

Enter Earl Pennyplaine. 

Earl (angrily). You here ! ^ 

Duchess (with an appealing 
gesture). You are not pleased to 
see me I You regard me as an 
adventuress 1 You are ashamed 
of my past 1 A past unblessed 
by a clergyman — m fact, a past 
without a pastor I 
Earl. Begone I Do not dare to darken my doors again. This is 
no home for old jokes I 

Duchess. You must hear me. Do you know why I have treated you 
so badly ? Do you know why I have taught your wife to regard me 
as a rival ? Why I have blackmailed you to the tune of hundreds of 
thousands of pounds ? Do you know why I have done all this and 
more ? I will tell you. ^ Because I am your Mother-in-law ! 

Earl (in a choking voice). I suspected as much from the very first I 

Ee-enter the Countess, carrying a heap of family portraits. 
Countess. Here, Duchess,^ although you are not to my liking, I 
have brought you a few pictures of my husband and some of ms 
predecessors. Take ’em, and bless you ! 

Duchess (overfiowing with emotion). My dear, this is too much. 
( Weeps.) You -omooman — I should say milady — ^me 1 

Enter Lord Tuppence Cullard. 

Lord T. C. Come and marry me. 

Duchess. With pleasure ! Lawks-a-mussy ! \_Exeunt. 

Earl. And now, let us remember that while the sun shines, the 
moon clings like a frightened thing to the face of Cleopatra. 

Quick Curtain. 

Applause follows^ lohen enter the Author*. He holds between his 
thumb and forefinger a lighted cigarette. 

Author. Ladies and Gentlemen, it is so much the fashion nowadays 
to do what one pleases, that I venture to offer you some tobacco 
while I enjoy a smoke myself. (Throws cigars and cigarettes 
amongst the audience d la Harry Payne.) Will you forgive me if 
I change my tail-coat for a smoking j acket f Thank you I (Makes the 


necessary alteration of costume 
in the presence of the audience.) 
And now I will have a chair. 
(Stamps^ when up comes through 
a trap a table supporting a 
lounge)^ and a cup of tea. 
(Another table appears through 
another trap^ bringing up with 
it a tray and a five o'clock set.) 
And now I think we are com- 
fortable. (Helps himself to tea, 
smokes, ^-c.) 1 must tell you 

I think my piece excellent. And 
all the puppets that have per- 
formed in it have played ex- 
tremely well. I hope you like 
my piece as well as 1 do myself. 
I trust you are not bored with 
this chatter, but I am not good 
at a speech. However, as I 
have to catch a train in twenty 
minutes, I will tell you a story 
occupying a quarter of an hour. 
I repeat, as I have to catch a 
train— I repeat, as I have to 

catch a train 

Entire Audience. And so have 
! \_Exeunt. 

(Thus the Elay ends in smoke}} 

HOW TO SAVE LOHBOH. 

(Rather more than a Fairy Story.) 

John Smith, of London, sat 
in front of his fire pondering 
over the fact that, at a great 
sacrifice to the interests of his 
native city, the coal dues had 
been abolished, -and yet his bill 
for fuel was no lighter. He 
watched the embers as they died 
awav, when all of a sudden a 
small creature appeared before 
him. He could not account for 
her presence, and did not notice 
from whence she came. But 
she was there, sure enough, and 
began to address him, 

“John Smith, of London,” 
she began, in a small but ad- 
mirably distinct voice, “I am 
the Eairy Domestic Economy, 
and I have come to warn you 
that, unless you wake up, you 
will come to grief.” 

“Wake up?” queried J. S. 
“Wake up about what ? ” 
“Why, the election of the London County Council, to be sure I ” 
returned the Fairy, impatiently. “ Here, the election is close upon 
you, and the chances are twenty to one that you will let it pass 
without recording your vote.” “ What election ? ” 

“ Bless the man I ” exclaimed the Fairy. “ He does not know that 
the Members of the L.C.C., the Masters of London, are to be chosen 
on Saturday, the 5th of March, and will from that date remain in 
power for four years ! ” 

And then the Fairy showed him the possible future, explaining 
that it was in his hands to alter it. The vision she conjured up 
before him seemed intensely idiotic. Everythinp: was to be done for 
nothing. There were to be free railways, free tramways, free 
bakeries, free butchers’ shops, free ginger-beer manufactories, free 
clothiers, free hosiers, free Doot-makers, free gas companies, free 
waterworks— in fact, everything was to he gratis. 

“ But somebody must pay for it I ” said John Smith, of London. 
“Why, of course^” returned the Fairy, “and you are to be the 
paymaster. You will have to pay about five shillings in the pound 
as a commencement, with additional crowns to follow ! ” 

“ But how am I to avoid this fate ?” cried John Smith, in a tone 
of genuine alarm. 

“By voting for the Moderates, and doing your best to keep out 
the Progressives. And, mind, don’t forget my warning.” 

And then the Fairy disappeared. A few moments later, and poor 
John Smith found himself sprawling upon the fioor. 

“ Why, I do believe I have been asleep ! ” he exclaimed. 

And men he woke up in good earnest, and hurried ofE to the polling 
stations, and voted for the Moderate candidates. 

At least it is to be hoped he will I 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 



aUITE TOO-TOO PUFFICKLY PKECIOIJSI! 

Being Lady Windy-tnerd s Fan-cy Fortrait of the new dramatic author, 
ShaJcspeare Sherman Oscar Puff, Esq. 

[“ He addressed from the stage a public audience, mostly composed of ladies, 
pressing between his daintily-gloved fingers a still burning and half-smoked 
cigarette ,” — Daily Telegraph.) 
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A TRAGEDY ON THE GREAT NORTHERN. 

Scene — A Third-Class Carriage, Time — Three Sowrs "before the next StaUon, Dramatis Personae — Jones and Robtnson, 

‘*IT *S THE iA5r/— AND IT ’S A TaNDSTIOKOR. It *LL ONLY STRIKE ON THE BoX ! ’* 

Strike it on the Box, then ; — but for Heaven’s sake, be careful !” 

“Yes ; but, like a Fool, I ’vs just pitched the Box out of Window !” 


ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FEOM THE DIART OF TORT, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, February 21. — “What a day he is 
having: to be sure ! ’’ munrmred the Squire op Malwood, looking 
across the table at the other eminent country gentleman who is 
our First Minister of Agriculture. 

Truly a great occasion for Chaplin, and he rose to its full height. 
Just the same^ man he was six years ago when he from same 
place, drew lurid picture of the Empire staggering to its doom over- 
weighted with Small Holdings. Now he is bringing in a Bill to 
establish Small Holdinj^s, and recommends the expedient to 
House^ as crowning edifice of Empire’s prosperity. At such 
a crisis some men would have blushed, however entirely foreign 
to their habit the pretty weakness might be. Chaplin, on contrary, 
made out in vague, but luminous, manner that he had been right in 
both instances. Indeed, the anxious listener had conveyed to biTn 
the conviction, still vague but not less irresistible, that this direct 


Chaplin always looms large on whatever horizon he may appear. 
To-night, standing at Table introducing Small Holdings Bill, he 
seemed to swell wisibly before our eyes. Prince Arthur early in 
progress of the speech observed precaution of moving lower down 
Bench. By similar strategic movement, Henry Matthews drew 
nearer to G-angway. Thus Chaplin was, so to speak, planted out in 
Small Holding exclusively his own. 

House anxious to hear particulars of Government measure, 
Chaplin, remembering old times when they used to jeer at his 
sonorous commonplaces uttered below Gangway, took a pretty 
revenge. Out ot oration of fifty-five mmutes duration, he 
appropriated twenty -five to general observations prefacing ex- 
position of clauses _ of Bill. Just the same kind of pompous 
platitude conveyed in turgid phraseology, at which, in old times, 
Members used to laugh and run away. But Chaplin had them now. 
Like the wedding guest whom the Ancient Mariner button- holed — 
though as Plunket reminds me, the A. M. was meagre in frame, and 
CsLiPLiN is not — the House could not help but hear. Once, when the 

4. .. .... 1 . 3 1 • TP 


to mankind, 
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drawing forth a casual carrot there, meditating on the days when 
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“PASSING IT ON." 

Rupert {just hack from School^ vjJiere he has been tremendously fagged), **Look 
HERE, ANGY, IE YOU BEHAVE DECENTLY, AND DON’T SMASH ANYTHING, YOU 
SHALL FINISH THE JaM — WHEN I' YE QUITE DONE.'*' 


PHILOSOPHIC STUPIDITY. 

It is better to do a stupid thing that has been done before, 
than to do a wise thing that has never been tried.” — Mr, JBalfcur 
in the Rome of Commons."] 

Hear the great pundit ; deem him not absurd, 

He utters vnsdom^s latest, greatest word. 

All coats, we know, are best when frayed with wear ; 
Trousers we love when most they need repair. 

Boots without heels, completely lacking soles, 

And hats all crushed and battered into holes. 

Hay, we ’ll go farther, and, to prove him true, 

Do all the vanished ages used to do. 

We ’ll crop the ears of those who preach dissent, 

And at the stake teach wretches to repent. 

Clad cap-d-pie in mall we ’ll face our foes. 

And arm our British soldiery with bows. 

Dirt and disease shall rule us as of yore, 

The Plague’s grim spectre stalk from shore to shore. 
Proceed, brave Balfoxtr, whom no liouts appal. 

Collect stupidities and do them all. 

Uneducate our men, unplough our land, 

Bid heathen temples rise on every hand ; 

Unmake our progress and revoke our laws, 

Or stuff them fuU of all their banished flaws. 

Let light die out and brooding darkness reign. 

And in a word call Chaos back again, 

Thenj as we perish, we can shout with glee, 

“ Hail, hail to Balfottr and Stupidity ! ” 


^ Screwed up at Magdalen.— Mr. Gr. B. Shaw had a 
lively time of it at Oxford. Fancy a whole bevy of Social- 
ists ^ cooped up together under lock and screw. What a 
fancy-picture of beautiful harmony the mere thought con- 
jures up. Burning cayenne pepper on one side, dirty water 
on the other, and loyal Undergraduates, screwed ana screw- 
ing, all round them. Never mind, Bernard. It was a 
capital puff for the Socialistic wind-bag, and one 0. B. S. 
took care it should not be wasted. 

A FUDGE FOEMULA. 

“ To set class against class is the crime of all crimes.” 
That ’s the dictum of Fusbos, a type of our times ; 

Yet Fusbos himself all his co-scribes surpasses 
In rancorous railings concerning “ the masses.” 

He thinks that all efforts injustice to right 

Are inspired by mere malice and fondness for flght. 

He might just as well urge that morality’s rules 
Set slaves against tyrants, or rogues against fools ; 

Or mourn that each new righteous law that man passes 
Must set honest folk ’gainst the criminal classes 1 


completely is mind of Her Majesty’s Ministers occupied with this 
Fog problem, that to-night it got into House of Commons. Lord 
Advocate brought in Bill allocating Scotch Local Taxation grant. 
Debate went on for six hours ; at end of that time discovered that 
whole proceedings irregular. As involving money question, intro- 
duction of Bill should have been preceded by Hesolution submitted 
to Committee of whole House. Deoate abruptly adjourned ; evening 
wasted ; howls of derision from Badicals. 

“Never mind,” said Prince Arthur, cheerily. “ Let those laugh 
who win. ^ This is only another argument (perhaps not so accidental 
and undesigned as people think) in support of our new Fog policy.” 

Rusiness done , — Night wasted in Commons. In Lords, light looms 
behind the Fog. 

of Mr. G. speeding home over land and sea. All 
ms friends on Front Bench been begging him to stay longer in the 
Sunny South. No need whatever for ms return ; things going on 
admirably ; not missed in the least ; shocking weather here : better 
stay where he is. 

T indeed ! ” said Mr. G., pricking up his ears and a dangerous 
nffhtflashmg under his eyebrows. “I’mnot wanted, ain’t I ? Squire 
OF Maxwood getting along admirably in my shoes ; doing well without 
me ; not missed in the slightest. Very well, then ; IHl go home,^' 

Maclure, who has been in the confidence of great statesmen from 
Dizzy downward, teEs me Mr. G.’s homeward flight was hastened 
by curious dream. Dreamt all his sheep were straying from fold : 
^me going one way, others another ; each bent on his own par- 
ticular business. In vain Mr. G. leaping up and taking crook in 
5"^ j hand to mouth and halloed them back to Home-Rule 
told. Ihey went their way, some even making for Unionist encamp- 
ment, where Mr, G., moving heavily in his slumber, distinctly saw 

nTIA BnAOTk ’Pan-oi./iiTin. aixamn. ^ 


getting back. Made up for the Session ; fit for anything. Nothing 
could have been kinder or more watchful than Nurse Rend el’s care 
of me ; if I had been his son (which I admit is chronologically 
difficult), couldn’t have been better done to. Only concerned just 
now for Armitstead. That young fellow, proud of his chickenhood 
of sixty-seven years, brought me out to take care of me, and freshen 
me up. Fancy I ’ve worn him out ; instead of his taking care of 
me, have to look after him ! Shall be glad to get again within 
sound of Big Ben. Spoiling for a fight. Harcourt done very 
well ; but he ’U. have to tuck in his tuppenny and let me over into 
the Leader’s place.” 

Business done, — ^Miscellaneous, 

“ The Meeting of the Waters.” — The Engineers of London and 
Bimingham have been requested, says the Daily Telegraph., to “lay 
their heads together,” so as to see if an amicable arrangement cannot 
be effected. This is an instance where to have “ water on the brain ” 
is absolutely necessary. Odd to thiok that in this “water difficulty” 
are contained all the elements of a burning question ; so much so 
indeed, that the Engineers who may be clever enough to solve the 
problem without getting themselves into hot water, may confi- 
dently be expected to follow up their achievement by proceeding 
to “ set the Thames on fire.” 

Q/UEER OUERIES. — Currency Reform. — I see that the Chan- 
cellor OF THE Exchequer intends to “ caR in ” light sovereigns. 
The sovereigns I have all seem to be tolerably heavy, so would there 
be any objection, to my lightening them by taking some of the gold 
off, and keeping it ? ^ This would form a nice little “metallic reserve ” 
for me, a thing which Mr. GoscmN seems to approve of. Would 
^t an appropriate motto, to be inscribed on the new One jpound 
Notes, be — “ Quid., pro quo f ” — Sly-metallist. 
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HORACE IN LONDON. 

To A Skittish Geandmothee. {Ah Cjilorin.) 

Forbear this 
painted show to 
strut 

Of girlish toilet, 
manner skit- 
tish : 

It may be Fin-dc^ 

Siecle^ but 
It isn’t British. 

To dance, to swell 
the betting 
rank, 

To rival ’Arriet 
at Marlow ; 

To try to break 
your husband’s 
bank 

At Monte Carlo, 

"Would ill beseem 
your daughter 
“ smart; ” 

The vulgar slang 
of bacchant 
mummers, 

If act you must, is 
scarce the part 
For sixty sum- 
mers. , . 

Let Age be decent : keep your hair 
Conhned, if nothing else, to one dye • 

I ’d rather see you, I declare. 

Like Mrs. Grundy I 


THE PEIVATE AND THE PUBLIC. 

( What it Tmy coTYie to.) 

If "vre are obliged to go into the open market for our soldiers, and com- 
pete with other employers of labour, we must bid as highly as^ ^ 

pay, hours of work, and general conditions and comfort.” — Daily JPap&t' on 
the Deport of Lord Wantage's Committee.) 

Scene— PuUic Place. 

Sergeant Kite and a Possible Kecruit in conversation. 

Sergeant Kite {continuing). Then you must remember that we are 
exceedingly generous in the matter of rations. 

Possible Pecruit {pained). Rations ! 1 suppose you mean courses 
I find that in all the large firms in London the assistants have a 
dinner of six courses served, with cigars and coifee to follow, 
couldn’t think of joining the Army unless I had the same. 

Sergeant K. {with suppressed emotion). If it must be so, then it 
must. Who ’s to pay the piper, I don’t know ! The Public, I suppose. 

P. R. I should tbin V so ! Then as to drills. Really the number 
of these useless formalities should be largely; decreased, and the 
hours at which they are held should be fixed with greater regard to 
the convenience of private soldiers. By the bj^e, of course I need 
hardly mention that I should not dream of enlisting unless it was 
agreed that I should never be called before 9*30 a.m. My early cup 
of tea and shaving- water might be brought to me at nine. 

Sergeant K. {after an interval). Called ! Early cup of tea ! 
Shaving-water ! Oh, this is too much ! 

P. R. {coolly). Not at all, my dear Sir, not half enough. There are 
other points I wish to mention. For example, do you allow feather-beds ? 

Sergeant K. Feather-beds ! 

P. R. Yes. A sine qua non., I assure you. Then as to pay and pen- 
sions, and length of service. I would only accept an engagement by the 
month, with liberty to terminate it at any time with a week’s notice. 

Sergeant K. {with sarcasm). And you would wish to retire at a 
week’s notice if war were declared ? 

P. R. {surprised). C&rtQhi\j\ Why not? “ Peace with Honour ” 
would be my motto. As to pay, of course you know what I could get 
if I went in for civil employment ? 

Sergeant K. Ko, I don’t, and I don’t see what that has to do with 
it. You surely would not compare the Queen’s service with the 
work of a beggarly counter-jumper ? 

P. R. Yes, I would. And as I could earn five shillings a-day 
easily in a shop, why, you will have to give me that, with a pension 
(as I might do better) of ten shillings a-day after six years’ service. 

Sergeant K. Any other point you would like to mention ? 

P. R. Yes, there is one other. Why should a labourer be able to 
get damages from his employer when injured, and a soldier be 


unable ? The principle of the Employers’ Liability Act must be ex- 
tended to the Army, so that if any Commanding Oflicer made some 
stupid blunder in battle, as he probably would do, and 1 were to be 
hurt in consequence, I might sue him when we got back to England. 

You understand my point ? , j xi. -u i. j. 

Sergeant K. Oh, quite ! But what would there be to prevent 
every soldier present at the battle from suing also ? 

P. R. Nothing at all. Of course they would all sue. bo no 
General must be permitted to go into action without first of all de- 
positing in the High Court at home security for costs if defeated, - 

say half a million or so. , ^rr n t » i j i. i. t j 

Sergeant K. {with forced politeness). Well, I ’m glud to have heard 
your views. I’ll mention them to my Colonel. They are sure to 

Yes, but don’t keep me waiting long for his reply. My 
offer only remains open till to-morrow morning. 

Sergeant K. Oh ! „ r, . » 7 

\The remainder of the ^ gallant Sergeant’s observations are not 
necessary for publication^ neither would they^ be accepted as 
a guarantee of his good faith. JExit to recruit. 

‘^^THE EING AND THE BOOK.^^ 

From very early days, the days, or nights, of The Battle of 
Waterloo and Scenes in the Circle, with the once - renowned 
WiDDicOMB as Master of the Ring, Mr. Punch has ever been parti- 
cularly fond of the old-fashioned equestrian entertainment. The I^ug 
to which he has just made allusion is, it need hardly be added, The 
Circus, and The Book is a novel by Miss Aimye Reade. Air. P. is 
not sweet upon any gymnastic and acrobatic shows in which the 
chances of danger appear, and probably are, as ten to one against the 
performer; and especially does he object to children of very tender 
years being utilised in order to earn money for their parents or 
guardians by exhibiting their precocious agility. Mr. P. approves 
of the ancient use of tne birch as practised at Eton a quarter of a 
century ago, and he is quite of the Wise Man’s opinion as to the evil 
consequences of sparing the rod; which proverbial teaching, had it 
been practically and judiciously applied to Master Solomon himself 
(the ancient King, not the modern Composer) in his earliest 
years, would probably have prevented his going so utterly to 
the bad in the latter part of his life. So much, as far as corporal 
punishment is concerned, for the 
education of youth, whether in 
or out of the circus school. But 
girls, as well as boys, are trained 
for this circus business, gaining 
their livelihood by acrobatic per- 
formances. Does Mr. Punch, 
representing the public gener- 
ally, quite approve of this por- 
tion of circus and acrobatic 
training ? To this he can return 
only a qualified answer. His 
approval would depend, first, on 
the natural but extraordinary 
capability of the female pupQ, 
and, secondly, the method of 
training her. As a rule, he 
would prefer to keep her out of 
it altogether: and, as to the ^ 
boys, he certainly would defer 
their public appearance imtil 
they were at least sixteen ; 
their previous training having been under the supervision of a 
responsible inspector. Then as to the training of animals for 
the circus business. If the training system means “all done by 
kindness,” that is, by imflinching firmness and a just application 
of a considerately devised system of equally balanced rewards 
and punishments, then Mr. P. approves ; but where cruelty comes 
in, whether in the training of child or beast, Mr. Punch would have 
such trainer of youth punished as Nicholas Nicklehy punished 
Squeers, in addition to imprisonment and fine ; and for cruelty to 
dumb animals Mr, P, would order the garotter’s punishment and 
plenty of it. Having professed this faith, Mr. Punch, after thus 
“ arguing in a Circle,^’ returns to his starting-point, and would like 
to know how much of truth there is in Miss Am ye Reade’ s story 
entitled. Slaves of the Sawdust ? As literature it is poor stuff, but as 
written with a purpose, and that^ purpose the exposing of alleged 
systematic cruelty m training children and dumb animals for the 
circus-equestrian aerobatic life, the book should not only attract general 
notice, but should also lead to a Commission of inquiry, or to some 
united action of all responsible circus-managers against the author 
of this work, which would result in either the said managers or the 
authoress being “brought to book.” Mr. Punch hath spoken. 
Verb, sap. 



NOTICE. — ^Rejected Communications or Contributions, wkothor MS., Printed Matter, JDrawings, or Pictures ot any descripcio;^ wiU 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelopoi Coveri or WrappoTi To this nUt 
there will he no except ion. 
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>#>^1 scliool ? Well they to have, that ’s all ? Where ’s yoar Aunt 

DOING THE OLD MASTERS. —where ’s your Aunt ? 

(A Sketch at Burlington House.) Mr. Ernest Stodgely {before the Portrait of the Marchesa Isabella 

, ^ XT T Grimaldi). There, Flossie, don’t you feel the greatness of that now? 

IH ti-ALLERT JN 0 , 1. I’m curious to know how it impresses you ! 

The Usual Elderly Lady {who Judges every picture solely by its Miss Featherhead. Well, I rather like her frock, ERiifEST. How 
subject). “No. 9. Portrait of Mrs. Butahstoit of Portman. By funny to think aigrettes were worn so long ago, when they ’ye just 

Gainsborough.” I don’t like that at all. Such a disagreeable gone out don’t you know. It must haye been difficult to Mss a 

expression ! I can’t think why they exhibit such things. I ’m sure person across one of those enormous ruffs, though, don’t you think ? 

there ’s no pleasure in looking at them ! ^ ^ Tto- r a tt-p-pv NTn TV 

Eer Companion {who finds no pleasure in looking at any them). UALLEur i\o. x v . 

No, I must say I prefer the Academy to' these old-fashioned things. Mr. Schohorff {loudly). Ah, that ’s a picture I know well ; seen it 
I suppose we can get a cup of tea here, though ? many a time in the Octagon Boudoir at dear old Hatchment’s. But 


there ’s no pleasure in looMng at them ! 

Eer Companion {who finds no pleasure in looking at any of thein). 
No, I must say I prefer the Academy to' these old-fashioned things. 
I suppose we can get a cup of tea here, though ? 


An Intelligent Person. “Mrs. Brtanston of Portman.” Sounds it looks better lighted up. I remember the last time I was down 
like a made-up name rather, eh ? Portman Square, and all that, there they told me they ’d been asked to lend it, but the Countess 




y’know ! 

Eis Friend {with a touching confidence in the seriousness of the [ 
authorities). Oh, they wouldn’t do that sort 

A Too-impulsive Enthusiast. Oh, John, 
look at that lovely tiger up there ! IsnH \ ^ 

the sM-n marvellously painted, and the eyes , 

so natural and all! It’s a Landseer of , ' ' \V> 

John. Catalogue says Stubbs. ^ 

The Enth. {disenchanted). Stubbs? I 
never heard of him. But it’s really rather 

The Man who is a bit of a Connoisseur \ \ 

in his way {arriving at a portrait of Mrs. ' 

Billington). Not a bad Romney, that. \ \' 

Eis Friend {with Catalogue). What \' 

makes you think it ’s a Romney ? \''\\\\ \ 

The Conn. My dear fellow, as if it was \ \ \\ 
possible to mistake Ms touch. ( Thinks from \ ' 
his friend's expression^ that he had better y \\\\ J 

hedge.) Unless it’s a Reynolds. Of course \^''\\ L 

it might be a Sir Joshua, their manner at _ "M 

one period was very much ahke— yes, it l WJyi gKl -''p 

might be a Reynolds, certainly. ^ ^ \ M 

Eis Friend. It might be a Holbein— if XyMlvs'^^P' ^ m 

it didn’t happen to be a Gainsborough. v v'\ j Im 

The Conn, {effecting a masterly retreat). ^ 

Didn’t I say Gainsborough ? Of course ^ 

that was what I meant. Nothing like Rey- ^ 

nolds— nor Romney either. Totally difier- _ 

Mr. Ernest Stodgely {before Jan Steen’s 
“ Christening"). NowlookattMs, Flossie ; 
very curious, very interesting. Giyes you 
such an insight into the times. TMs man, 
you see, is wearing a hat of the period. 

Remarkable, isn’t it ? 

Miss Featherhead. Not so remarkable as 
if he was wearing a hat of some other 
period, Ernest, is it ? ^ 

The Elderly Lady {before a View oj 
Amsterdam^ by Van der Eeyden). Now, you “ ^ly fellow, as if it 
really must look at this, my dear— isn’t it 

wonderful ? Why, you can count every single brick in the walls, 
and the tiny little figures with their features all complete; you 

^ i - • X- 'x _n t TT • x: 


didn’t seem to think (<yc,, 4*c.). 

Mrs. Frivell {before Death of Dido " by Liberals da Verona). 

Why is she standing on that pile of furni- 

( ture in the courtyard, though r 

Mr. F. Because Alneas had jilted her, 
and so she stabbed herself on a funeral pyre 
after setting fire to it, you see. 

Mrs. F. {disapprovingly). How very odd. 
I thought they only did that in India. But 
who are all those people looking-on ? 

Mr. F. Smart people of the period, my 
dear. Of course Dido would send out in- 
vitations for a big function like that — 
Wind-up of the season— Farewell Reception 
— sure to be a tremendous rush for cards. 
Notice the evident enjoyment of the guests. 
They are depicted in the act of remarking 
to one another that their hostess is doing 
all in her power to make the thing go off 
well. Keen observer of human nature, old 

Mrs. F. Selfish creatures ! 

In the Yestibule. 

Mrs. Townley- Patton {about to leave with 
her husband^ encounters her cousins^ the 
MIssRural-Rattons, who have Just arrived). 
Why, Sophy, Mary I how are you ? tMs is 
too delightful! When did you come up? 
How long are you going to be in town? 
When can you come and see me ? 

Miss Sophy Patton {answering the two 
last questions). Till the end of the week. 
What will be the best time to find you ? 

Mrs. T. P. {warmly). Oh, any time! 
I’m almost always in— except the after- 
noons, of course. I ’m going out to tea or 
sometMng every day this week! 

Miss Sophy P. Well, how would some 


you see, is wearing a hat of the period, Miss Sophy P. Well, how would some 

Remarkable, isn’t it ? time in the u^rM^ng , 

Miss Featherhead. Not so remarkable as Mrs. T. P. The mornmg ? No, I ’m 

if he was wearing a hat of some other afraid— I ’m afraid it mustn't be the morn- 

neriod Ernest is it ? ing* this week— so many things that one has 

The Elderly Lady {before a View oj ^ • to see to! 

Amsterdam, by Van 'der Eeyden). Now, you “ ^ly dear fellow, as if it was possible to mistake his Mr. T. P. {lazily). You ’d better all 
really must look at this, my dear— isn’t it touch ! ” come and dine quietly some evemng. ^ 

wonderful ? Why, you can count every single brick in the walls, [Ee yawns, to tone down any excess of hospitality in this invitation. 
and the tiny little figures with their features all complete; you Mrs. T. P. {quickly). No, that would be foo cruel, when I know 
want a magnifying-glass to see it all ! How conscientious painters they ’H want to go to a theatre every night ! And beside^^ I really 


if it was possible to mistake his 
touch ! ” 


were in those days! And what a difference from those “Impres- 
sionists,” as they call themselves. 


liXlcy XL Want to go to it tlLcaUiC cvexy JLLigjau ; xljllu. jl xccbjuLj 

haven’t a single free evening tMs week. But I must see if we can’t 
arrange something. You remly must drop me a line we^ritime you’re 


Eer'Comp. {apathetically). Yes, indeed; I wonder whether it coming up! Good-bye, deps, we mustn’t keep you from the pictoes 
would be better to get our tea here, or wait till we get outside ? — such a fine collection this winter! Love to your Mother, and say 


The Eld. L. Oh, it’s too early yet. Look at that poor hunted I shall try to call— if I can ! 
stag jumping over a dining-room table, and upsetting the glasses Mr. T. P. {as they descend the stairs). I say, Sel^a, you forgot 
and things. I suppose that ’s Landseer — no, I see it ’s some one of to ask ’em where they are. Shall I run back and find out, eh ? 
the name of Snyders. I expect he got the idea from Landseer, Mrs. T. P. Not on any account. They’re }probably at the Grand 
though, don’t you ? _ as usual, and if they’re not, it will be a very good excuse if I can’t 

Eer Comp. Very likely indeed, dear; hut {pursuing her original call. You are such z^fusser, Al fre d ! t i;i >x 


train of thought) you get rather nice tea at some of these aerated 
bread-shops ; so perhaps if we waited— (^c., ^w.) 

In Gallery No.' III. 


Miss Sophy {to Miss Mary). What a let-ofi ! I wouldn’t have 
minded lunch so much— but dinner— io.o, thank you, my dear! 

Miss Mary {gloomily). She may call on Mother and ask us all yet. 
Miss Sophy. She doesn’t know where we are, and I took good care 


Two Pretty Nieces with an Elderly Uncle {coming to Apollo and not to teB her. It’s getting too dark to see iriuch, but we ’U just 
Marsyas" by Tintoretto). What was the story of Apollo and walk through the rooms, to say we ’ve done it — shall we? [They do. 

Marsyas, Uncle ? , . ■■■ 

The Uncle. Apollo ? Oh, come, you ’ve heard of him, the — er- _ , , x 

Sun-God, Phoebus- Apollo, and all that ? A Settler for Mr. Woods.— Mrs. Ram does not at aU wonder at 


Eis Nieces. Oh, yes, we know all that; but who was Marsyas, and Amateurs being able to “pick up old pieces of cMna at Chri^y s, 
what does the Catalogue mean by “ Athena and three Unrpires?” for she has often heard that you’ve only got to go to King Street, 
The Uncle. Oh — er — hn-m ! Didn’t they teach you all that at where anyone may see them “knocked down under a hammer. ’ 


VQL on. 


M 





“OFF HIS FEED.”I 

Salisbury the Vet. “ Hum 1 Seems to hate wasted a bit ! Wakts a Tonic. 
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“THINGS ARE NOT WHAT THEY SEEM.” 

Mr, Foozler {who, while ivaiting for the last Train, has wandered to the &nd of the Platform, opened the door of the Signal-hox, and watched the 
Signalman's mani;pulations of the lemrs for some moments with haay perplexity, sudd&nly), “ Arf Burt’n Birrer f’ mb, Gttv'nor 1 ” 


« OPF HIS PEED ! ” 

Scene — The St, Stephen's Stables, Stall of the Favourite, Majority," 
who is being inspected by the great “ Vet," (S-l-sb-ry) in presence of 
the Groom (B-lf-e), and the Stable-help (Ch-pl-n). 

Stable' help {anxiously), "Why, he used to be a stunner, and a safe 
and steady runner, 

And we trusted him, most confident, for landing: us the Stakes. 

Now, what can the cause of this be ? He ^s a-looking <iueer and 
quisby ; 

And his off fore leg seems shaky, and the rest ain’t no great shakes. 

Groom {sharply). Not too much of it, you Harry ! You are here to 
fetch and carry, 

And not to pass opinions in the presence of the Yet. 

But he does look dicky, Mister ; I ’ve tried bolus, I ’ve tried blister. 

But I haven’t got him up to his old form by chalks, Sir, yet / 

Vet, {dubiously),^ You’re a bit new at the “biz.,” lad, and I tell 
you what it is, lad, — 

These thoroughbreds aren't managed like a dray-horse, don’tcher 
know. 

They want very careful feeding, and Sangrado purge or bleeding 

Won’t suit our modern strain— of man or horse. Steady, lad! 
W oa I \_Examin es him , 

Groom {rather sulkily). Well, Sir, what do you make it ? 

Vet, Off his feed? 

Groom, Well, he don’t take it. 

Not voracious, so to speak. Sir, as he do when cherry ripe. 

Vet, Ah-h-h I May want a change of diet. Eye is neither bright 
nor quiet. 

And his coat seems dull and roughish, though he ’s sound in pulse 
and pTO. 

Stable-help, JDon’t take kindly to his fodder, and, what 1 tb'nbs 
even odder, 

With a temper like a hangel, gits a bit inclined to kick. 

Landed ""Art Dyke a fair wunner 1 

Groom {testily). Well, you are an eighty-tonner 

At superfluous patter, Harry ! 

Stable-help {aside). Lor I His temper ’s gitting quick ! 


What has been and popped the acid in his style so prim and placid ? 
Doesn’t shine like what he thought to as head-groom. Yus, there ’s 
the rub I 

Vet, {looking at sieve). Seem to shy that feed I 
Groom, I mixed it with the peatest care, and fixed i 

With an eye to tempt his appetite, but there, he’s off his grub I 
Vet, {to Stable-help), Takes your green stuff better ? 

Stable-help, True, Sir! 

Groom, But too much o’ that won’t do, Sir. 

Can’t live on tares entirely I {Aside,) This here boy’s too full of 
beans. 

Vet. Ah ! I see the whole position. He ’s a bit out of condition, 
Wants a tonic and skilled treatment. Yes, no doubt that ’s what 
it means. 

With an appetite that’s picksome comes a temper tart and tricksome, 
But a pick-me-up — I ’ll send one — will, I ’m sure set all that square. 
And if there ’s further wasting, then, without too headlong hasting, 
Give him, as soon as possible—a little Country Air, 


LOED WILDERMEBE’S MOTHER-IN-LAW. 

She ’s as bad as can be, but she ’s “Precious ” to me. 

Though her conduct cannot be called free from a flaw ; 

For in spite of blackmail, I have vowed ne’er to fail 
In the duty I owe to my Mother-in-law. 

There have been flippant sneers and conventional jeers, 

At a worthy relation that I hold in awe ; 

Though it angers my wife, all the joy of my life 
Comes from drawing big cheques— for my Mother-in-law. 

Peccadilloes she had, but she isn’t all bad, 

And the folks who have sneered shall their libels withdraw; 

To our dance she shall come, and the world be struck dumb 
At the way that I ’ve whitewashed my Mother-in-law. 

She shall rise from the slime of what people called crime. 

To a virtuous height, for I always foresaw 

’Twould be wise to proclaim to all ages the fame 
Of that much-maligned female— a Mother-in-law. 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST (THE CHEEKY ONE) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

“Look here, my Prince op Picture-dealers — A great Friend 
OP MINE, THE Countess of "Waterbrush, is going to have an 
Art Stall at the Little Peddlington Bazaar. Could you spare 
Her Ladyship any Old Rubbish you can’t get rid op ? It ’s 
for a Charity, you know.” — “Acs! Z6 hI Vbll, my yoong 
Trent, I hafb zum tozens of your Yater-cullers zat perhaps 
Her Latyship might manage to ket rit of — for a Charity, you 
KNOW ! She is ferry velcome, I assure you 1 ” 


DEATH IN THE POP. 

Rather alarmed by reading in paper about “ explosive buttons.” 
Seems that combs, collars, cuffs, buttons and tkinffs made to imitate 
ivory and tortoisesbell are really bigbly combustible. Lady in "West 
of England bad ber dress ignited by sudden explosion of a “ fanc;^ ” 
button! In consequence, advise my wife “to use that new bair- 
brusb I gave ber very gingerly, or sbe ’R be blown up.” Sbe wants 
to know “ wby I didn’t find that out before buying it.’^ Difficult to 
find suitable reply. Result— nobody blown up so far, except myself. 

Combing my few remaining locks, Ho barm in comb, 1 suppose, 
as maker assured me it was “only made of celluloid.” Como 
suddenly driven a couple of incbes into my bead, with loud report I 
In bed for three weeks. Write to maker, wbo says, “ Didn’t I know 
celluloid was imxture of campbor and gun-cotton ? ” No, I didn’t. 

Playing billiards, when siimeiently recovered. Just executing 
fiftietb spot-stroke in succession, when — an explosion ! Cue driven 
out of my band, and balf-way down marker’s tbroat. Turns out 
that ball was a nature of Turkish Debgbt and nitroglycerine, and 
objected to my bitting it. Marker brings action, and gets damages 
out of me. 

Little later. New fancy waistcoat. Buttons like pearl. Rub one, 

to give extra polish Bang !— explosion. Where am I? In the 

middle of next week, on which date I write this. 


CoK, BY A Welshee, — Why has Wales more Clerks than 
England ? — Because it has a Penman more. 


ENCOUNTER. | 

(An Effort in the Spasmodic-Ohscicre, after the American Original quoted 
ly Mr, James Payn in “ Our Note-BookP) 

Two Spooks, swirled fast along the Yast, 

Meeting each other “ at the double,” 

Collided, squirmed, then bowled aghast, 

Each to the other, “What ’s your trouble ? ’’ 

“Alas I ” one whined, “ Rymed Rot I read, 

Affected to admire, and quote it I ” 

The other wailed, with shame-bowed head, 

“ My case is even worse , — I wrote it! ” 

THE SCALE WITH THE EALSB WEIGHTS. 

{A Page from the Newgate Calendar — up-to-date Edition,) 

The two Convicts were tried at the same Assizes, put in the same 
dock and sentenced by the same Judge. So a companionship sprang 
up between them considering that one was by birth and education a 
G-entlemen, and the other was not. And they went to the same 
prison, and listened to the same words of the same Chaplain, and 
took their occasional exercise in the same practising yard. And as 
luck would have it, they served the same time, and were liberated at 
the same moment. 

“ I am afraid I must say good-bye, Ciles,” said St. James, as they 
emerged into freedom from the portals of the gaol. “ Good fellow as 
you are, Giles, you do not belong to my set, and your presence 
would be embarrassing.” 

“ Oh, would it I ” returned Giles, who had already recognised some 
of his friends. “ Well, I don’t want to press my company on anyone.” 

“ No offence I ” exclaimed St. James, “ I beg you— no offence ^ But 
we have both to begin life again, and union is not strength in a case 
such as ours I ” 

“Oh, no offence!” acquiesced Giles, as he accompanied some of 
his pals to a neighbouring public-house. ^ 

St. James, left to his own devices, hurried to the Chambers that he 
used to rent before he went to prison. They were “ To^ Let.” He 
rang the beU, and the porter started back when he saw him. 

“ Hope you don’t want to enter. Sir,” said he ; “but the Guv’nor 
gave strict orders, as if you called, that you was not to go in. It ain’t 
my fault, Sir, but the Guv’nor is the Guv’nor ! ” 

Disheartened by this rebuff, he tried the house of a friend, but 
was so scornfully received, that he made up his mind never to visit 
another acquaintance. Of course he found that his name had been 
removed from his Clubs, and not a single individual would recognise 
him. He was an outcast, and a ruined man. So he walked about 
the streets until his shoes were in holes, and his last penny exhausted. 
Then he lay down to sleep. But this was against the regulations, 
and so he was hustled from pillar to post, until at last he found 
himself in a very low part of town. He was trudging past a public- 
house, when who should emerge from its cheerful-looking recesses but 
Giles. “ Hallo ! ” cried the young man, who seemed the picture of 
health, “ are you down ?” 

“Yes — very,” returned St. James. “I haven’t a friend in the 
world, and no one will have anything to say to me.” 

“ YHiat a shame I ” cried the other. “ Why, with me, I have had 
a rare old time ! Everybody has been pleased to see me.” 

“ But hasn’t your conviction injured you ? ” 

“ Not particularly. I have lots of people who support me. Why, 
if we were too particular with one another, we shouldn’t have a pal 
in the world ! Hope there ’s nothing wrong.” 

“Why, don’t you call this wrong? Here are you, as jolly as 
possible, and I — a miserable man ! ” 

“ Can’t be helped. We are in the same box,” 

“Are we?” said the semi-genteel Convict. “Well, I should 
have scarcely believed it ! Then, I suppose I must comfort myself 
with the thought that the same law applies to the rich as the poor.” 

“Does it?” returned the commoner Convict. “Then aU I can 
say is, that whatever the law may be, the punishment is never the 
same.” And St. James,* with a bitter sigh, wished he could change 
places with his more fortunate dock-mate. 

The Chef’s New Dish for Travellers.— “ Jnswrawce of Pas- 
sengers’ Luggage,” — ^Bravo, Thomas Cook and Son! Not “too 
many Cooks,” but “just Cooks enough!” Hitherto the traveller 
had only to present himself ready ‘ ‘ dressed ” to be thoroughly Cook’d, 
and done throughout, to a turn. Now, in addition, Ms baggage 
can be book’d and Cook’d; and, should any “ Gravy delictum” 
happen to it, the value of the lost portmanteau and boxes will be 
handed over to the aggrieved passenger. 

Pathetic Description of the Present State of Mr. George 
Alexander. — “ He is running Wilde at the St. James’s Theatre. 
—Yours, L. W. E,” 
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DUFFER. 


YL— THE DUFFER AT WHIST. 


r\rr a rMirrcD When I read hints like these, I garner them up for my own future 

COIMFESolONS OF A DUFFER. use. I have pored over every known text-book on the subj eet, from 

VT T'TTP -nrr-R’PT?!? AT wTTiqT Matthews and Hoyle to CAVE3srDiSH. I once went so far as to 

* ‘ learn the proper leads by rote, forgetting them all within a week ; 

Whist, it seems to me, is an aifair of eyes, memory, and calculative and owing to my inveterate habit of endeavouring to justify the 
ratiocination. As to eyes, I have a private theory that mine are most flagitious acts by a supposed reference to authority, have earned 
bewitched. It is not mere short sight. At school and college I have for myself the name of “ Pole.’^ 

seen Greek words on the printed page, and translated them correctly. There are some with whom I play, who contrive to make me feel 
and come to grief, because these words, on inspection, were somehow more at my ease than do others, and even look upon me in virtue of 
not there. Explain this I cannot, but it is a fact. The same with my playing with “ those men at the Club as one having authority ; 
Whist ; I see spades where clubs are, and diamonds for hearts, and a for among the blind the one-eyed man is king. There is my Mother- 
cold world accuses me of revoking and of carelessness, but it is not in-law for instance, now I really enjoy a rubber with her. We sit 
carelessness. It is something gone askew in phenomena. Thus, down after dinner at a table scant of cloth, and either much too 
when I am a witness as to facts in a trial, perjury is the softest small or so inconveniently large that I cannot see the trump at the 
word for my testimony, so the Court thinks, because the Court is other end of it. She usually begins operations by misdealing, which 
blessed with the usual relations between objective facts, and sub- is precisely what always happens to me with a new pack; nor do I 
jective impressions. I admit that I am less fortunate, but when I yet understand how it is that the expert manages to deal at about 
try to go into this, I am interrupted. However, this is why I revoke, sixty miles an hour without a mistake, whereas when my turn comes 
Then as to memory, I have none, for cards. It is extremely every other card seems to get stuck to its neighbour by a very 
difficult, indeed impossible, to recall who played what, after the superior kind of glue, so that they all come out in batches of twos 
cards are once out of sight. I could tell you, like the man in the and threes as it were, instead of one by one. 

onrtin oninL a _ But whcu th© floal hus come 


story, that such and such a 
statement is on the ninety 
sixth page of the fifth volume 
of Gibboh, the page on the 
left, half-way down ; useless 
things of that sort I remember : 
cards, not. As to calculation 
and inferences, I give it up. 

I just first play out all my 
kings, then all my aces, I lead 
trumps, if I have a bunch of 
them, and then it is my part- 
ner’s turn to make his little 
points. I return his lead 
when I happen to think of it, 
which is not often. That is 
all I have to confess, but I 
have a friend, a brilliant 
player J call him,^ and he 
permits me to contribute his 
experiences, as mine are short 
and simple. To my mind. 
Whist would not be a bad 
game, if the element of skill 
were excluded; but give me 
Roulette. If foreign ladies 
would not snatch up my win- 
nings, I should be a master 
at Roulette, where genius is 
really served, for I play on 
inspiration merely. But let 
me turn to the confessions of 
my friend, my Mentor, I may 
call him, a man who is a 
Member of the Burlington 
itself, one who has had losses, 
go to ! Hear him speak 
I have always sympa- 
thised, he says, with Mr, 
Pickwick, in regard to his 
experiences at Whist ; that is 



right, her next step is to sort 
her cards, which she does by 
]?lacing all her trumps apart 
from the others between her 
third and fourth fingers; I 
can thus tell how many^ she 
has, and am further assisted 
by her generally dropping one 
or two in the process face 
upwards on the table. This 
would be punishable at the 
Club; but as she would con- 
sider it “mean” were any 
allusions made to it, nothing 
happens. Towards the end 
of the hand her attention is 
apt to wander, and owing to 
her abstractioi^lay comes to 
a dead halt. When a hint is 
offered that we are waiting 
for her, with prompt and busi- 
ness-like alacrity but regard- 
less of the rigorous formula, 
“Place your cards, please,” 
she will say, “Who led a 
spade?” there being at the 
time a club, a heart, and a 
diamond on the table. Then, 
being the only one who has a 
card of the leader’s suit left, 
she revokes but is not found 
out. When she leads out of 
turn, as happens on an average 
four or five times every rub- 
ber, if I am against her, I call 
a suit from her partner, upon 
which she says, flaring up, 
“ Is that the way you play at 
the Club? ‘Cheats never 
thrive.’ ” ’Not do we, for the 


to say, his experience on the second occasion narrated in his history, simple reason, that she seldom holds^ less than three honours in each 
The first time, it will be remembered, all went well, when, owing to suit, and from five to six trumps besffies ! ^ ^ 

unfortunate lapses on the part of “the criminal Miller, ’’who omitted This, as I said, is the sort of Whist I rather enjoy ; but when it 
to “trump the diamond ” and subsequently revoked, he and the fat comes to playing in sober earnest at the Club, there is a different tale 
gentleman were worsted in an encounter with Mr, IVardle^s mother to tell. 


and the immortal hero. {This different tale will he told in the Puffer"* s ne(ct,) 

But at Bath there was a different tale to teU, the Dowager Lady - - — 

Snwphanwph and Mrs, Colonel Wugsly, proved too able for him and i -m-«T 

Miss Polo, who when he played a wrong card, which, like me, he “ Airy Eatry Lilly TJiir ' — One day last week, Mr. W . S. Lilly 
probably did every other time, looked a small armoury of daggers, — i,e, W. “ Shctboleths” Lilly — delivered an excellent lecture on 
and subsequently in a beautiful instance of the figure known t^o the the Papal-Italian question, and although at Birmingham, it was by 
grammarian as Hendiadys, went home in tears and a Sedan chair. no means a brummagem discourse. But to quote the immortal 
Bearing in mind the advice attributed to Talleyrand, I have ballad of Pilly Taylor, “When the Captain he come for to hear 
conscientiously endeavoured to become a Whist-player ; but it ,is on’t. He werry much applauded what she’d done,” and, to apply the 
becoming increasingly obvious to me, that owing to the malison lines to the present instance, “When the Pope he comes for to hear 
pronounced at my birth, my room is generally preferred to my on’t,” he “werry much applaud,” the cminions honestly and cour- 
company. And yet I have studied the subject according to my lights, teously* enough expressed in this lecture f By the way^ “ Leo and 
Every instance of YYhist in fiction which comes under my notice the Lilly ” would make a fine subject for a historical cartoon. The 
receives my undivided attention, and when I read^Miss Brottohton, learned Lecturer took care to observe, with all the true modesty of 
such a sentence as, “I suppose,” she said, “that it ’s the right thing the humble flower from which his name is derived, that he spoke 
to play out all one’s aces first ? Her partner conscientiously en- only the opinion of a party, which party, whether small, conmder- 
deavoured to veil the expression of extreme dissent which this able, or large, his audience could judge for themselves with the 
proposition called forth, and with such success that the ace of hearts unclothed optic, as the party in question was, not to put too finep, 
mstantly and confidently followed his brother.” I point on it, Himself. 
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DANCING MEN. 

^‘What a charming Waltz they’re playing Upstairs. (More Champagne, Waiter. Thanks !)” 

“I’ve only just come— not been Upstairs yet. One hears the Music so much better down here. (Cold Cutlet, 

PLEASE, AND SalAD. ThANKS 1)” 


"A LITTLE HOLIDAY!” 

[It is proposed that 450,000 colliers belonging to 
the Miners’ Federation should cease work for a 
week or a fortnight. This, it is said, is regarded as an 
“ amicable ” Strike, not against the Masters, but to 
raise the price of coal by producing an artificial 
scarcity, and thus avoiding a threatened reduction 
of wages consequent upon over-production. This 
the Miners call, “ Going on Play.”] 

OuUof- Worher to Ovt-on-Flayer : — 

Who talks of “ Solidarity of Labour,” — 

A favourite shibboleth in these our days ? — 
To recognise one’s duty to one’s neighbour 
Is that which all — ^ia theory — will praise. 
And Unions are upheld, and “Blacklegs” 
scouted — [break 

Friends of Fraternity their heads must 
To prove their loyal brotherhood undoubted ! — 
But hei'e there seems to be some slight 
mistake. 

Going on Play, mate, you of the broad 
shoulders ? 

Take holiday awhile from pick and lamp ? 
Well your hard toil impresses ah beholders. 
Sweating amidst black seams and choking 
‘‘damp.” ^ 

A “ holiday,” for rest and recreation, 

FTone would begrudge you. But at the 
expense 

Of every other worker in the nation ? 

I don’t quite see it I Maybe I am dense. 

A “friendly” Strike, you callit; “amicable” I 
^ IN ice sounding words I Strikes mostly mean 
hot war. 


But in to-day’s wild Socialistic Babel 
Blest if I ^ways know just where we are. 
But if I ’m out of work, or out of fuel. 

Me and a many thousand like me, mate, 
Your “friendly ” conflict seems a leetle cruel 
To us, with idle hands or empty grate. 

I ’d like to taste the sweets of “ solidarity” 
In this connection; so would my pale 
friend ; 

He ’s a poor Clerk. I fancy human charity, 
All rounds a lot of bitter strife would end ; 
And if that ’s “ solidarity,” I ’m for it ; 

But in your ‘‘play” are you considering ue ? 
No need for snivehing bunkum ; I abhor it ; 
But does fraternity shape itself thue f 

Must fight for your own hand? Oh, ah! 
precisely. 

Only that ’s Ishmaiol, after all, right out. 
Maybe that for yourself you’re acting 
wisely, — [doubt, — 

Though even that seems open to some 
But if your self-advancement means a smasher 
To m i n -hand, poor mechanic, labourer, 
clerk, 

Without a fire to fry Ms slender “ rasher,” 
Fraternity ’s outlook still looks rather dark. 

With Coal two hob a hundred, and still rising, 
Poor folk who buy it by the fourteen pound, 
(Dukes at St. James’s Hall, tMs sounds sur- 
prising, 

But if you ’d understand it, j nst look round ! ) 
Dockers and Brickies, charwomen and 
. “cMlder,” 

With such small deer, mate, as my friend 
and me, 


Find one more “ Social Q,uestion ” to bewilder 
The small brains left us by chill poverty. 

Fighting our battle? Humph! A rather 
roundabout [too. 

Way of so doing ! P’r’aps your Masters, 

Would claim the same — there are suon 
Bosses found about ; 

Westminsters, Liveseys, Norwoods, and 
that crew, 

All for our good, not only Strike-Committees, i 
But Rate-payers’ Defence Leagues, and 
the like ! [pities 

Oh, the poor Propertied Classes! How one 
Those victims of the School Board, Council, 
Strike! 

If Miners and Mine-Owners pull together 
To raise the price of Coal — ^well, it may suit 
Both them and yon. But, in this bitter 
weather. 

Your “ Solidarity ” brings us bitter fruit. 

When our pinched fire dies down to its last 
ember, 

The picture of you “ making holiday ” thus 

Won’t warm our wives and Mds. Strike !•— 
but remember [to us ! 

That what is “ Play” to you means death 


A P9SER FOR Mr. Weatherbt.— M rs. Ram 
is not in the least astonished at its being said 
that certain horses turnout “ regular fiyers,” 
because, she says, “she has often heard of 
mares’ nests^^\ 

“Miner Premises. ”—I n the Coal Districts, 
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WHAT DO THEY MEAH BY IT ? 

In- an interesting description (that 
appeared in the Times for Saturday, 
February 27) of the working- of the 
“Jacquard Card-Preparing Machine,” 
which is, it appears, “ a machine for 
superseding the human brain, eye, 
and hand ” — (so that soon all who can 
afford it will be fitted up with these 
machines, and keep their brains, eyes, 
and hands in reserve for very special 
occasions) — it was stated that “ the 
blank cards are automatically fed 
to the punches. ’ ^ That punches should 
be spelt without the capital P is of 
course a Printer’s error, deserving 
capital punishment. Mr, JP, thinks 
it right to state in answer to nume- 
rous inquiries, that all his Punches 
speak by the card. But as to even the 
smallest of the Punch family being 
‘‘fed” on cards, or getting his or her 
living by cards, the statement is 
utterly at variance with the facts. 
Mr. P, is quite sure that the 
“Jacquard Automatic Beading and 
Punching Syndicate” will at once 
retract the injurious statement, or the 
youthful, vigorous and pugnacious 
Punches will be inquiring of Mr. P., 
as ^am Weller did of Mr. Pichwick 
when that gentleman’s great name 
was apparently taken in vain, “ Ain’t 
nobody to_ be whopped for takin’ 
this here liberty ? ” that is, adapting 
the ^[uestion to the present occasion, 
“ Ain’t nobody’s head to be Punch’d 
for this mis-use of an ancient and 
honourable name ? ” 


The Nail - Maeees’ Stbize. — 
They refuse to^ work unless higher 
wages are paid “ down on the 
nail.” 



A “HUNTING FIXTURE.” 

Hung up on a Stile, and Hounds running like mad. 


CEIES WITHOUT WOOL. 

No. II. — ^The Geowl oe the Beak. 

{By a Singer in “ Air.”) 

[** In consequence of the rumour that, . . . American stocks declined heavily 
. . The rumour proved totally without foundation.” 

Any Money -article ; any dayi\ 

Theke is little that goads us with 

(Those who buy, you perpend, stock, 
debenture or shaxe, 

Such as speculate mainly; investors 

Than tMs gr^owl p - conditioned of 

j III h With a craftiness planned and a 
111 ‘I IliW Ira malice unfair, [air — 

iljM IMi Improvising a scare unsubstantial as 
“war,” now “ disease,” and 
the world must prepare 

— the ^ death of, say, Gottld, or a 

! j j I f 7/|^Wm|||l Or the “cutting of rates;” I am 
I llllft What it means, I declare, but it’s 


JIISIIiBH U I * * cutting, ’ ’ I swear, [lionnaire 

A \A To a person Mke me, not a fiush mil- 

\ \ ® 1 ankf^ “Realise ” scrip, — and the 

"^^^4 secern, we could e’er so con- 

\ From a woriS. too competitive, blar- 

neyed with blare, 

Both the Yankee of WaU-Street, his London confrere^ 

And all criers of “ Lost ! ” when no losses are there ; 


All the wreckers, whose lair is secure past compare, 
All who batten on bones with a maw dTebonair, 

And the carcase of Poverty torture and tear 
With historical fraud, and benevolent glare. 

Who will join me in sport that is novel — ^who ’ll dare 
In his prosperous pit to go baiting the “ Bear,” 

Who will lead him a dance, who his talons will pare, 
And make summary work of this ursine afiair ? 


“MUST IT COME TO THIS?” 

Scene — The War Office. Present Mr. Stanhope ; to him enter 
Inspector- General Punch. 

Mr. Stanhope. Ah, Sir, glad to see you. Can I do anything for you ? 

Inspector General. W ell, not for me — but you may and must do 
something for those I represent — ^the Yolunteer Officers. 

Mr. Stan. Oh, you have come about them, have you ? Well, you 
saw what I said about them in my Memorandum the other day r 

In.-Gen. I noticed what you did not say — ^you hoped during 
the present year to see some practical proposals. 

Mr. Stan. Well, what do you want more ? 

In.- Gen. The proposals themselves. ^ 

Mr. Stan, They will come in good time. 

In.- Gen. No time in this matter will be good — except the present. 

Mr. Stan. Oh, you leave it to' me, you will see it will be all right. 

In.- Gen. No — unless you attend to the matter at once — now— at 
this moment. 

Mr. Stan. How you do take me up ! What a hurry ^ou are in ! 

In.- Gen. Shilly-shallying to the rear — action to the front. Now, 
then, produce your proposals. 

Mr. Stan. {reluAantly producing a paper from a pigeon-hole). 
Well, here they are — {giving what do you think of them? 

In.- Gen. {after a hurried perusal). Humph! At any rate let 
them be publlmed at once, that those mterested may be able to come 
to an immediate decision as to their utility. Do you hear. Sir ? 
Adieu I XEomt. 

{And if the Secbetakx of State for Wak 25 a wise man^ he will 
act upon the hint thus offered him.) 
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GRAND OLD ENERGY. 

[It is stated that Mr. Gladstone feels very much the ■want of eieroise sinoe his return to Parliamentary duties.] 
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DREAMS. 

[Mr. John Mohley having said that he would 
be sorry for the country whose young men ceased 
to dream dreams, Lord Eandolph Churchill 
twitted him with having described the Progressive 
party as young men who dream dreams, and added, 
“They are words which I will never let die.”] 

Dbjeams, my dear Lord? Well, there are 
dreams and dreams, 

Are those of Burns much 'worse than those 
I of Wemtss ? ^ [mature 

Are Westminster’s vain visions, though 
The dreamer, less absurd or more obscure 
Than those of some “ young man ” who dares 
to hope [cope ? 

That he with crowded London’s ills can 
“ Behold this dreamer Gometh ! ” So of old 
The sons of Jacob, envious, scornful, cold, 
And fearful for their privilege of birth 
And of possession, in derisive mirth, 

Cried at young Joseph’s coming. A “young 
man,” 

0 reverend oracle ! Yet his wit outran, 

His wisdom far outsoared, for all their boast, 
The nous collective of the elder host ; 

And Pharaoh, when his “ wise men ” 
vainly schemed, [dreamed. 

Pound statesmanship in a young man who 
Y ou will not let them die ? Well, as you list ! 
The words, Sir, with a Machiavellian twist, 
Tickle the ears of those smart word-fence 
blinds, 

And garbled catch- words win unwary minds. 
And, maybe, witless votes. Poor London 
dreams 

Of— many things most horrible to Wemtss ! 
The nightmare-incubus of old abuse 
Propertied privilege, expense profuse 
Of many lives for one, the dead-hand’s grip 
On the slow generations, the sharp whip 
Of a compulsory poverty, the gloom 
Of that high-rated den, miscalled a Home ! 
All these it knows, and many miseries more, 
And dreams of— Betterment ! You ’ll * * never 
let die. 

John Morlet’s words P ” You cannot, though 
you try. [scream, 

In vain ’gainst dreaming youth you feiffn to 
Because you ’re yet a Young Man— ana you 
Dream ! 

ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Com77ions, Monday^ February 29. 
—Mr. Gr. looked in to-night 
from the Hiviera ; greeted r m\ 

with rousing cheer from Op- h Wm 

position; didn’t expect to / " 

see him to-day ; just arrived W 

from Mediterranean md \ 

Paris ; most men in such cir- hry ( 

cumstances would 
have gone straight 
home, read their 

b e^a m i n g 

STEAD, for LordElcho. 










r*' ^ - y/A \ 










d V « i' 










VERY LITERAL. 




TJie Major. “Ko doubt you’re very fond of Antiques, Miss Eugenia?’ 
Miss Eugenia. “ Oh yes, indeed 1 — ^and I ’m devoted to Grandmamma !” 


example, went straight off home. I was 
careful to see about ttiat ; he ’s a fine fellow, 
and I humoured him by letting him suppose 
he was looking after me as far as Biarritz, 
and on to Pan. In no other way could I have 
got him to make a holiday. Think I rather 
wore him out at St. Raphael. When a man 
gets over sixty he doesmt care about his ten 
or fifteen mde walk before luncheon. How- 
ever, I brought Armitstead hack all right, 
and, packing him off home at Charing Cross, 
just popped m here to see how you are getting 
on.” 

In respect of business, not getting on at all. 
Things going awpy . Ministerialists won’t oome 
np to scratch in Division Lobby; Majority 


that used to flash forth a hundred- candlelight 
strong, now flickered down to a score. Oppo- 
sition growing jubilant and aggressive ; Irish 
Members, long quiescent, waking up as of 
yore. To-ni^t Prince Arthur, stung to 
quick by remarks from John Dillon, made 
rattling speech defending his Irish policy; 
poured contumely and scorn on heads of Irish 
Members. 

“You,” he said, with gesture of passionate 
scorn, “see no source of regeneration for 
Ireland hut in refusal of tenants to pay their 
rent.” 

Lord Elcho and other young bloods on 
Ministerial Bench cheered ; old stagers 
looked grave. 
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“ Ah, ah ! ” said Campeell-Bannebman, looking on from the 
Front Opposition Bench, “I spy the beard of the Irish Secretary 
under the muffler of the Leader of the House.” tt t j jj. 

“ Dear me,” said Esslemont, who overheard the remark ; I t 

remember Baleoub with a beard when he was at the Irish Omce. 
You ^re not mixing him np with Geandolph ? ” ^ 

“ Get thee to a nunnery, worthy draper,” said Campbell- Ban- 
NBEMAN, “ and in that leisurely retirement read your Shakspeabe. 

“A nunnery!” cried Esslemont, more than ever bewildered; 
“why they wouldn’t let me in. I suppose you mean a monastery ; 
but man and boy for .iifty years I ’ve gone to Kirk, and nothing 

’> By this time Campbell-Bannerman was out o± hearing. 

Business done, — One Vote in Committee of Supply. 

Tuesday, — The Mabkiss not in bis place in Lords to-night. Looked 
in at Arlington Street to inquire if absence was due to illness. 

“Not at all, Tobt,” said the Mabkiss who, indeed, looked quite 
fit. “There was nothing particular ou the paper to-night, so I 
didn’t go down. It ’s necessary for Nephew ^ Arthur to ^ he 
regular in his attendance on the Commons. But in the Lords^ it s 
dinerent. A happy fortune places the Leader there in a position 
that relieves birn from strain of unbroken attendance. W ith 
Stbatheden and Campbell looking after foreign policy, and 
Denman taking charge of home affairs, my post is really a sinecure. 
They talk about ending or mending of the House of Lords ; but as 
long as we are blessed with this remarkable combination of legislative 
and administrative capacity we ean laugh at the idle threats.” 

It was Denman who took the fioor to-night ; moved Second 
Reading of a Bill, the simple and comprehensive object of which was 
to repeal Local Government Acts of England and Scotland. These 
passed only a Session or two ago by continuous united effort of both 
Houses of Parliament. Denman been closely watching them in 
operation. Finds them disappointing, and so would have them re- 
pealed. House fully constituted, with Lord Chancellor on Wool- 
sack, Mace on Table, and quorum present ; gravely listens, whfist 
tall, white-haired, sad-faced man rambles on in plaintive voice, 
urging proposition which, if carried out, would a:^est machinery of 
Local Government throughout the Kingdom, leaving all to be gone 
over again. No one smiles, much less winks or wags the head. It is 
just as solemn and as orderly as if it were the Mabkiss himself sub- 
mitting a Resolution or making a statement. Only, when the plain- 
tive voice ceases and the tall figure is reseated on the Bench, nobody 
proposes to continue the conversation. Lord Chancellor rapidly 
gabbles shibboleth in which “ content ” stumbles over “ not content.” 

“ Notoontentshaveit,” says Lord Chancellor, by way of last 
word; leaves Woolsack; the few Peers slowly pass out. It seems 
the House has adjourned, Denman’s Motion being negatived without 
Division, and Local Government in England and Scotland will 
proceed to-morrow as it has gone on to-day. 

Business done, — ^House of Commons, having agreed to meet at two 
o’clock to-morrow instead of twelve, makes up for it by getting 
itself Counted Out at eight o’clock, 

Wednesday. — Came across Lockwood this afternoon in remote 
part of corridor, gesticulating whilst he recited some lines. Fancy 
he’s getting np that lecture ou the “Lawyers in Fich^oick,"*^ 
announced for deUvery in York on the 15th. Most interesting 
nndertaking. As Charles Russell says, “ Cohe-wpon^LyUleton]^ 
win have to take a back shelf in the Law libraries when Lockwood-- 
upon-Dickens is in circulation.” 

Wonder how he finds time for these excursions into the bye-paths 
of literature ? Hands full at the Bar ; frequent attendant here ; and 
yet he has time to discover Fickwick J He tells me great secret of 
capability for this kind of work is plain living and regular habits. 

“A chop or steak at eight o’clock with a potato (boiled in its 
jacket) and a tumbler of toast-and- water ; that’s my regular 
dinner ; leaves me clear-headed and free for a couple of hours’ work 
at my fcef s before I go to bed. Except when kept down at House, 
rarely out of bed after eleven. Dp at five ; cold bath ; dry toast ; 
hot milk ; another grind at my briefs ; ride down to Court ; at it all 
day, with intervals for Abemethy biscuit when Court adjourns ; 
and so the mill goes round.” 

“ Don’t you think,” said Bob Reid, “ it ’s a little unprofessional 
of Lockwood going into this Fickwick business ? The cases were 
never, that I know of, reported in the Law Journal. Good fellow 
Lockwood, but a little apt to stray outside the ropes. Now 
he ’s started lecturing, there’s no knowing how far he ’ll go. We 
may see him on the stage bowling Beerbohm Tree out as Samlet, 
or even with his face corked, dancing a breakdown at St. James’s 
Hall. What does he want to go a-lecturing for ? Do you think 
he’R draw?” 

“Drawl” I cried. “Why, he’s always drawing; he’s drawn 
for PmwcA.” That shut up Master Bob. When you want to hear 
disparaging remarks about a man, nothing like going to bis bosom 
friend. Business done. — Irish. 

Thursday. — ^Mr. G. in fine form to-night ; delivered two speeches, 
each in highest form of Parliamentary Debate. Infinite variety 
in manner. Before dinner, Prince Arthur moved to take Morning 

Sittings on Tuesdays and Fridays for rest of Session. That 
means virtual appropriation on very threshold oi Session of time 
belonging to private Members. They furious ; Mr. G. lu benignest 
mood ; shocked, he must confess, at Prince Arthur s unparalleled 
>reed : but not disposed to turn a deaf ear to his importunity. 

“ If you’d make it Easter, now,” he said, with winning voice and 
manner, “limit the scope of resolution to 

^ should feel 

/ disposed to say you nay.” 

/r^ Prince Arthur jumped at proposal. Suffi- 

cient unto Easter are the Morning Sittings 
thereof. If he wanted more he could ask 
again. Meanwhile he was in possession of 

House looked ou in amazement at this 
little scene. Opposition expected Mr. G. 
would have thundered forth denunciations of 
Prince Arthur’s audacity. Here he was 
making terms with the enemy ; doing it all, 
too, with imposingly judicial manner that 
was irresistible. Before House quite knew 
where it was, everything was settled. 

“‘Now I’m furnished, Now I’m 
furnished, for my fiight ’—of oratory.” 

It was Blundell Maple chanting 
this line, sung in another place by 
Hecate. Flight didn’t amount to more 
than asking question as to whether 
audiences at unlicensed places of enter- 
tainment (in neighbourhood of Totteu- 
1 Court Road or elsewhere) open for 

Radical or Liberal entertain- 
U ments, are duly protected from 

fire ? Members went off to din- 
^ pondering on this conun- 

drum. Came back to find Mr. G. 

“ Monumental Suavity.” on his legs again, denouncing 

proposition to vote £20,000 for 
survey of railway from Mombasa to Nyanza. A splendid piece of 
invective ; almost literally shrivelled up poor J OKiAt, at whom some of 
the soorening fiame was pointed with outstretched forefinger. For 
more than half an hour, at period of night when most gentlemen ot 
his years are snugly tucked up in bed, Mr. G. held the audience en- 
tranced, thunderous cheers rolling forth in rapid succes,sion from Lib- 
eral ranks, now and then answered by low growl from Ministerialists* 

“What a man it is!” cried Kenrick, looking on with monu- 
mental suavity ; “ almost sorry he left us. Sometimes, at his best, 
he equals our Joe.” Business done, — A. couple of Votes in Supply. 

Friday. — ^Bryce at last got access to 
mountains in Scotland. 

Been wandering round foot of them 
through many Sessions, and several Par- 
liaments. Always something happened to 
prevent his reaching the top. Don’t be- 
neve he ’d have got there to-night, only 
for Farquharson. 

When F. came forward ‘to second 

Motion, incidentally observing, “I’m the 
proprietor of a mountain myself,” we felt 
something must he done, and Bryce’s 

Motion was agreed to, 

Farquharson, for rest of evening, 
object of respectful regard. Some inquiry 
as to where he kept his mountain. Did he 
bring it to Town with him when he came 
up for the Session ? And, when at home, IB 

was he in habit of leaving it out all 

“ Don’t happen to have it about you, 1 /W 

suppose?” Wilfrid Lawson asked, eye- 
ingnis trousers’ pockets. 

Farquharson very reticent on subject. Mm 

Rumour, just before House adjourned, 
that his mountain is one of those situated 

in the Moon — ^but this only envy. ^ 

Business done. — ^Access secured to Far- ^ 

auHARSON’s mountain and others in Scot- The Man wbo Owns a 
land. Mountain. 

Stranue Charge against a Great Poet. — L ord Tennyson’s 
Bohin Hood is to he produced at Dalx’s, New York, and simulta- 
neously, to secure copyright, by one performance only, at the 
Lyceum. We never thought Tennyson a plagiarist before this, 
but here is proof positive he ’s at it now, — Lord Tennyson ’s 
robbing Hood ! ! 


{j^ HOTICE. — Eejeoted Communications or Contributions^ wbetber MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures ot any description wiU 
in no case be returned, not ev^p T?^en accompanied by a gtaipped apd 4ddres3ed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper* To this rule 
there will be no ercention. ^ r 
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“ARE YOU HANSARD NOW?” 

Merchant of Venice. 

[“ The entire stock of Mansard'* s Farliamentary 

Debates .... was offered for sale. The vast col- 
lection, nearly 100,000 volumes, scarcely fetched 

the price of waste paper .’’ — Daily Faper^ 

The Auctioneer exclaimed, — “These Yols. 
Have neither fault nor blot. 

I think that I, without demur, 

May call them quite ‘ a lot.^ 

“ Speeches by Hussell, Pam, and Bhight, 
Grood for the heart and head. 

Take them as spoken ; if you like, 

Pray take them, too, as read.” 

But when the Auction did begin, 

Bidders, alack ! were lacking ; 

Back numbers hove in sight in shoals. 

Yet seemed to have no backing. 

“ Then this,” quoth he, “ appears to he 
The dismal situation ; 

Though from these speeches statesmen quote, 

' For them there ^s no quotation. 

“ The eye has ‘heavenly rhetoric,’ 

Hear William Shaxspeahe cry ; 

I But heavenly rhetoric now, ’tis plain, 

I Itself is all my eye. 

* * A penny I Eeally such a bid 
I can’t allow to pass ; 

A man who ’d offer coppers here 
Must be composed of brass. 

“ ‘ Progress’ I cannot well ‘ report,’ 

Unless this lot is bought in ; 

The only progress seems to be^ 

When there ’ll be no reportin’. 

“ Such priceless gems, such wretched bids ! ” 
The hammer-man did shout ; 

“If you desire, I knock them down— 

You first must knock me out ! 

‘ ‘ Ko higher offer ? Then I ’m forced. 

Pray pardon the suggestion — 

To take a hint from Parliament, 

And ‘ move the Previous duestion.’ ” 


ANOTHER SHAKSPEARE! 

The last play by M, Blague vah dee Bosch 
has just been translated into English. It is 
called The Blackbeetle, 
and is a purely domestic 
drama. The following 
Scene from the last Act 
wiU give some idea of 
the exquisite simplicity 
Y pathos of this great 

I "^ork. M. van dee 

I ml I Bosch’s admirers freely 

I assert that Shakspeare 

I W//I/// mi never wrote anything 
I like this. It will be 

noticed that M. van 
7^7 DEE Bosch, like M. 

Mysterious. Maeteelinch, does not 
always name his characters, but only mentions 
their relation to each other. 

Scene XX Y. — The G-reat Grandmother, the 
Mother-in-law, the Female First Cousin 
one remove, and the Brother-in-law’s 
Aunt are discovered standing on the tdble^ 
and the Half-sister’ s Nephew by marriage 
on a chair. 

The Mother-in-law, Eh? eh? eh? 

The Female First Cousin one remove {point- 
ing to Half-sister’s Nephew by marriage). He I 
he ! he ! 

The Great Grandmother, Ay! ay! ay! 


ENTETEMENT BRITANNIdUE. 
Rondeau. 

Mal d la tete^ ennui^ migraine^ 

We risk in trying to explain 
Why, though the Income-tax is high. 
This country never can supply 
Such galleries as line the Seine. 

Yet gifts are treated with disdain, 

Which gives the would-be donors pain, — 
We ’ye now a name to call that by, 
“ilfaZfl/aTATE.” 

Next time an offer ’s made in vain 
MacNeill, or someone, will obtain, 

Or ask, at least, the reason why, 

And even dumber folks will cry, 

“ By Jove ! they ’ve made a mull again. 
Mull d la Tate I ” 

OUR BOOKING-OEEICE. 

Everybody who took delight in our old 
friend Uncle Remus wiH thorougMy enjoy 

J A Flantation Prin- 
ter^ by Joel Chand- 
ler Haeeis. The 
Baron doesn’t recom- 
^ mend it to be taken 
at one sitting, the 
dialect being rather 
difiB-Cult, hut a chap- 
ter at a time will be 
found refreshing. 
The like advice may 
be acted upon by 
anyone who has 
invested in the latest 
volume of the Library 
of Wit and Humour, 
entitled Faces and 
Places, By H. W. 
Brer Babbit# LucY. The * ‘ Faces ” 




Brer Babbit. 


are represented by a portrait of Ride-to-Ehiva 
Buenaby, and one of the Author of these 
entertaining papers. The first brief narra- 
tive, which ought to have been caRed “ How 
I met Buenaby,” is specially interesting ; 
and the only disappointing thing in the 
book is the omission of “An Evening with 
Witches,” as a companion picture to 
“ A Night at Watts’s.” 

By the way, in my copy of A Plantation 
Printer.,^ the English printer has made one 
slip, a sin of omission, at p. 153, where, Miss 
Caetee, a charming young lady, is watch- 
ing a Georgian Fox-hunt. She sees “ a group 
of shadows, with musical voices, sweep 
across the Bermuda fields.” 

“‘0 ow beautiful!’ exclaimed Miss 
Caetee, clapping her little hands,” and, we 
may add, dropping her little “h” in her 
excitement, “lean put up with the loss of an 
* h ’ but not for a wilderness of aspirates would 
I nave lost this healthy, cheery chapter,” 
says The Baeon de Book- Worms. 


The JEalf- sister^ s Nephew ty marriage 
{shuddering, Ob ! oh I oh ! 

The Brother-in-law^ s Aunt {to him). You! 
you! you! \The Half-sister’s Nephew by 
marriage d^cends and resolulely steps upon 
the Blackheette, Curtain, 


TO A RAILWAY FOOT-WARMER. 

At first I loved thee — thou wast warm,— 
The porter called thee “’ot,” nay,“ bilin.’ 

I tipped him as thy welcome form 
He carried, with a grateful smile, in. 

Alas ! thou art a faithless friend, ^ 

Thy warmth was but dissimulation ; 

Thy tepid glow is at an end. 

And I am nowhere near my station I 

I shiver, cold in feet and hands. 

It is a legal form of slaughter. 

They don’t warm (!) trains in other lands 
With half a pint of tepid water. 

I spurn thy coldness with a kick, 

And pile on rugs as my protectors. 

I ’d send — ^to warm them — ^to Old Nick, 

I Thy parsimonious Directors t 


RICH Y. POOR. 

{A Note kindly contributed by Our Own Graphic 
Reporter . ) 

Nothing could have been more impressive 
than the closing scene of a trial that was one 
of the features of the present Sessions. The 
Counsel for the Prisoner made no pretence of 
hiding his emotion, and freely used his pocket- 
handkerchief. Many l^ies who had until 
now been occupied in using opera-glasses, at 
this point relinquished those assistants to the 
eyesight, to fall back upon the restorative 
properties of bottles filled with smelling- 
salts. Even his Lordship on the Bench was 
seemingly touched to the very quick by the 
Prisoner’s dignified appeal for mercy. Before 
passing sentence, the Judge glanced for a 
moment at the number of titled and other 
highly respectable witnesses who had testified 
to the integrity of the accused. Then he 
addressed the Prisoner ‘ 

“You have pleaded guilty to an in^ctment 
which charges you with having misappro- 
priated trust moneys. You have reduced a 
fortune of £28,000 to £7, 000. ^ This means a 
wretched pittance to beneficiaries who, before 
jonr fraud, were enjojdng a fairly decent 
income. I am aware that you are a distin- 
guished Magistrate, — ^that you have belonged 
to many Clubs,— that there is not a slur 
upon the cooking that used to distinguish 
your dinner-parties. I know the severity of 
the sentence i am about to pass, and I wish 
mjr conscience would permit me to give you 
a lighter punishment. But I cannot.” 

The accused was then sentenced to five 
years’ penal servitude. 

A little later another prisoner was put in 
the dock for stealing twenty shillings. The 
prisoner (who was a sailor) was sentenced to 
ten years’ penal servitude, and seven years’ 
police supervision. The case was of no pubKo 
interest. 

The Modesty of Genius. 

When Teaill his list of Minor Poets drew, 
Speugge’s friends exclaimed, “ Why, 
Speugge, he ’s left out you ! ” 

To which Speugge calmly answered, “Yes, 

I know it ; 

And he is right. I ’m not a Minor Poet.” 

From an Irish Reporter in a Troubled 
District. — “The 
Police patrolled 
the street aU night, 
but for aU that 
there was ^ no dis- 

New Song of 
Triumph foe Sal- 
vattonists at "Hu 

Eastbourne, ac- ^ 

COMPANIED BY 

Drum and Tree- 
LiGious Cymbals. 

— ‘ ‘ Tra-la-la-Booth-te-ray J ” 

Demeaning themselves ^ so ! — Mrs. R. 
oannot understand our aristocracy being 
constantly Chairmen at public dinners. /She 
wouldn’t be a Chairwoman for anything. 

Where “Ghosts” ought to exist. ^ 

Haunt ^un Street, W.” It’s an artistio 
quarter. [Is this Hornton Street ? Possibly. 
—Ed.] , ! 

People who would be all the better 
FOR becoming Temperance Men. — “The 
Lushais.” 
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"DIVIDED DUTY.” 

JToj-. “SUEELY, MY LoM) ChANOELLOE, YOTT CAN EXEMPT HIM PEOM JUEIBS. ThE ‘ EeOULAES ’ 
Lord OhamMUor. “Well, no, Me. Stanhope, I think not.” {,Ande.\ “We mvst make some ttsb op him ! ” 


LIYINTG AND LEARNING. 

Miss Stmpel, who tas never been out of London, saw an adver- 
ttsement beaded “Salmon Elies in a shop window. “Well!” 
Sh ^ never knew till now that Salmon was a flying 


“ A CABiNETaMinisterlin the Casual Ward,” was the heading of an 
article in the D. T. last Friday, and it turned out to be all about the 
Eiohie and the Poorie. 

Tb^ Behring Sea Q,uestion. — Some delay at present, but imme- 
diately after signing we shall commence “ sealing.” 
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THE EOECE OE EXAMPLE. 

{A Story of Adventure not in the least Likely to he True.) 


a Half-starved convict, and a sailor covered with bruises, met by 
cHance in tHe common room of a tavern. For some minutes they 
were too exhausted to speak. At length, the convict declared that 


0^2 w E-iTCHra has been doing ? ” asked the Secretary the organisation of Her Majesty’s Prisons was simply perfect, 


of State for War of one of his colleagues. • “I greatly doubt it,” replied the soldier ; “ but I can insist with 

If you mean visiting the Casual Wards, after attending a truth, that nothing can possibly equal the admirable condition of the 

meetmg in the East End of London, I do,” replied the Home- Q,ueen’s Barracks.” 

Secretary. “An excellent idea, no doubt, suggested by that old “I don’t for a moment believe it,” put in the sea-faring man; 
story of the Amateur Casual, which appeared some twenty or thirty “ but I am prepared to swear that the arrangements of the Afiniralty 
columns of an evening paper,” could "not possibly be better.” 

But don’t you tMnk it is playing it a little low ? ” suggested the “ Yery Ekely,” sneered the convict ; “ and no doubt they could not 
First Lord of the Admiralty. be worse!” 

t( kn(^,” returned the Autocrat of the W. 0. Upon this the three men began quarrelling and boasting of the 

'a nothing like personal experience.” ^ merits of the institutions they had recently visited. 

^ silent, lost in profound consideration. “Pardon me,” at length observed the convict, “but I have had 

bhortiy atterw^ds they bade one another adieu, declaring that they some legal training, and it seems to me that you are both gentlemen 
had greatly enjoyed their Cabinet Council. ^ of great discernment. Nay, more, I should imagine that your 

It was'^some hours later that a soldier, wearing the uniform of the education is greatly in excess of that possessed by men of the same 

truard^ appeared at the Wellington Barracks, and requested that he standing in the professions you appear to have adopted.” 


might be permitted - 
to undertake a spell 
of “ sentry go.” He 
was not known by 
the Non - commis- 
sioned Ofldcer on 
duty, but as his 
papers appeared to 
be correct, permis- 
sion was given him 
to act as substitute 
for Private Smith, 
who was next on 
the roster. 

And about the 
same time a person, 
wearing the garb of 
a convict, made his 
way to one of Her 
Majesty’s Prisons, 
and requested an 
interview with the 
Governor, His garb 
obtained for him 
immediate admis- 
sion to the precincts 
of the gaol. 

“Well, my man,” 
said the Governor, 
when his visitor ap- 
peared before him ; 
“ what do you 
want?” 

“If you please. 
Sir,” replied the 
person in the garb 
of a convict, “I 
shall be very much 
obliged if you wiU 





“ Not unlikely,” 

replied the soldier, 
smilingly removing 
' , his disguise; “be- 
cause I happen to 
be the Secretary of 
State for War.” 

“And I,” said 
the sailor, following 
suit, and emerging 
from his sea-faring 
garb, which now 
' was found to be 
' covering an official 
uniform — “And I 
am the First Lord 
of the Admiralty.” 

Before the two 
Ministers could re- 
cover from their 

r surprise, the wearer 
of the convict’s garb 
had also divested 
himself of a part of 
Eis costume, and 
!■ the whole of his 
W “make-up.” 
f “You see yon 
need not be ashamed 
i|| of my company,” 
.f he observecL with a 
ij smile, “ as I am the 
ly Home-Secretary,” 
Then the three 
Ministers laughed, 
and each one of 
them insisted that 
his particular 
THE branch of the Go- 


perimt me to have Dentist round the Corner, is quite at the 'Ead of the Perfession, — in fact, what you vernment Service 
an hour or so at might call ^ Prinqiply Forceps," Sir!” was better than the 

oakum-piclang.” [JV<? douht the good mom intended to say “ Facile prvrtoevsy hut he didrCt. branches of his col- 

“ Absolutely im 1 1 £ — leagues. 

possible,” replied the Crown Official, “ such luxuries are only allowed “ Let us change costumes,” suggested the Home-Secretary, “and 
to individuals who have been properly introduced to us by a Judge try for ourselves. I wiH become a solffier, you can appear as a 
^ convict, and subsequently we might make a further alteration, and 

I fancied,” returned the wearer of the felon’s garb, “ that an allow our friend of the Admiralty to try some oakum-picking.” But 
order from the Home-Secretary would smooth all difficulties.” both the First Lord and the Secretary of State raised objections, 

‘ Certaiffiy,” admitted the Governor, “but such documents are “And yet,” urged the Home- Secretary, “I do not think you 
only supplied to European Eoyal Personages, or other foreigners of would find much difference between oakum-picking and sentry-go, 
^^trenm distinction.”^ ^ - and a plank-bed and a hammock on board a torpedo-boat have 

I have the requisite document,” replied the curiously-garbed each great claim to points of similarity,” 
stinger, and he was bowed into a welLr-appointed cell, and furnished “ We readily believe you,” replied the representative of the War 
■with the tangled rope for which he had petitioned. Office, “ and therefore further test is unnecessary.” 

•^d about the same time a sea-faring man applied to be rated on “Quite so,” added the greatest living authority on Naval 
one of Her Majesty’s Ships of War. matters; “and thus I think we can conveniently leave further 

Imwssible ! ” was the immediate reply of the Captain, who was personal investigation to such enthusiasts as Mr. Hitchie and his 
^ u ?? short-tempered. ^ Private Secretary.” And so, perfectly satisfied with the result of 

.^Wossible to the Admiralty,” said the'sea-faring man; their peregrinations, the Ministers again bade one another adieu, 
and, if you wiU glance at this paper, you wiU see that I have special and, this time, finally separated. 

permission from Whitehall to be mast-headed, or to undertake some . z.:-; j,; 

other naval manoeuvre of a more modem date.” A Great Loss to Everybody. — ^It is a great source of disappoint- 

Suppressing an excitation of a somewhat profane character, the ment to Mr. Punch that Grandolph should have declined to be an 
Captain gave the required permission, and a few minutes later the Alderman. It may be a question as to whether he would have 
sea-fanng man was mounting (with some ^difficulty), the quivering enlarged the sphere of his infiuence, Wt, by accepting the turtle, it 
rungs of a rope-ladder. . is Aldermanically certain that within six months our Grandolph 

A tew hours after the happening of these events, a weary soldier, would have doubled his weight and increased his circumference. 
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“HAIR-CUTTING, SINGEING, AND SHAMPOOING.” 

{A Sketch in a> ITccir-dress&r' s Saloon.) 

— A small hut weU-appomted Saloon^ with the usual fittings. 
As the Scene opens, its only occupants are a Loquacious Assistant 
and a Customer with a more than ordinarily sympathetic manner. 

The Loquacious Assistant. No, Sir, we ^re free to go tlie minute 
the clock strikes. We ’ve no clearing up or anytMnk of that sort to 
do not bein’ required to pufform any duties of a menial nature, Sir. 
’Ei a little more to the left, Sir . . . Sundays I gen’ally go up the 
river. I ’m a Member of a Piskytorial Association. I don’t do any 
fishin’, to mention, but I jest carry a rod in my ’and. Railway 
Comp’ny takes anglers at reduced fares, you see, Sir . . . No, Sir, 
don’t stay ’ere all day long. Sometimes the Guv’nor sends me out 
to wait on parties at their own residences. Pleasant change, Sir ? 
Ah, you’re right there, Sir! There’s one lady as lives in Prague 
Yillas, Sir. I’ve been to do her ’air many a time. {He sighs 
sentimentally.) I did like waitin’ on ’er. Sir. Sech a beautiful 
woman she is, too, — 
with ’er face so white, 
ah ! ’ Awkins her name 
is, and her ’usban’ a 
stockbroker. She was 
an actress once. Sir, but 
she give that up when 
she married. Told me 
she’d ’ad to work ’ard 
all her life to support 
her Ma, and she did 
think after she was 
married she was goin’ 
to enjoy herself — but 
she ^adnH! Ah, she 
was a nice lady, Sir ; 
she ’d got her ’air in 
seoh a tangle it took me 
three weeks to get it 
right! I showed her 
three noo ways of doin’ 
up her ’air, and she 
says to me, “What a 
clever young man you 
are!” Her very words. 

Sir ! Trim the ends of 
your moustache, Sir ? 

Thankee, Sir. Yes, she 
was a charmin’ woman. 

She ’ad three parrots 
in the room with ’er, 
swearin’ orful. 1 en- 
joyed tgoin there, Sir ; 
yes, Sir. Ain’t been 
for ever sech a while 
now, Sir. I did think 
of callin’ again and 
pertehdin’ I ’d forgot a 
comb. Sir, but I done 
that once, and I ’m 
afraid it wouldn’t do 
twice, would it. Sir? 

Sixteen her number is 
—a sweet number, Sir ! 

Limewash or brillian- 
tine, Sir? . . . And I 
know ’er maid and her man, too ; oh, she keeps a grand ’ouse. Sir ! 
{ Observing that the Sympathetic Customer is gradually growing red 
in the face and getting hysterical.) Towel too tight for you. Sir ? 
Allow me ; thank you. Sir. {Here two fresh Customers enter.) 
Ready for you in one moment. Gentlemen. The other Assistant is 
downstairs ’aving his tea, but he ’ll be up directly 
[The two fresh Customers watch one another suspiciously^ after the 
manner of Britons. The firsts who is elderly^ removes his hat 
and displays an abundance of strong grizzled hair^ which he 
surveys complacently in a mirror. The second, a younger man, 
seems reluctant to uncover until absolutely obliged to do so. 

The Grizzled Customer {to the Other Customer, as his natural self-- 
satisfaction overcomes his reserve). ’Shtonishing how fast one’s hair 
does grow. It ’s not three weeks since I had a close crop. Great 
nuisance, eh ? 

• The Other Customer {with evident embarrassment). Er — oh, yes — 
quite so, I — ^I daresay. 

[jSe takes up^ a back number of “ BunchT and reads the advertise^ 
ments with deep interest. Meanwhile, the Loquacious Assistant 
has bowed out the Sympathetic Customer, and touched a bell. A 
Saturnine Assistant appears, still masticating bread-and-butter. 


The Second Customer removes his hat, revealing a denuded crown, 
and thereby causing surprise and a distinct increase of com- 
placency in the Grizzled Gentleman, who submits himself to the 
Loquacious Assistant. The Bald Customer sinks resignedly into 
the chair indicated by the Saturnine Operator, feeling apologetic 
and conscious that he is not affording a fair scope for that 
gentleman' s professional talent. The other Assistant appears to 
take a reflected pride in his subject. 

The Log. Ass. {to the Grizzled Customer). Remarkable how some 
parties do keep their ’air, Sir! Now yours— a disparaging 
glance at the Bald Customer’s image in the mirror) — ^yours grows 
quite remarkable strong. Do you use any think for it now ? 

The Gr. C. Not I. Leave that to those who are not so well 
protected ! . . i • 

The Log. Ass. I was on’y wondering if you ’d been applying our 
Rosieruciau Stimulant, Sir, that ’s all.^ There ’s the gentleman next 
door to here — a chemist, he is — and if you ’ll believe^ me, be was 
gettin’ as bald as a robin, and he ’d only tried it a fortnight when his 
’ed come out all over hrustles ! _ 

The Gr. C. Brussels, 
what ? Sprouts, eh ? 

The Log. Ass. Hee- 
hee! no. Sir, hrustles 
like on a brush. But 
you can afford to ’ave 
your laugh. Sir ! 

The Sat. Ass. {to the 
Bald Customer, with 
withering deference). 
Much oif , Sir ? 

The B. C. {weakly 
thinking to propitiate 
by making light of Ms 
infirmity). WeU, there 
isn’t much on, is 
there ? 

The S. A. {taking a 
mean advantage). Well, 
Sir, it wouldn’t be a 
very long j ob numberin’ 
all the ’airs on your ’ed, 
cert’nly ! {Severely, as 
one reproaching him for 
carelessness.) You ^ ave 
been losin’ your ’air! 
Puts me in mind of 
what the poet says in 
^Amlet. “Oh, what a 
failin’ off I ” if you ’ll 
excuse me. Sir ! 

The B. C. {with a 
sensitive squirm). Oh, 
don’t apologise — I’m 
used to it, you know ! 

The S. A. Ah, Sir, 
they do say the wind’s 
tempered to the shorn 
lamb so as he can’t see 
’imself as other’s see 
’im. But what you 
ought to ’ave is a little 
toopy. Make ’em so as 
you couldn’t tell it 
from natural ’air now- 

“ 1 ou ^ave been losm^ your ’air ! ” adays ! 

[The Bald Customer /ee&Zy declines this meretricious adornment. 
The Log. Ass. {to his subject). Enow Mr. Paris Patterton of the 
Proscenium Theatre, Sir ? ’E ’s ’ad to call in our Guv’nor, Sir. ’Is 
’air’seomin, off. Sir, dreadful, Sir. The Guv’nor ’s been tryin’ a 
noo wash on his ’ed. 

The Gr. C. Ha, poor beggar ! Wash doing it any good ? 

The Log. Ass. {demurely). That I can’t tell you, Sir ; but it ’as a 
very agreeable perfume. 

The S. A. I think I’ve tak^n ofE about as much as you cansjpare, Sir ! 
The Gr. C. {with a note of triumph). Look here, you know, 
there ’s a lot more to come ofi here — won’t be missed, en ? 

The Log. Ass. No, Sir, you ’ve an uncommon thick ’ed— of ^air, I 
mean, of course ! 

The S. A. If you ’ll take my advice, you ’ll ’ave yours singed, Sir. 
The B. C. {dejectedly). Why, think it’s any use ? 

The 8. A. No doubt of that, Sir. Look at the way they singe a 
^orse^s legs. [The Bald Customer yields, convinced by this argument. 
The Gr. C. No singeing or any nonsense of that sort for me, mind ! 

[They are shampooed simultaneously. 
The B. C. {piteously, from his basin). Th— that’s c-cold enough, 
thanks I 
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The Loq. Ass. 
The S. A. 


{together j to I 
their respec^ ■« 
tive patients), j 


The Gr. C. {aggressively from his). Here, colder than that 
— as cold as you can make it — I don’t care ! 

The B. C. {drying his face meehly on a towel). A — a 
A^wtZ-brush, please, not the machine ! 

The S. A.^Of Sir, machine-hrush would about sweep aU 
the ’air ojf your ’ed, Sir ! 

The Gr, C. Machinery for me— and your hardest brush, 
do you hear ? 

Shall I put anything on 
your ’ed, Sir ? 

Like anything on your 
’air. Sir ? 

The B, C, {hopelessly). Oh, I don’t know that it ’s much 
good! 

The S, A, Well, you may as well keep what little you 
^ave got, Sir. Like to try our ’Irsutine Lotion, capital 
thing, Sm. Known it answer in the most desprit oases. 
Keep it in ’alf-crown or three-and-sixpenny sizes. Can I 
’aye the pleasure of puttin’ you up a three-and-sixpenny 
one, Sirf {The Bald Customer musters up moral oourage 
to decline^ at which the Assistant appears disgusted with 
him.) Ko, Sir ? Much obliged, Sir.^ Let me sQe—{with a 
touch of sarcasm ) — ^you part your ’air a one side, I thinh. 
Sir ? Brush yeur ’at. Sir ? Thankee, Sir. Pay at the 
counter, if you please. Shop— there ! 

The Loq. Ass, Think your ’air’s as you like it now, Sir ? 
Like to look at yourself in a ’and-glass, Sir ? Thank you. 
Sir. 


[The Bald Customer puts on his hat with relief and instantly 
recovers his self-respect sufficiently to cast a defiant glare 
upon his rivals and walk out, with dignity. The Q-rizzled 
Customer after prolonged self-inspection^ follows. The 
two Assistants are left alone. 

The Loq. Ass, Pretty iproud of his ’air, that party, eh ? 
Notice how I tumbled to him ? 

The S. A. {with superiority), I heard you, o’ course, but, 
as I ’m always tollin’ you, you don’t do it delicate enough ! 
When you ’ye been in the profession as long as I have, and 
seen as much of human nature, you ’ll begin to understand 
how important it is to ’aye tact. Now you never ’eard me 
stoop to flattery nor yet over-familiarity — and yet you can 
see for yourself I manage without ’urting nobody’s feelings 
— ^however bald ! Thavs that is ! 



HORACE IN LONDON. 


A PLEA POE THE DEPENGE. 


To A Waiter. {Ab Bvervm.) 


No]S‘e of your mis- 
pr onounoe d 
G-allic shams, 
Waiter: 

Call not “ Potato ” 
a ^^Bomme-de- 
terre. matter 

Ifottle:^ I’d ra- 
ther you styled 
it “Pertater,” 
As Britons, sure, 
may. 

As for Jecor, let 
the linen be 
stainless — 

Crowns of exotics 
are gauds for 
the brainless. 

Crowns^ indeed I 
Here’s half-a- 
crown; you 
would gain less 
Oft from a gour- 
met. 





Mrs. E. has just purchased the first two volumes of The History 
of the Popes (edited by F. Anteobus), “because,”^ she says, ‘‘I 
particularly want to read about the time of the Eeminiscence, with 
all about FrPTirs the Sixth and the Humorists.” 


Sekioits Case. — ^A patient who doesn’t want it known that there ’s 
anything the matter with him, has placed himself under the care of 
Dr. Eobsoh Eoosetbh Pasha, “ because,” he says, “his visits then 
are * sub Eoose-ah ! ’ ” [Now we know what ’s the matter with 
him. — E d.] 


Scene— JJfr. Punch's Sanctum, Mr. Punch discovered^ to hitn enter 
Mr. John Bull. 

Mr, Punch, Well, Mr. Bull, what can I do for you ? 

Mr, Bull, I want to know your opinion, Mr, Punch on the report 
of Lord Wantage’s Committee on Eecruiting ? 

Mr. P, Which of the reports, my friend ? There seem to be two 
— ^one by the Soldier Members, and the other by the Government 
Under- Secretary of State for War. 

Mr. B. Can’t they be lumped together, Mr, Punch f 

Mr. P. Well, yes, in the sense of being discarded. They are 
neither satisfactory, although they contradict one another. 

Mr, B, So I think, 3Ir. Punch, What is to be done ? 

Mr, P, I will do my best to answer you. But just as a preliminary 
(Question, may I ask whether you insure your house, Mr. Bull ? 

Mr. B, Why, yes, certainly. I pay for guardianship and pro- 
tection. If I did not, I should have to start fire-engines and the rest 
of it myself. 

Mr. P. duite so. And you find it cheaper in the long run. 

Mr, B. To be sure. I have got much, too much to do to bother 
about the detaUs of security from fire. 

Mr, P, Again quite so. Then why don’t you pay for your Army? 

Mr, B. But I do, and a precious round sum too ! 

Mr, P. However, it is difficult to get recruits. And in England 
any and everything can be bought by money. 

Mr, B. Pardon me, Mr, Punchy that ’s all nonsense. Abroad, 
they can get soldiers at half the price that 

Mr, P. {interrupting), duite wrong, Mr. Bull. Soldiers are just 
as dear on the Continent as they are here. Only, you see, the 
foreigners look after the fire themselves— they become soldiers, 
instead of securing substitutes. 

Mr, B, What do you mean ? 

Mr, P, Tha^ou must either pay the market price, or go in for 
conscription, i our money— or your life ! 

Mr, B, Well, I really tiiink I must consider it — ^I do^ indeed ! 

Mr, P, And the sooner the better, Mr. Bull ; and if you do not j 
believe me, give Lord Wantage’s Committee Eeport a second reading. 

[Scene closes in upon Mr, John Bull giving the document 
reconMeration, 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

To our M.F,^ who rather fancies himself a great political force in the House, 
{Day lief are the Meetim^ of FarliaTnent,) 

Well^ Mr. Binks 1 a^fd what brihgs you xtp to Town ? ” 


THE BOGIE MAN. 

(New and Startling Civic Version. ) 

Gog and Magog sing, sotto voce : — 

0]^ Luddle near ns, cherislied ones ! 

Husked is our civic fflee. 

The Voters, they have played the fool 
About the L. C. C. 

Oh, Turtle, dear~at table— 

Oh, GriflSn, spick and span, 

I hear the Civic Fathers say 
Here comes the Bogie Man ! 


Chorus, 

OKbush! hush I hush! 

Here comes the Bogie Man I 
What hope, dears, when Ben Tillett 
Is made an ^derman ? 

Oh, whist! whist! whist! 

He ’U catch ye if he can ! 

Then vain you ’ll run, my popsey-wops, 
From this new Bogie Man I 

When we sit down to dinner, 

My giant chum and I, 

O’er calipash and calipee 
We’re both inclined to cry. 


For if Prpgressist fingers 
Once dip into our pan. 

Aloud, but vainly, we may cry, 

Whist ! whist 1 the Bogie Man ! 

Chorus. — Oh, hush I hush ! hush ! 

Here comes the Bogie Man ! 

Then hide your heads, my darlings ; 

He ’ll catch ye if he can. 

Then whist! whist! whist! 

This new Progressive plan 
Would make our popsey-wopsey-wops 
Slaves to this Bogie Man ! 

In vain the Times might thunder, 

In vain the Standard squall, 

To frighten little Moderates ; 

They paid no heed at aU 
When Churchill tried yah-boohing, 
Away the Voters ran 
And voted straight, with hearts elate, 
For yonder Bogie Man ! 

CAor«s.~Oh, hush ! hush ! hush ! 

Here comes the Bogie Man ! 

He ’ll collar all our civic perks, 

’Tis his “Progressive ” plan. 

Oh, whist ! whist ! whist ! 

He ’ll catch ye if he can. 

Heaven save you, my own popsey-wops, 
From yonder Bogie Man ! 

OL pets, it gives us quite a shock 
To think of your sad fate. 

If you should lose your Q-uildhall rock, 
And we be doomed by fate. 

For Burns our pride would humble, 

No “ giants ” in his plan I 
Oh, Turtle sweet, oh, Griffin neat. 
Beware, yon Bogie Man ! 

Chorus, — Oh, whist I whist ! whist ! 

Here comes the Bogie^ Man ! [prog. 
Groo and Magog, choice vsines, good 
Are no parts of his plan. 

Oh, hush 1 hush I husn ! 

He ’ll catch ye if he. can ! 

Progressive “ slops,” my popsey-wops, 
JHe ’ll give — yon Bogey Man I 

Oh, Bosebert turned tr-r-raitor, 

And Lubbock seemed to cool, 
McDougall, now, and Parkinson 
May proudly play the fool. 

London ’s delivered to be ruled 
On the “Progressive” plan, [name — 
And “Ben” can bear the honoured 
Ye gods !— of Alderman ! I ! 

Chorus, — Oh, hush ! hush ! hush I 
Here comes the Bogie Man ! 

Turtle, be cautious ; Griffin, hide ! 

You ’re under his black ban. 

Oh, whist ! whist ! whist ! 

We ’ll save ye, if we can. 

My pretty popsey-wopsey-wops, 

From yon bad Bogie Man 1 


To Glueen. Coal. 

her Fond tut Foor Lover,) 

“ If thou art not dear to me, 
What care I how dear you be ! ” 


BUTTER AND BOSH. 

[“ Many customers who want Margarine will not 
consent to buy it under that name, but insist on its 
being called * Butter.’ ” — Daily Faper,) 

Oh, Wisdom, surely here your wordsyou waste 
On men who consciously deceive their taste ; 
Who cheating self are blindest when they ’ve 
seen, 

And call that Butter which is Margarine. 

“ Give me,” ’tis thus their sentiments they 
utter, ^ 

“ Firkins of Bosh, but label tbem as Butter. 
Who cares for honest names ? they ’re all my 
Decipiatwr qui vult decipi,^^ [eye. 
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“ON THE BLAZONED SCEOLL OE EAME.” 

[To each, man of the Crews of the three Life-boats stationed in the Isle of 
"Wight, at Brighstone, Brook and Atherfield, respectively, Mr, Punch has 
had pleasure and pride in presenting an illuminated copy of the Picture and 
Poem entitled Mb. Punch to the Life-boat Men,” which appeared in 
his issue of February 13. The names of the coxswains and crews of these 
three boats, the Worcester Cadet, the William Slaney Lewis, and the 
Catherine Swift, are inscribed thereon (as they should be in the memories of 
all true Britons), as follows: — Of the Worcester Cadet, James Cotton 
^oxswain), Egbert Buckett (Second Coxswain), Eobert Salter, 
William Barton, Frank Edmunds, Frank Buckett, George New, 
George Morris, George Shotter, George Hawker, Edgar White, 
William Merwood, and James Hedgecock. 

Of the William Slaoiey Lewis, John Hayter (Coxswain), Ben Jacobs 
^econd Coxswai^, Egbert Cooper, W. Jacobs, J. Cooke, G. White, 
"W. Cassell, T. Hookey, J. Newbury, J. Cooper, J, Hookey, E. Wood- 
i FORD, M. Cassell, William Hayter, W. Blake, and W. Hookey. 

Of the Catherine Sioift, William Cotton (Coxswain), David Cotton 
(Second Coxswain), James Cotton, Thomas Cotton, Frank Cotton, 
John Cotton, Charles Cotton, Walter Woodford, Walter White, 
Charles Harding, and B. Whillier. 

These names thus receive— as they deserve — honourable record “ For dis- 
tinguished bravery and gallant conduct whilst on duty on the occasion of 
the wreck of the s.s. Mder, January 31, 1892.”] 

On the Scroll ! And why not ? Be yon sure that it bears 
Many entries less worthy of record than theirs, 

The rough sea-faring fellows, whose names now go down, 

With applause from their Sovereign to swell their renown, 


To posterity’s ears. And right pleasantly, too, 

They should sound on those ears ; for, run over each crew 
And you’ll find that those names have a true honiely smack 
Both of country and kinship : there ’s Jim, there is Jack, 

There is Bob, there is Bill, Tom and George, Chaelie, Feaists: ; 
Can you not hear them sound o’er the waves as in rank 
They go down to their work, ringing right cheery hail 
Through the shrieks of the storm that shall not make them 
p^e, 

Those bold Britons P They ’re brothers, sires, cousins, and sons, 
For see how the “ family name ” through them runs 
Those Cottons could make up a crew at a pinch ! 

Whilst the Hookeys and Whites from that task need not flinch. 
Yes, these names sound as well on the Scroll, after all, 

As Napoleon or Cmsasl ; and when the Great Call 
Of the last human Muster Roll comes, some plain “ Bill,” 

Whose business was rather to save than to kill, 

May step before mad Alexander. 

Well, brothers, 

(You Buceetts, and Woodfords and Coopers and others, 

Whose names he need hardly string into his rhymes,) 

JCunch hopes yon may look on this Record sometimes 
With pleasant reflections. Mere words, he well knows. 

Will not — “ butter your parsnips ” — (to put sense in prose) : 


Be sure your friend JPunch won’t be careless or dumb ! 


ir-f-f-n “The Only time my partner ever leads a trump is when the adver- 

CON F ESS IONS OF A DUFFER, saries oaR.” I smiled manely— what else could 1 do ? for I was dindy 

YI, ^THE DUFFER AT WHIST. conscious that the stricture might have justification in fact. Yes, 

,, this was bad: but worse remains behind. In the last hand of the 

{Cofitinued,) rubber, my partner had four trumps: so had I; he had, 

I AM really fond of the game, which is fortunate, though my besides a very long suit; hence he extracted the tnmps, and we 
partners don’t thi nk so; but I am free to confess, that nothing were left with the last two between us, mne being the better. I got 
short of an absorbing admiration for it and desire to excel, could the lead, of course, exactly at the time I did not want it : although 
tempt me to brave the sarcasms, even insults, to which I am sub- everyone else knew where the smaHer trump was, I did not, so I 
jected. Your thoroughgoing Whist-player as such— admirable in drew it from my partner’s hand, and then led him a card ot which 
private life as I personally know him to be— the moment he begins he had none in the suit ; this card, as lU-luck would have it, belonged 
the daily business of his life, seems to east his better nature to the to an enormously long suit, of which one of the adversaries had 


energy and earnestness. I Yerily beJ 
adioining tables, the ehandelier fell on 
the players’ heads to their exceeding 
detriment, the occupants of the other 
table would scarcely lift their eyes or 
interrupt their rubber for one moment. 
Fiant chartce ruat ccelum — let the 
cards be made whatever chandeliers 

fan. 

The players at my Club are all good, 
one especially so, a retired Colonel of 
a West Indian regiment, of whom I 
stand in mortal dread. He has short 
shrift for any failings, even of players 
nearly as good as himself, whilst as 
for me ! though he has never yet 
resorted to personal violence with a 
chair-leg, yet that would n 9 t surprise 
me ; and my pestilent fate in defiance 
of all mathematical odds in such case 
made and provided, is to cut him as 
my partner three and four times in 
succession in an evening. I sometimes 
have glimmerings of sense, and^ in 
hands presenting no particular diffi- 
culty, if they contain plenty of good 
cards — can manage to scrape along in 
a way I think fairly satisfactory even 
to him, though he never encourages 
me hy saying so. But an awful thing 
happened the other night. I had 


I verily believe that if, at one of two 1 have made in his diamonds, each of which, now losing cards, he 
elier fell on successively banged down with in- 

_________ creasing anger and turbulence of 



“"Yheu I come to think the matter over in cold blood.” 


gesture, as the enormity of my crime 
was borne in upon him. It was the 
deciding game of a rubber ; the ad- 
versaries’ score had stood at one, while 
we were at two, and besides, we had 
had two by honours ; as they made 
four hy cards, they went out — and so 
did I — ^not without an obbligato accom- 
paniment on muted strings; nnwhis- 
pered whispers of “ confounded block- 
head ! ” “ blundering idiot ! ” “ well, 
of all the horn fools ! ” and similar 
objurgations. 

When I came to think the matter 
over in cold blood, I could see that 
my proper course would have been to 
lead the losing card before drawing my 
partner’s trump. I merely made a 
mistake (a fatal one I grant) in the 
order of^ playing them.^ That was all. 

My friend goes on to make learned 
remarks about “ American leads,” 
“ the fourth best,” and the difficulties 
of playing a knave ; lead him at once, 
J think, on Dogberry's principle : and 
‘ ‘ thank heaven you are rid of a knave.” 

The depths of my guilt may he 


played one rubber him and won it, though it was only a rubber ' guessed from the fact that many of my Mentor’s expirations are 
of two instead of a bumper, as it would have been if I had played Hittate to talking of my mg up a wretch^ oM age hy net 


rarely those of my partner, unless when made glaringly conspicuous that shut up with a snap, bother me), and amiable conversation on 
hy a ten and a two, so I led this wretched card with disastrous well-chosen to^s while the game goes on, make the kmd of Whist 
results ’ that I enjoy. We used to play it in Common Boom in the haTOy 

However, my partner accepted the situation with unexpected p_ast; it was easier than Lop, wl^ I never quite understood. The 
suavity, merely remarking pleasantly, as an item of general interest, rigour of the game is the rum oi W hist. 





THiEi H'EW L. 0. 0, "WAXWORKS. There has not been time yet to arrange the Figures. 
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POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG. 

“ Sics a iWca Man ',Too / ” is one of the 
latest, and greatest, successes of the clever 
Coster Laureate, Mr. Albebt Chevaliee, 
who, ‘‘runny without being Yulgar,^^ proves 
that he, the Muse of the Market Cart, and 
Bard of the Barrow, “ Knocks ’em in the Old 
Kent Road,” — and elsewhere — with well- 
deserved success. As is ever the case with 
the works of genuine genius, “liheral appli- 
cations lie ’’ in his “ patter ” songs, the emoy- 
ment of which need oy no means he confined 
to the Coster and his chums. For example, 
at Caucus-Conferences and places where they 
sing— and shout— the following might he 
rendered with relish : — 

Ko. YII.— SICE A SMART MAE TOO ! 
{Coster -Jim on CorTcus-Joe.) 

\ There ’s party-men yer meets about 
What wins yer ’eart instanter ; 
i Of their success there ’s ne’er a doubt, 

I They romps in in a canter, 
i There ’s one as means to lick the lot, 

Brum Joe, the artf’llst dodger. 

For ’im we Rads went ’ot and ’ot ; 

Sez we, “Yus, Joe ’s the codger ! ” 

Chorus* 

Sioh a smart man too ! Sich a very smart 
man! 

No Tory pride, no toffish affectation ! 

Yet ’e somehow makes yer feel 
That in ’im yer ’ave to deal 
With a gent, if not by buth, by edgercation I 

’E made ’is pile in a snide way, — 

“Down on ther nail,” ’is motter — 

Went to the front, and came to stay ; 

Whigs might pertest and potter. 

’Is game wos doin’ the poor good, 

And doin’ of it ’andsome. 


J ACK Cade they called ’im, — which wos rude — 
’Acos ’e talked o’ ransom ! 

Chorus* 


]Lst 5ace ; 

Then won’t^old Weo look rummy 


Chorus* 

Sich a smart man too! Sich a very smart 
man! 

Eo Rip wan Winhle Haett affectation ! 

Yet ’e somehow made yer feel 
That ’e jest knowed ’ow to deal 
With the “ G-entlemen” by buth and edger- 
cation. 

Acrost ’is phiz there stole a smile, 

Like sunshine in November. 

Sez ’e, “ J’m for the Sons o’ Tile ! ” 

0 vns, don’t we remember I 
We fancied Joe wos one of bus, 

A cove we might ha’ trusted. 

Now you should ’ear the Corkus cuss 
At the Brum bubble — ^busted ! 

Chorus* 

Sioh a smart man too ! Sich a very smart 
man! 

No orty scorn, no “ arm-cheer” affectation! 
One as somehow made yer feel 
’E alone knowed ’ow to deal 
With Allotments, Taxes . and Free 
Edgercation ! 

’E chose to play at hodd man bout ; 

’E ain’t the fust by many 
Wot ’s tried to Tommy-Dodd the rout 
With a two-’eaded penny. 

It’s broke our trust ; ’e can go ’ome 
With Toffdom for next neighbour, 
won’t cut Capital’s cockscomb 
In the ’Oly Cause o’ Labour ! 

Chorus* 

Sich a snide man too! Sich a very snide 
man ! 

And now, — but that’s ’is hartful 
I affectation ! — 

’E would Hke to make bus feel 
As he only “ plays genteel,” 

To give Toffs a Demmycratic Hedgercation I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ March 7. — JoKiM in a bad way to- 
night. People are wanting to know how it has come about that 
Tate’s offer of £80,000 for Picture Gallery, with £80,000 worth of 
^ pictures thrown in to 

^ 

^ direction 

Toting rather Dmwyn. con^u- 

, s iautiei “that the doOr IS 


not fi nally closed on the establishment of a Gallery for British Art,” 
“ That ’s not quite it,” said Young Father Dulwys', with hand to 
ear, listening from corner seat below Gangway he shares with that 


other eminent statesman, the Sage of Gueen' Aide’s Gate, “What 
we complain of is, that you have so managed matters that the door 
hasn’t been opened.” 

“Ah, well,” said Joxrw:, wringing his hands, “it’s no use my 
trying anything. Remember once seeing in docx of police-court at 
Lyons, a sailor brought up charged with some offence. On his arm 
was tattooed the legend, ‘Pas de chance* He told long story of 
honest endeavour, combined with strict 
honesty and tireless industry, ever frus- 
trated by malign accident. In short, he ^ 

was no sooner out of prison than he was ( 

sent back upon fresh conviction. He had 
no chance, and one time, in enforced re- 
tirement from the world, he indehbly^ 
inscribed the legend on his forearm. Moi 
aussi, je n^ ai pas de chance* Ever since 
I joined this Government things have mik 
gone wrong with me, whether in Budget 
Bchemes, when acting as Deputy Leader 
of the House, with £1 notes, and 
now in this affair, where I run 
my head against Tate (sort of 
tete-‘d-t€te)y and, though I’m 
innocent as a lamb, everybody 
will have it that I ’ve muddled 
things and lost the nation a 
munificent gift. Ras^e chance ; 

Hanbtiey been lookLig into 
our Army Service, and behold ! 
it is very bad. Condemns it, 
lock, stock, and barrel. Things 
no better than they were in time 
of Crimean War. Our Army 
costs more, and could do less 

thra Miy in tile world. . Curious Cisdg (not Atisa). 

to find statement nke this gravely 

made in presence of twenty-eight Members, all told, including the 
Speaxee. Suppose it’s true. Empire on verge of precipice, into 
which, on sli^test impulse, it may totter and disappear. Hon, 
Members, in the main, care so little that they busy themselves 


Craig (not Ailsa). 
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writing letters, chatting in Lobby, gossipping in Smoke-room ; the 
few present admirably succeed in disguising terror that must possess 
them as Ha^nburt, in solemn voice, utters his lamentation. 

Hanbtot,’^ said Craig, looking across the House at tall figure 
below G-angwaY, * ‘ reminds me of the old party that met Lochiel, 
and told bim his prospects in the next war were at least doubtful, — 

* Lochiel, Lochiel, beware of the day 
■When the Lowlands shall meet thee in battle-array.’ ” 

Lochiel Stahhope recks no more than^ the Northern Chief^in ; 
makes speech nearly two hours long, proving to empty, but inte- 
rested Benches, that never since Peninsular War had Great Britain 
an Army so large or so fuUy equipped. When midnight struck, 
the few Members present shook tnemselves, yawned, and went 
home. Business done . — In Committee on Army Estimates. 

Tuesday . — Never saw in the flesh procession of Eussian Convicts 
starting on their journey to Siberia. Have read about it, though ; have 
even seen pictures thereof. The most saddening and soul-depressing 
of these came back to mind just now, when Puleston^ Pelly and 
Burdett-Coutts forlornly filed forth at command of Chairman of 
Committees, amid cheers of heartless Opposition. If they’d only 
been a little more ragged in appearance, and, above all, if they 
had been connected by leg-chain, illusion would have been complete. 
Members on Front Benches, as they passed them, wearily faring 
forth, could not have resisted natural impulse to feel in their waist- 
coat pocket for a kopec or two to bestow upon the unfortunates. 



Mr. Swift MacNeill’s little joke. 

It was the suddenness of the sentence, the swift falling of the blow, 
that made it so cruelly heavy. Last Friday these three Members had 
supported a vote subsidising East Africa Co. in matter of preliminary 
expenses of railway through their territory. Someone had dis- 
covered they were pecuniarily interested in undertaking. To-day 
Swift MacNeill raised the question of parliamentary law in such 
i cases. Moved Resolution that vote of three Members be disallowed. 

Nothing could exceed gentleness of MacNeill’s demeanour. 
Rather in sorrow than in anger he moved in the matter, anxious, as 
all Irish Members are, for purity of Parliamentary practice and 
sanctity of constitutional principles. Almost blubbered in Bubdett- 
CoiJTTs’s waistcoat ; embraced Pelly and PuLESTOiir in comprehensive 
smile of amity. 

Encouraged by this attitude, the three Members assumed easy, 
almost jaunty, manner. True, Pulestoh admitted he would not have 
done it if he’d thought anyone would have made a row about it — 
“ as the little boy said when he was being spanked for putting his 
fingers in the j am-pot,’ ’ observed Marjoribaees, sotto voce. Bitrdett- 
CouTTS almost haughty in his defiance of the descendant of the Uncle 
of JoKATBCAE Swift, Dean of St. Patrick’s. 

Pelly pensive in manner and enigmatical in allusion; felt it 
paxtieulaidy hard thus to be placed in the dock, as if he were an 
Irish County Councillor under Prince Arthur’s new BiU. Only last 
Friday, in debate preceding the very Division now under discussion, 
he had delivered an Address which disclosed intimate acquaintance 
with topographical bearings of rarely trodden wilds in Central Africa. 
Had shown how an A^entof East Africa Company, setting forth 
from So-and-so, had, after perilous passage, reached So-on. After a 
night of broken rest, his pillow soothed by the roar of Geaedolph’s 
I nine lions, he had set out again. Crossing the River So-forth he 
I wandered for hours, carrytug the flag of his country through the 
; limitless plains of Etcetera. 

House listened entranced, whilst Pelly hurried them from So-on 
to So-forth. 

** Excellent speech,” said the Squire of Malwood, himself not 
unfamiliar with land-surveying ; “ but the country seems a Httle 
monotonously named.” 


“It’s not that,” cried Pelly, interrupting ; “the fact is, I can’t 
pronounce the names in the despatches, and call them So-on.” 

House delighted with this explanation ; Pelly found himself at 
one hound in front rank of Parliamentary orators. This only last 
Friday ; to-day called upon to defend himseK from charge of break- 
ing written law of Parliament. Bad this, hut worse to come. 
When Pelly’ s pensive voice died away, Courtney rose from Chair 
and sternly said, ‘ ‘ In accordance with practice of the House, the 
three Hou. Members will now withdraw.” So they strode forth, 
clothed with innocence. Puleston first, with ghastly smile on his 
face ; Burdett-Coutts next, wondering what they would think of 
this in Stratton Street ; Pelly bringing up the rear, the forlornest 
file that ever passed between ranks of jeering spectators, slowly 
making their way from So-on to So-forth. Business done. — None. 

Thursday. — “The Leadership isn’t all beer and skittles, is it?” I 
said to Prince Arthur just now, trying to put the best face on a 
melancholy business. 

“ No,” he said, shortly, “and it isn’t public business at aU.” 

Q,uite true. What officers in command of sham-fights call “the 
general idea” of the Sitting to-night, was — questions beginning at 
half-past three ; over probably at four ; House in Committee ; take 
up Army Estimates ; peg away at them till midnight ; then “Who 
goes home ? ” Time-table of what actually took place slightly, but 
urnHy different. House met at three ; prayers, which appropriately 
prefaced Henry Fowler’s motion to permit Salvation Army to go 
its own way on quiet Sabbaths at Eastbourne. Debated this till 
twenty minutes past six, the Soli- 
citor-General heartily joining 
in the service ; then questions, [ \ 

seventy or eighty of them, not i 0/ ) 

seven or eight of public interest, \f "' J jEfek 

the rest of character that might be 

raised on dull days in Vestry-hall. / 

At half -past seven, time to dress 
for dinner. StiU, Members think 
they ’ll just wait and see business 
commenced. “ Instead of which,” 

\ as the J udge said, 

MacNeill, asking 
^rmissiontomove 

House in order to j||f ifflwpSl 

discuss famine in 
India, and ^short- 

dian Government. 

Speaker invites Wy 

those who^ sup- ^ 

to rise their 
places. Gentle- 

Gangway^ The Salvationist Solicitor-General. 

hearts bleeding for famished fellow-creatures in far-ofi Ind (subject 
reminds them, by the way, that dinner is nearly ready), leap to 
their feet. Twice the forty necessary thus forthcoming ; leave given, 
and Swift MacNeill proceeds to open his budget. Then strange 
thing happens. The eighty Gentlemen who sprang up to secure 
hearing for MacNeill, being on their legs, conclude that, as it ’s so 
near dinner-time, scarcely worth while resuming their seat ; so they 
[bundle forth, MacNeill, somewhat ungratefully (for they had 
secured his opportunity) urging them to “be on, if they didn’t 
I want to hear about the sufferings of their fellow-creatures.” 

At ten o’clock MacNeill episode closed. Prince Arthur moved, 
with intent to expedite business, a Resolution taking Report of 
Supply after midnight. Talked on this till twenty minutes to twelve. 
Business reached at last, hut since Debate closes at midnight, no 
fiDie to do anything. Committee of Supply accordingly postponed, 
and Members begin chatting about Gresham College, admitting in 
course of conversation that there is nothing to talk about, since 
Government have adopted suggestion of objectors to scheme. 

Business done. — None. 

MacNeill the Avenger to the front again, with his 
Motaon about the Siberian Exiles. “Jemmy” Lowther, in most 
judicml manner, supports Motion, that votes of Pelly, Puleston 
and Burdett-Coutts on Mombasa Affair shall be struck out. 

• Arthur argues on other side ; Mr. G. throws weight of his 
authority mto scale against the Exiles ; Jokim feebly attempts to 
reply. On Division, in full House, Government defeated by five 
votes. MacNeill’s smile, as he announced the figures, simply 
enormous. “ At first I thought it was an earthquake,” said 
gcANHOPE, shuddering. Nerves sh^-ttered by second defeat of 
Government in the week. Business done. — ^Looks as if the Govern- 
ment s was — ^very nearly. 


The Salvationist Solicitor-General, 


^ “ Ooatsibtttions, whether MS., rriated Matter. Brswii^e, or Pieture. ox any aeeonption, wiu 

be aooompamed by a Stamped ahd Addreeaed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. lo tbS rule 
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YE MODERATES OF LONDON ! HOSPITALITY A LA MODE. 


Ye Moderates of London 
Who sat at home at ease, 

Ah • little did you think upon 
The dangerous C. C.^s ! 

While eoroiort did surround you, 

You did not care to go 
To remote 
Spots to vote 

When the stormy winds did blow. 

The voter should 
ii have courage 

Uf \ V'OV^ No danger he 

^ ' I -sasa, ' should shun ; 

In every kind 

|ti, i\ ofweatier 

" i All sorts of 

risks should 

k' 'l-'-r- mil* 

^^gressives ^ 










The Stay-at-Home Voter. 


pay 

In their 

Which IS nei- 
ther sure nor 
slow. 


But when the Thames Embankment, 
The finest road in town, 

Is riotous with tramcars. 

Will that make rates come down.? 

Will all these free arrangements, 
Tree water, gas, do so r 
Oh, they may ! 

Who can say ? 

And^the Companies may go. 

When Lidgett and McDougall 
Are censors of the play, 

We can patronise the Drama 
In a strictly proper way ; 

When Parkinson ’s Inspector 
Of Ballets, we shall know 
He will stop 
Any hop 

If he sees a dancer’s toe. 

Such grandmaternal rulers 
Will settle life for us, 

And Moderates, escaping 
All canvassing and fuss. 

Can stin, from cosy firesides. 
Throu gh three long years or so, 
Watch whereat 
Jumps the cat. 

And which way the wind does blow. 


LOCKWOOD THE [LECTUBER. 

[“Last Tuesday Mr. Prank Lockwood, Q.C., 
M.P., delivered a lecture entitled ‘ The Law and 
Lawyers of Pickwick,’ to a large gathering of the 
citizens of York, which place he represents in Par- 
liament.” — Dail^ Telegraphi\ 

Air — “ Bimon the Oellarer.^^ 

Oh, Lockwood the Lecturer hath a rare store 
Of jo-vi-a-H-tee, [galore, 

Of quips, and of cranks, with good stories 
Por a cheery Q,.C. is he ! 

A cheery Q,.C. and M.P. 

With pen and with pencil he never doth fail, 
And every day he hath got a fresh tale. 

“ A Big-vig onPig-vig,” he quaintly did say, 
When giving his lecture at York t’other day. 

, Por Ho ! ho ! ho !‘ 

Prank Lockwood can show 
I How well he his Dickens 

Doth know, know, know ! 

Chorus. — Por Ho! ho! hoi &c. 


[“ Programmes and introductions are going out 
of fashion at balls .” — JFeekly Faper.'\ 

Scene — Interior of a Drawing-room durmg 
a dance. Sprightly Damsel disengaged 
looking out for a partner. She addresses 
cheerful-looking Middle-aged G-entleman, 
who is standing near her. 

She.^ I am not quite sure] whether I gave 
you this waltz ? 

JECe. Hor I. But I hope you did. I am 
afraid it is nearly over, but we shall still have 
time for a turn. [They join the dancers. 

She. Too many people here j to-night to 
make waltzing pleasant. 

^ He. Yes, it is rather crowded. Shall we 
sit out ? 

She [thankfully^ as he has not quite her 
step). If you like. And see, the band is 
bringing things to a conclusion. Don’t you 
hate a cornet in so small a room as this ? So 
dreadfully loud, you know. 

He. duite. Yes, I think it would have 
been better to have kept to the piano and the 
strings. 

She. But the place is prettily decorated. It 
must have cost them aYot, getting all these 
fiowers. 

He. I daresay. No doubt they managed 
it by contract. And lots of things come from 
Algeria nowadays. You can get early vege- 
tables in winter for next to nothing. 

She. Yes, isn’t it lovely ? All these palms, 
I suppose, came from the Stores. 

He. No doubt. By the way, do you know 
the people of the house at all ? 

She. Not much. Pact was, I was brought. 
Couldn’t find either the host or hostess. Such 
a crowd on the staircase, you know. 

He. Yes. Rather silly asking double^ the 
number of people the rooms will hold, isn’t 
it? 

She. Awfully. However, I suppose it 
pleases some folks. I presume they consider 
it the swagger thing to do ? 

He. I suppose tney do. Do you know 
many people here ? 

She. Not a soul, or 

He. You would not have spoken to me ? 

She. Well, no— not exactly that. But 

He. You have no better excuse ready. 
Cluite. 

She. How rude you are I You know I 
didn’t <mite mean that. 

He. No, not quite. Quite. 

She. By the way, do you know what time 
it is ? 

He. Well, from the rooms getting less 
crowded, I fancy it must be the supper hour. 
May I not take you down ? 

She, You are most kind! But do you 
know the way ? 

He. I think so. You see, I have learned the 
geography of the place fairly well. 

, She. How fortunate ! But if I accept your 
1 kindness, I think I should have the nonour 
® of knowing ;^our name. 

He. Certainly ; my name is Shith. 

She, Any relation of the people who are 
giving the dance ? 

e He. Well, yes. I am giving the dance 
, myself— or rather, m^ wife is. 
s She. Oh, this is quite too delightful ! Por 
now you can tell me what to avoid. 

He. Certainly ; and I have the pleasure of 

^ She. ^ou must ask my chaperon for my 
, name. You know, introductions are not the 
. fashion. 

He. And your chaperon is ? 

She. Somewhere or other. In the mean- 
while, if you will allow me?^ 

He [offering his arm). Quite ! 

[Exeunt to supper. 


MR. PUNCH’S UP-TO-DATE POETRY 
POR CHILDREN. 

No. I.— “ LITTLE MISS MBEPIT.” 
Little Miss Muefit 
Reposed on a tiiffet, 

Consuming her curds and whey — 

She had dozens of dolls, 

And some cash in Consols 
Put by for a rainy day. 












But though calm and content 
While she drew Three per Cent., 

The Conversion unsettled her mien. 

And she said, “Though they’ve 
thrown us 

This Five-Shilling Bonus, 

I cannot brook Two pounds fifteen ! ” 

Comes a Broker — outsider — 

Who chanced to have spied her, 

And “Options” and “Pools” he extols — 
When he pictures the profit 
(Commission small ofi it). 

She cheerfully sells her Consols. 

Then she starts operations 
With fierce speculations 
In Stocks of all manner and shape ; 

But whatever she chooses 
Her “ cover” she loses, 

And sees it run ofi on the tape. 

So alas ! for Miss Muffii — 

She now has to rough it. 

And never gets jam with her tea ; 

While the Bucket-shop Dealer 
Employs a four-wheeler, 

Regardless of Z, S, and D. 

‘ ‘ Tlie Frogs ” at Oxford. 

Scene— P<zrZowr of Private House ^ Oxford. 
Time — Quite recently. Cook wishes to 
speak to her Mistress. 

Cook. Please, ’m, I should like to go out 
this evening, ’m, which it’s to see them 
Frogs at the New Theayter. 

Mistress. But it ’sail Greek, and you won’t : 
understand it. | 

Cook. 0 yes, ’m. I once saw the Per- | 
formin’ Fleas, and they was French, I 
believe, leastways a Frenchman were showin’ 
of ’em, and I unnerstood all as was necessary, 
[After this^ of course she obtains permission. 

Mrs. Ram’s Uncle (on the maternal side) 
has recently joined the religious sect known 
as the Plymouth Brethren, This has greatly 
distressed the good Lady. “If it had been 
anything else,” she says, “a Moravian Mis- 
sionary, or a Christian Brother-in-law, I 
wouldn’t have minded. But to think that an 
Uncle of mine should have become a Yarmouth 
Bloater is a little hard on a poor woman no 
longer in her idolescence.” 


VOL can. 


0 







Mabch 26 , 1892 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


If anyone dared stop his play, 

He screamed out — “ Take the wretch away?! 
Oh, take my enemy away I 
I.won't have any foes to-day ! ” 

His old adviser "W'ilhelm swore 
"W as a pig-headed senile bore. 

He meant to try another tack, 

So his Old Pilot got the sack. 

Nay more, one day, in a fierce squall, 

He smashed his picture on the wall ; 

Tore up the papers when they said 
He was a little “ ofi his head.” 

He yelled, in his despotic way, 

“Not any Press for me,” I say ! 

“Oh, take that nasty Punch away i 
I won’t have any Punch to-day ! ” 

He deemed himself, and this was odd, 

A sort of new Olympian god ; 

And when the wise, who watched his whim , 
Sighed, “ Have the gods demented him r* 
Quern deus vult^ et ceterUy^ he 
Was just as mad as mad could be ; 

And, just like other angry boys, 

Kicked over tables, smashed his toys, 

And cried out, “ Take the things away ! 

I ’ll have nought but new toys to-day ! ” 

‘ ‘ Prudence ? ” he yeUed ; ‘ ‘ what do I care ? ’ ’ 
And here he kicked the old pet Bear 
His sire and grandsire had so cherished, 

Till the old policy had perished 
With Wilful Wilhelm, who preferred 
The Eagles. With a pole he stirred 
Big Bruin up. “ Oh, J’U surprise him ! 
And, if he growls, I ’ll ‘ pulverise ’ him.*’ 
Some thought that picking rows with Bruin 
Meant folly, if it did not ruin ; 

But when they whispered words of warning, 
Then Wilful Wilhelm, counsel scorning, 
Shrieked, “ Take the nasty brute away ! 

I won’t have any Bears to-day ! ” 

Now, Wilhelm, do not be absurd, 

But listen to a friendly word ! 

You are a clever boy, no doubt, 

And very smart, and very stout, 

Like young Ahgttstxts, dainty eater, 

Whose story is in Struwwelpeter, 

Did’st ever read those truthful stories, 

Good Dr. Heiheich Hoefmahh’s glories, 
potiilcL tli6 "world Ii8/v6 trSiVoUod 
By Nursery pets consulted daily ? 

If not, just get “ Shock-headed Peter ” ; 
Bead of Atjghsths, the soup-eater. 

And stuck-up “ Johhio’ Head-in- Air,” 
Who came down “bump” all unaware. 

And “Fidgety Philip.” You’U confess them ’ 
Pointed, — and don’t try to suppress them, 
Like Princes, party-men and papers 
Which can’t admire all your mad capers ! 
My Wilful Wilhelm, you ’ll not win 
By dint of mere despotic din ; 

By kicking everybody over 
In whom a critic you discover. 

Or shouting in your furious way, 

“ Oh, take the nasty Punch away! 

I won’t have any Punch to-day ! ” 


What the Commahdeh-ih-Chiep, Me. 
Ptjhch, says to the Artists’ Corps.— 
“ Gentlemen, you would no doubt like a brush 
with the enemy, to whom you will always 
show a full face. Any colourable pretence for 
a skirmish won’t suit your palette. You 
march with the colours, and, like the oils, you 
wiU never run. You all look perfect pictures, 
and everybody must admire your well-knit 
frames. Gentlemen, I do not know whether 
you will take my concluding observation as a 
compliment or not, but 1 need hardly say 
that it is meant to be both truthful and 
complimentary, and it is this, that though 
you are all Artists, you look perfect 
models,” 



CONSCIENTIOUS. 

Mr, BoozU {soliloquises), “Mr Medical Man told me never on any account to mix 
MY Wines. So I ’ll finish the Champagne first, and tren tackle the Claret ! ” 


“BUTCHER’D TO MAKE .” 

[On Monday the 14th a “lion-tamer” was torn to 
pieces in a show at Hednesford.] 

Shame to the callous French, who goad 
The horse that puUs a heavy load I 
Shame to the Spanish bull-nght 1 Shame 
To those who make of death a game I 
We English are a better race : 

We love the long and solemn face ; 

We fiy from any cheerful place, — 

On Sunday. 

But, other days, we like a show. 

I'here may be danger, as we know ; 

We put the thought of that aside. 

For noble sport is England’s pride : 

We ’d advertise a railway trip. 

To see a wretched tamer slip 
And die beneath the lion’s grip, — 

On Monday ! 

A Really Exceptionally Remark able 
and Noteworthy Fact, — To-day y Thursday y 
March 17.— Fine Spring weather. Have sat 
for over half-an-hour at a window looking on 
to the street, between 3*30 and 4*15 p.m., and 
have not once heard either the whole or any 
portion of the now strangely popular “ Ta~ 


ra-ra-boom-de-ay As I write this . . . 
ha ! . , . The grocer’s book ! . . . “ Boom-de- 
ay” without the ‘ ‘ Ta-ra.” The spell is broken I 
N.B. — As this delightful song has now a 
certain number of Music- “ hall-marks,’’ the 
places where it is sung can be spotted, and 
remembered as “ Ta-ra ’s Halls.” 

TO THE YOUNG CITY MEN. 

To MAKE MUCH OF (LUNCHEON) TiME ; OR, 
A Counsel to Clerks. (After Herrick.) 
Gather ye fish-bones while ye may, 

The luncheon hour is fiying, 

And this same cod, that ’s boiled to-day, 
To-morrow may be frying. 

The handsome clock of ormolu 
A quarter past is showing, 

And soon ’twill be a quarter to, 

When you must think of going. 

That man eats best who eats the first, 
When fish and plates are warmer, 

But being cold, the worse and worst 
Fare still succeeds the former. 

Then be not coy, but use your lungs, 

And while ye may, cry “ Waiter / ” 

For having held just now your tongues, 
You may repent it later. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHABIVABI. 


[March 26, 1892. 


PONSCH, PRINCE OF OLLENDORFF. 

{M Maeterlinclc* s very latest Masterpiece , ) 

The Belgian Master has tried, as he has already informed the 


blown off the window-sill hy a gust,) I will close the window. 
{Closes it ; a hailstorm heats on the panes,) Is that really a hail- 
storm— or only birds ? , tr 7 T 7 

Jodi, I can hear nothing. (P. strikes her suddenly^ on the head 


^Someone knockiixg at my door. Comein! I cannot 

17 3 T- i — -.i. r,nf\ rt'T.TT'fVnnni nnxtr 


couraged by his extraordinary snccess, he has soared higher yet, and see anytmng now. . , , . « r-ri- 

adapted our greatest national drama for the purposes of the (In- Canyon, indeed, see nothing? 

dependent) itiLrant Stage. We are enabled by the courtesy of his Jdf, Now I can see stars. I feel as if purple mills were going 
publishers to give a few specimen scenes from this magnum opus, ^und in my head. I shaB neyer kiss anybody any nmre. 
which, as will be seen, requires somewhat more elaborate mounting Oh ! oh! oh! •. .-j? i 

and mechanical effects than are at present afforded by the ordinary Ponsch, She was a beautiful woman, do you knowr On, now 
Punch Show. In M. Maeterlinck’s version, Ponsch becomes the lonely I shall feel hereafter ! (.^ Hack dog is heard screeching and 
Prince of Half-seas-over-HoUand ; he is the victim of hereditary sniffing outside the door,) It is only Tobbi. Someone has tr^ on 

homicidal mania, complicated by neurotic hysteria. Inliamed your toe, my poor Tobbi. Come in. Cive me your {loooi 

by the insinuations of Mynheer Olenikke — a kind of Dutch enters, and jiies suddenly at his nose,) Cm, my nose is bleedmg . 

Mephistopheles and lago combined — he is secretly jealous of his Lotus go to the pond. I do not know why I feel so melancholy 

consort the Princess Jdd-Cs preference for the society of JOjoe, the this evening. [JJe goes out, pursued oy 1 oboi. 

Court Jester and Society — — — — — Sample No. II. — A Hall in 

Clown. Here is our first rAM/^V DnDTPAIT Castle Ollendorff, A 

j rAlllv/Y I wri I r\r\l I ■ Tlf/yW/iw/M Th/ini.v>fi> nf. 


give a few specimen scenes from this magnum opus, round in my head. I shall never kiss anybody 

be seen, requires somewhat more elaborate mounting Oh ! oh! oh! •. x-j? i ^al 

lI effects than are at nresent afforded bv the ordinary Ponsch, She was a beautifiH woman, do you know? Oh, how 


FANCY 


Court Jester and Society — — 

Clown. Here is our first FANCY P 

sample i— 

A Chambei\ in the Castle, 

Princess Joni discovered at 

a window with Djoe. 

Jodi, Lo ! lo ! a shower of 
stars is falling upon the fowl- 
house ! 

Djoe, Oh ! oh ! a shower of ^ 

stars upon the fowl-house ? ^ 

{A water pipe in the back- / 

garden bursts suddenly and 
splashes them,) Ah! ah! I 
am wet all over ! Have you ^ 
a pocket handkerchief ? " y 

Jodi, Oh, look ! a comet— ^ 

— an enormous one— has de- 
scended into the water-butt ! 

The sky is blood-red, and the 
moon has turned the colour ' 

of green cheese. This bodes ^ 
some disaster ! 

JDJoe, It is unsettled- 
rainy— unpleasant weather. 

Can you lend me an um , . /\ ■ 

breUa? 

Jodi, I cannot lend you an 
umbrella, because I have 
lent mine to the gardener’s 
wife. Owls are roosting on — 

the chimney-pots, and a % 

stickleback has jumped out 
of the pond. Hush, my Lord 
the Prince approaches ! 

[Prince Ponsch 

ing a stout staff, which he r ' 

nurses gloomily, like an • ' \ . 

infant ; a hurricane is ^ 

heard in the middle dis- 
tance ; the waterpipe sobs 
strangely and then ex- 
pires : a blackheetle comes 

oui of a euphoard and T TTTi! HTJMBUG-HUNTIFG PEK 

runs uneasily about, until 

a flash of lightning enters The Times {loq.), “Ah I wonderful 
down the chimney and I ’m not particul. 

kills ^ it, Ponsch stands 

glaring at Dice and the Princess. 

Bjoe {hastily). There is going to be a storm. Do not forget what I 
have uttered. <j|-ood evening ! 

^ \^He goes ; the wind whistles a popular air through the keyhole. 



THE HUMBUG-HDNTINGr PEHRET. {Vivjerra ZasoucheririVsts,) 

The Times {loq.), “Ah! wonderful Instinct, and occasionally Useful. 
But I ’m not particularly partial to Him I 


■big evening. goes out, pursued by Tobbi, 

— Sample No. II. — A Hall in 

I Castle Ollendorff, A 

jr\ I riA\l I . Marionnette Theatre at 

— — Qp Stage, Djoe, 

a Belgian Bedell, and 
Dutch Dolls -in -waiting 
discovered, 

Djoe, Green flames are 
running along the walls, ^d 
blue globes are bounding 
about the back garden. I 
have never seen such anight. 
Here comes the Prince. 

Ponsch, conscience- 
stricken ; all how, 
Ponsch, I am not melan- 
choly, but I have hardly any 
hair. Let the Play com- 
mence ! 

Curtain of Marionnette Show 
rises ; a Clown is seen 
chasing a butterfly, 

A Councillor, Oh ! oh! oh! 
v\ [TIproar; the Clown and 

^ Butterfly are withdrawn, 

A Skeleton appears on the 
, Stage, and^ dances ^ his 

1 head and limbs off in a 

blue light,^ ^ 

Ponsch {rising). That was 
done purposely ! You are 
driving at something. Con- 
fess it ! Is there no topic 
more cheerful ? I cannot 
bear it any longer I 

n /I /I ^ — [Knocks down Djoe with his 

A combat,'^ during 

yl ^ which Djoe several times 

^ obtains possession of the 

weapon, and wounds 
’ PoNSCH. N.B.— Abie the 

striking resemblance here 
to the similar, hut very 
,ET. {ViVERRA ZasoucherjeiVsts,) ^^'^amiet'^ Scenes in 

nstinct, and OCCASIONALLY USEFUL. The Butcli Dolls {running 
rly partial to Him I about). Both of them bleeding 

already ! There ’s blood on 
the walls already I Already blood on the walls ! (&c.). 

The Bedell, The Prince has slain Djoe. Take him into custody. 

[Ponsch strikes the Bedell down, 
The^B, Ha! ha! ha! {Tries to rise — but is struck again), Ha! 


Jodi {nervously). What an appalling evening ! I have never seen ha ! (Ponsch strikes once more,) Ha ! 


the like of ^ch a sky. ^ ^ ^ [The BedeB dies ; a draught enters under the door and blows out 

Ponsch, There is something about you this evening —how heanti- two of the candles ; a thunderbolt is hear dooming downstairs, 

^ ^ 9^^^^ * Bring Bebbi-Ponsch. ^ and the Ghost of Jodi suddenly appears from behind a tapestry 

Jbai {fetchingthe Infant Prince), Here he is. Why do yon look representing The Finding of Mosesl^ 

so ^rangmy at him ? ^ Ponsch {to Ghost). Have you any hearse-plumes at hand ? Do not 

Bebbi-Ponsch {a small, but important part). Is Pa-a-par poo- be angry with me. Can you hear my teeth ? I am only a poor little 

,1.1 IT P La -.-i’n-rr wrJr, -.Q . Trr.'n . 3^ 1 J.? . A / _ Z» -T?-* T. 


oorly ? Won’t he p’ay wiz me no mo-ore ? 


old man. WiB you please undo my necktie ? {cf, “ King Lear ”). 


Ponsch, T^ soul of a little stage- child looms from under his Let us go to breakffast. WiB there be muffins for breakfast ? 
*6013. 6V0S I OliEN’TS! It K "Wfl.S ftn/l T— TKTa TtetiII r n 7k 


green eyes! Olenikke was right, and I Ho matter. IwBlopen ^ [FJxit, leaning heavily on ChosVs arm, 

the window. . " The Butch Bolls {with conviction). One more such night as this, 

[Opens it, and throws Bebbi-P, out, Sound of water-splash and aU our heads would have gone bald ! 

, Sample Ho. HI. — The Courtyard with 

• ‘ i What have you done ? He has' f aBen blood - red moon is sailing amid t) 

ngnt iB.to the ^o^-t on one of the swans I shower of stars proceeds uninterru^ 

Ponsch, Indeed on one of the swans P {A pot of mignonnette is looking through the fatal noose. 


Sample Ho. III. — The Courtyard with a scaffold and gibbet, A 
blood - red moon is sailing amid the currant - hushes, and a 
shower of stars proceeds uninterruptedly, Ponsch discovered 
looking through the fatal noose. 





March 26 , 1892 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAKIVAEL 


Djahketch {the Court Executioner). Can yon see anything throngli 
the loop ? 

Ponsch. Not yet. I cannot see the audience an3rwhere. 

Bjak. No ; we are probably above the heads of the audience. But 
can’t you distinguish Mr. William Shakspeaee ? 

Ponsch. Wait one moment. No, I cannot see Mr. Shakspeare 
anywhere. 

JDjah. Because he has had to take a back seat. Look again. Can 
you see nothing ? 

[ Ponsch. I can make out an omnibus in the street. It is green. 

JDjah. Ajj ay ! A Bayswater ’bus. They are green. But don’t 
you see any of the general public ? 

Ponsch. 1 can see Mr. William Archer, and some new Critics, 
and unconventional Dramatists. They are following the text with 
books of the Play. But there are no more errand-boys with baskets. 

Bjak. This is wonderful. No more errand-boys with baskets ? 

Ponsch. No more small children with babies ! 

Djah. No more small children? Do pray let me look. (Ponsch 
retires^ and D.tarretch puts his head through the loop.) Oh, I can 
see plainly now. There is not a single spectator left. They have 
aU been bored to death ! 

Ponsch. All bored to death? Now then, lift your head a little, 
and I will fondle you. [Pulls the cord towards himself. 

Bjak. Oh, what have you put round my neck ? Oh me 1 You 
are going to . . . oh, you are ! 

Ponsch. Oh, I am. ! 

Bjak. Then— oh! 

Ponsch. Oh! 


[Exeunt all^ except Djahketch,^ who ceases kicking gradually. 
A peacock is heard warUingin a cemetery round the corner; 
a oarn-door fowl jumps on a wheelbarrow^ and crows. 


HOEAOE IN LONDON. 

To A Crxtsted Old Port. {Ad Ampboram.) 






THE ^^TA-RA-EA"^ BOOM. 

{By Our Own Melancholy Muser . ) 

I AM shrouded in impenetrable de-ay, 

Por I feel I ’m being driven to my <^oom-de-ay, 

By an aggravating ditty 
Which I don’t consider witty ; 

And they call the horrid thing, Ta-^a-ra-Joom-de-^)!y / ” 

Every ’bus- conductor, errand-boy, and ^^room-de-ay, 
City clerk, and cheeky crossing-sweep with broom-de-ay 
Makes my nervous system oristle 
As he tries to sing or whistle 
That atrocious and absurd *^Ta-ra-ra-2>oo7?i-de-ay ! ” 

So I sit in the seclusion of my roo7n-de-ay, 

And deny myself to all— no matter t«;4o?7?--de-ay — 

Por I dread a creature coming 
Whose involuntary humming 
May assume the fatal form, “ Ta-ra-ra-6oow-de-ay ! ” 

Oh, I fear that when the Summer roses Z>?oom-de-ay, 
You will read upon a well-appointed ^omb-de ay : — 
“Influenza never Hck’d him, 

But he fell an easy victim 

To that universal scourge— ‘ Ta-ra-ra-5oo?7i-de-ay ! ’ ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

One of the Baron’s Assistant Readers has been reading a reaUy 
interesting, well written novel in two volumes, by Mary Bradpord- 
Whiting. It is called Benis O'Neil, and tells of the adventures of 
a young Irish Doctor who gets entangled in the plots of one of those 
Secret Societies that used to exist in “ the most distressful country 
that ever yet was seen,” some twenty years ago. The romance con- 
tains some clever sketches of character. The story (published by 
Bentley) ends sadly, and those who want to find f aiut with it will 
say it is too short. 

The Leadenhall Press, — immortalised by its invention of that in- 
valuable work of art, “ The Hairless Author’s Paper Pad,” which 
the Baron herewith and hereby strongly recommends to Mr. G-lad- 
STONE, who has so much writing to do with a pad on his knee, and 
for this purpose Mr. G. would find this the “ knee plus ultra ” of 
inventions, — ^this same LeadenhaU. Press has recently published a 

ing a reward of £100 to any /\ i LUii '|i ] I !l|' |! ;, 111 

inaividual, or to be diTidei (<>1!'! l! }! 'j H'i ilH I !' 


Old liquor born on my birthday, 
a twin to me, 

Whether ordained wit and mirth 
to put into me,^ 

Or passions that witch and 
defy us. 

Or, peradventure, the sleep 
of the pious. 

Yaunt not its shippers, my friend, 
but produce it — an 

Actual, “ forty-five,” languorous 
Lusitan, 

Befitting, whate’er be its 
label. 

You, my good host, and the 
guest at your table. 

Steeped though you frown in this 
dryasdust clever age. 

Dare you presume to resist such 
a beverage ? 


Why, Eldon, that dragon 
of virtue. 

Never imagined its vintage 
could hurt you. 

Liquor like this fmm a bottle 
whose crust is whole. 
Liquor like this rubs the rust 
from the rusty soul ; 

The faddist it mellows: the 
private 

Secrets of State it can some- 
how arrive at. 

Under its speU. frolics Hypochon- 
driasis ; [naire’s bias is, 
Poverty learns what a ndllion- 
Yes, Poverty, such a spellunder, 
Laughs at the County Court’s 
impotent thunder. 

Pill, then ! A bumper we ’ll 
empty between us to 
Bacchus, the Pas-de-trois Graces, 
andYenustoo, [man— 
With all of that classical ilk. 
Till the stars fade with the 
morn and the milkman. 


between such individuals, as 
may guess it. The story is f ^ 
in effect about a youth who 
lost his right eye infighting 
another boy, and who sub- 
sequently revenged himself 'Mi 
by depriving his antagonist 
of an eye by a violent stroke 
at Lawn-tennis. What can ^ 
be the title? The Baron 
has had the following sug- 
gestions made to him : — , 

“ An Eye for an Eye,” 
“The Egotist,” “My Eye!” 








Our Competition Novel.— Competitors 
at Work. 


“Aye! aye!” “Ocular Demonstration,” “A Man of One Eye- 
dear!” “Eyes Righted,” “One Left,” “The Other Eye,” “Two 
Pupils and One Eye,” “You and Eye,” “The Eyes Have It.” 
The Baron “winks the other eye,” and wiR be very glad should 
any hint of his have assisted a deserving person to gain the reward 
offered by Mr. Titer. En attendant the Baron has hit upon a still 
more novel idea. He will write some contributions towards ^ short 
stories, and his readers shall finish them. The terms will be 
these The Baron commences a chapter, or a^ few lines of it, and 
leaves it unfinished, then his readers shall finish the sentence, and 
sometimes the chapter, for themselves. If the sentence, or the 
chapter, as the case may be, shall turn out to he exactly what the 
Baron would have written had he continued it, then he, the Baron, 
will award £100 to the successful candidate, or will award a division 
of that sum among the successful candidates. Every competitor shall 
pay the Baron £50. And to inmre such payment, each competitor' s 
cheque for this amount must accompany his or her contribution. 

Example. — CHAPTER I. — The harvest-moon was slowly rising. 
The heather, dried and burnt by the mid-day sun, appeai'ed, to the 
eye unaccustomed to this aspect of the country, to be merely^ a rugged 
divergence from the main road. Bescending carefully fromhis dog-cart ^ 
a small man in a big coat, muffledup to the eyes, proceeded leisurely to 

Now, then, what did he leisurely proceed to d.o ? There ’s a fortune 
init!— somewhere!— says The Baron de Boor- Worms. 
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STUDIES IN ANIMAL LIFE. 

THE GrOORMONQ-. {Epicuri de Grege Forms, British Isles.) 

Mr. Huggins, ‘ What a ’eavenly Dinner it was 1” Mr. Buggins. “ Believe yer ! Mykes yer wish yer was born ’Oller !*’ 


SPEING TIME IN LEAP YEAE; 

Or, the Jolly Bathers. 

First Jolly Bother {singing^ quaveringly ) : — 

Spring’s deiights are now reyi-i-i-yi-i-i-ng, 

Yerdant leaflets deck each spr-a-ay ! 

Second Jolly Bather {^impatiently). DonH, Arthur, make that 
row! B-r-r-r! [Shivers.) Spring’s to, indeed ! And as to 
the ** verdant leaflets” (unless you mean election squibs), where 
are they ? 

First Ditto. Ah, “yerdant leaflets ” not a bad name for Financial 
Reform tracts, et id genus omne. Touch of your old satirical Satur- 
day- Reyiewish style there, Nunky I 

Second Ditto [hastily). Oh, bother ! What are we here for ? 

First Ditto [coolly). Why, to hathe^ 1 presume. 

Second Ditto. Bah ! One would .think, Arthur, we belonged to 
that society of lunatics who make a point of taking a matutinal 
plunge in the Serpentine every morning, all the year round, even if 
they have to h'eak the ice to do it ! Ineffable idiots ! \_Curls up. 

First Ditto. Well, we may as well put a good face on it, Uncle. 

[^Grimaces. 

Second Ditto. Ah, yes, you can say so — at your age, Arthur. 
I like my morning tub in my bath-room — ^with the chill off. 

[ Wraps his towel round his neck. 

First Ditto. [Smgs again, tremolo ) : — 

Why linger shivering on the brink, 

And fear to launch away ? 

Second Ditto [sharply). Why, you’re at it again, Arthur! And 
a Conventicler’s hymn, too, this time. I’m a-a- shamed of you. 

First Ditto. Ah ! that ’s what Larouchere, O’Eblly. Convreare, 
and Company say ! I don’t mind ; in fact, as I told ’em, I rather 
like it. Does me a world of good. 

Second Ditto [admiringly). Ah ! you have got a nerve, Arthur. 
I will say that for you. Still, you ’ye been giving them something 
to “ guy ” you about lately, you know. 

First Ditto [sharply). Ah! have I? Y^ell, “I can assure you 
that I am the last person in the world [to object to a process from 
which I have profited so much.” 

Second Ditto. Oh, yes, that was all very weR for them, ever 
yonder. In fact, I own it was rather neatly put. 


First Ditto [slily). Didn’t “lack finish,” was sufficiently ad 
unguem^^"* eh, Nunky ? 

Second Ditto [moodily). Ah! what do you youngsters know about 
those fine old fighting days ? I didn’t love Dizzy, but he was a neat 
hand with the foils, boy. 

First Ditto. Especially in a bout with a friend, — with the buttons 
off. But I say, this isn’t bathing, you know ! 

Second Ditto. iUo. [Eyeing the stream distastefully). Hadn’t we 
better postpone the pleasure tiU a little later in the season, Arthur. 
When those “ Spring’s delights ” of which you melodiously t wangle 
are a leetle more en evidence. 

First Ditto ^pes). Hawthorn buds give joyful tidings. 

Welcome, youths, ’tis bright bath-day! 

Second Ditto. Ah ! if we ’re here to do the Eclogue business, 
Strephon can take his turn, as well as Corydon. \_Sings. 

Let us plunge into the ri-i-i-y-e-e-r ! 

Leave our vesture on the bank ! 

First Ditto. Bless me, Strephon, how you shi-i-v-e-e-r ! 

Second Dittto. ’Tis like a fishmonger’s tank! 

First Ditto. Pooh I ’tis lovely — when you ’re in it ; 

One bold header, and ’tis done ! 

Second Ditto. Ah, ,quite so, but — ^wait a minute, 

Till I ’ve warmed me with a run. 

That will stir my circulation ; 

For the moment I am “ friz.” 

First Ditto, Magnifigue I my dear relation ; 

But, you’ll own, it is not “ biz.” 

Both. We must o-o-o-ow-n it is not “ biz I ” 

Second Ditto. Well, no, I suppose it isn’t, Arthur. By the way, 
what’s that row behind there ? 

First Ditto, [looking). By Jove! it’s that Gladstone gang! 
They ’ve tracked us 1 [Sings) — 

They ’re after us ! ^ They ’re after us ! 

We ’re the individuals they require. 

Second Ditto, [sardonically). What a lyric repertoire you have, 
Arthur I Old English glee, Puritan psalmody. Music-hall song, all 
come equally well to you, it seems. But those roughs mean mis- 
chief, Nephew mine ! 

Frst Ditto. Doubtless ! They always do. And they ’ve done 
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ONE FOR HIM. 

Major Spooneleigh, “And you Eidb so well, and — ^eb, — ^yotj Drive so wonderfully well, and — er — you Dance so — ^er 

BEAUTIFULLY, AND YOU — BR — PLAY LAWN-TbNNIS SO — ^ER — ^EXQUISITELY, AND — ER — OF COURSE YOU FiSH ALSO ? ” 

Mrs, Dasher. “Never for Compliments, I assure you; and certainly not in Shallow Waters !” 


ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED FEOM THE DIAKY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ March 14. — Jackson turned np to- 
night answering qn estlons from Irish Members. This reminds us ne *s 

t Irish Secretary. Been so of 

course since Parliament met; 
but quite forgotten it. Mention 
this to the Speaker who looked 
a little dull while Captain Price 
was discoursing on Navy Affairs 
in Committee of Supply. So 
went^p to ^ve^ nttle chat 

“I d^’t know whether you 
meant it, but you ^ve paid Jack- 
son the highest compliment it 
is possible to convey. WTien in 
these times the Chief Secre- 
tary so manages to conduct 
business of his department that ' 
he himself is temporarily for- 
gotten, he’s doing it surpas- 
singly weU. My big brother 
Robert was once Chief Secre- 
tary, though perh^s you for- 
get that also. He resigned 
because, as he said, there was 
not enough work to keep an ac- 
tive man going. That was long 
time ago. I daresay you had 
no chance of forgetting during 
the last five years that Prince 
Arthur was Chief Secretary?” 
Cannot claim to have invented 
Chief Secretary. the compliment the Speaher 


discerned ; merely mentioning matter of fact ; but, as he says, when 
in these days a Chief Secretary manages to get himself forgotten, 
the wheels at the Irish Office must be going pretty smootldy. 
Jackson has not brought about this miraculous change by laying 
himself out to flatter or court Irish Members. He is exactly the 
same as he was when he filled office of Financial Secretary ; doubt- 
less the same as when he looked after his tanyard in Yorkshire. 
Goes straight to the point in simple unaffected business manner that 
ruffles no sensibilities. Fancy he could tan a hide in such a way that 
it would not feel any resentment. 

A predecessor at the Irish Office who^ sue- 
ceeded, in more troublesome times, in living 
on peaceable terms with Irish Members, ^ 
was Campbell-Bannerman. Irish Mem- i 

hers, swift judges of character, taking Jk 

measure of both, came to conclusion no- (Inafes.. 

thing to be gained by rowing round them. 

What killed Forster, and turned George 

Trevelyan’s hair grey, made Campbell- M 

Bannerman smile — ^not an offensive |i| 

smile, but one of interested amuse- 

ment. Jackson’s sense of humour 

not so keen, but his imperturba- 

bility even more impregnable. If 

Irish Member trailed his coat before 

him, Jackson would say, “ My dear 

fellow, won’t you get cold? Let 

me help you on with your coat.” ^ 

Squire of Malwood, a judge / 

on this particular point, says the 
Markiss missed the greatest chance 
, he has had for six months in not ty h 

fitting Jackson in place of Old y 

“Precious good thing for us, 

. Toby,” says the Squire, “that he 
: didn’t. Jackson the very model T. P. Gill. 
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of a Leader of House, and Prince Arthtje,— well he ’s Prince which, he said, was lowering to the dignity and respectability of 
Arthitr.’’ House. 

“But I suppose you don’t mean,” I venture to ask, “that Friday 12'1^ a.m. — All this in Committee of Supply, which came 

Jacksok is the exclusive type of a successful Leader -to at midnight. Then Report of Supply brought on ; uproar 

“Ho,” says the SaniRE, with a far-away look. renewed ; Yote for Irish Teachers’ Pension Fund under discussion. 

Business done. — Two Votes in Supply. Irish Members mysteriously disappeared ; Sextoi?', understood to 

Tuesday.— Soent doleful afternoon in Committee of Supply, have ready prodigious speech on the subject, nowhere to be found, 

rcumstances caU upon Members below Gangway, Radicals or “Johjt O’CoNifOR,” hoarsely whispered, “you have the 


“Ho,” says the SaniRE, with a far-away look 
Business done.—T^o Votes in Supply. 


Irishmen to come to front, and make at least show of doing some- longest legs in the Party; go and look up the bhoys, and I ’ll 
tMiiff. Sage of r t.,™ 


Chairman puts question to allow £6 7s. 11c?. on account of Sheerness v . - > aa. i i: x a. • x i xi i' xn 

Police Court. Why should Horthampton contribute its quota, how- nobly performed his part. At end of forty minutes’ breathless talk, 
ever small to expenses of Sheerness Police Court? Debate and the Colonel, feeling his mouth growing parched, moved adjournment 
Division ; after which, the Sage retired to smoke cigarette through of House. Speaker didn’t recognise relevancy of argument ; de- 
rest of afternoon, and discuss probable date of Dissolution. dined to put the question. 

Then Irish Members come on. Cream seems spooned off the mass “ The Hon. Member,” he said, “has spoken for forty minutes, and 
in preparation for festivities on St. Patrick’s Day, and only the not given a single reason in favour of his proposal.” 
skimmest of skim milk , , was coming to 


Silently but swiftly Loira John stole forth on his mission ; Holan 


left. Webb wobbles to 
the front ; talks out vote 
for Chicago Royal Com- 
mittee, although At- 
torney - General tells 
him it will be all right 
as to Irish interests ; 
being now close upon ten 
minutes to seven, when 
Committee must adjourn, 
Webster hasn’t time to 
make detailed explana- 
tions, but promises to do 
so on Report. Webb 
maunders on all the same, 
and Vote postponed. 

Great day for Flynn. 
Tim Healy thinks he’s 
pretty smart as a debater ; 
{Sexton believes he knows 
a thing or two ; O’Brien 
is understood to be some- 
thing of an orator- Flynn 
wiR show House how all 
these qualities may be 
combined in one man. 
Does it by the tiresome 
twenty minutes, the 
lamentable half - hour ; 
popping up on every ques- 
tion with comically ju- 
dicial air; talking on with 
fatal feeble flatulent 
fluency, whilst Gill sits 
nursing his hat awaiting 
his turn. 

Alack for Irish humour, 
eloquence and deviltry, 
that it should come to 
this ! 

Whilst Flynn once 
again tujns on the ■ tap 
of his tepid dish-water, 
news comes that Lord 
Hampden died this morn- 
ing in far-off Pau. Hamp- 
DEN was the Brand who 
sat in Chair during Par- 












f r 







The Storm in the Reform Club Tea-Cup. 


that point,” said Holan, 
“and, if it is quite in 
order, I wiR now ap- 
proach it.” 

Ruled out of order. 
Long John, back from 
his foray, in course of 
which had hunted up 
Sexton, threw himself 
into breach; moved the 
adjournment for irresis- 
tible reason. 

“I object,” he said, 
“to this important sub- 
ject being dealt with at 
nearly one o’clock in the 
morning on St. Patrick’s 
night.” 

T. W . Russell con- 
doled with his com- 
patriots below Gangway 
on difficulties of situa- 
tion. ^ ‘ ‘ Certainly hard, ’ ’ 
he said, ‘ ‘ that on St. 
Patrick’s night they 
should be caRed upon to 
ffiscuss questions involv- 
ing facts and figures.” 
Baleour opposed ad- 
journment ; Conybeare 
strode in ; commenced 
what promised to be long 
speech ; Prince Arthur 
moved Closure ; carried 
by nearly a hundred 
majority. 

1*35 A.M. — House just 
back after division on 
question of adjourn- 
ment ; Ministerialists in 
full muster and full of 
fight ; 41 for adjourn- 
ment, 121 against. As 
if nothing been said 
during previous hour- 
and-half, Illingworth 
urges Prince ARTBruR 
to ^ concede adjourn- 
Irish Members, puRing 


Rament of 1874, and wrestled nightly with the “ bhoys ” when they ment ; Prince Artetur rises to reply. Irish Members, puRing 
were in their mime — Major O’ Gorman rollicking through the themselves together, walk steadily out, amid ribald laughter from 
mght ; Joseph Gillis with lean hand outstretched and ms “It MinisteriaRsts. Once more the Uitrse <ff Cambourne turns up. 
reem s to me, Mr. Speaker ” ; Parnell in the white heat of passion ; This seems, quite naturaRy, to suggest the ClosTme ; sort of automatic 
Delahttnty ^ Y^th his One Pound Hotes, and^ poor McCarthy procedure ; Conybeare — Closure. One more division just to wind up, 
lotting with his scared look and his indescribable but unmis- and at ten minutes past two Vote carried and House up. 

SHbbereen accustomed to frequent the best society in Jone.— Revival of^old times. 

After a fourth speech from Flynn, with anothei tofoRow from , Saturday, 1*20 a.m.— House just up, after prolonged wrangle, 
Webb, one almost envies the Ex-Speaker lying at rest at the foot lasting, with interval for dinner, straight through from two o’clock 
of the Pyrenees. yesterday afternoon. Met then for Morning Sitting designed to make 

dimness rforae.— A few Votes in Supply. progxess with fiumcial business. For four hours disputed how 

'TT. j ox T* x • 1 , ^ . w . , , busmess was to be arranged. This left one hour for doing it. 

1 Jiursaay.-^hT,, ^ Patrick s Day m the evening. Irish Members Sitting suspended at seven, resumed at nine, 
rose to occasion ; indeed, at one time O’Kelly and John O’Connor At it again, talking about Royalties on Gold in Wales, Domestic 
rose together ; remained on their legs in defiance of Standing Orders PoRcy in Zululand, the Irish Ouestion in the Falkland Islands, and 
and 3,ngry protest ox Chairman, Seemed as if someone must be ParRamentary Reporting. AR this led gently up to passing of 
suspended les autres. Storm suddenly stiRed; Vote on Account ; a condLusion finaRy arrived at wiui the assistance 

nsing passion subdued by appearance of Alphehs Cleophas on the of the Closure. 

scene, wanting to know about the Refreshment-bar in the Lobby, Business dofie.’~-^ ote on Account taken. 


NOTICE.— Rejected Communicatioiis or Gontribiitioxis, whether MS., Printed Matter, Hrawmgs, or Pictures ox any aescripbion, wUi 
m no wse be returned, not even when accompaiiied by a Stamped and Addremd Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this roU 
__ there will be no enceptiom 
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«'TIS MEEET IN HALL." 

“What’s in an ’at vnthont an ’ed?” 
Distaffina de Coceaigne was wont to in- 
quire, and “ what’s an ’all ” (of Music like the 
London Pavilion) “without a ITed” in the 
shape of Mr. Edward Swanrorough, the 
all-knowing yet ever-pfreen Acting Manager 
at this place of entertainment, who possessing 
the secret of perpetual youth in aU the glory 
[ of ever-resplen- 

ever-dazzling 
sMrt-front, 
w ushers us into 

\^\ the Stalls in time 

to hear the best 
part of an ex- 
cellent all-round 

/ JwVlifflBHlk show. It is sad 

to think that, 

wer^ ^sputing 

hi cels- 

b rated Miss 

SA, alias Lottie 
I Collins, Serio- 

V Comic and 

^ \ IJ^Jicer, ,,'^^1 

\ > V. fore tlm eyes of a 

^ delighted audi- 

r)- ence. Strange 

heard the great original. But as she is not 
(so to adapt a line from the Last Rose of 
Summer “left booming alone,” we have 
not escaped hearing several of her male and 
female imitators who, by her kind permission 
and that of her publishers, trade on her pre- 
sent exceptional success. However, when we 
entered the Stalls, Miss Boom-Te-rIj-sa had 
disappeared, and somebody with a song had 
“intervened” — a mode of proceeding not 
necessarily lipiited to the Queen’s Proctor — 
before the object of our visit walked on to the 
stage, and when he did come a pretty object 
he was too, seeing that it was Mr. Albert 
Chevalier, the unequalled and inimitable 
Comedian of the Costermongers. He is a 
thorough artist in this particmar line, and no 
indiJfferent one in others; but his Coster 
ballads are artistically first rate. The fashion 
of calling English singers by Italian names 
is on the wane, otherwise Mr, Albert Chev- 
alier, of French extraction, would find an 
excellent Italian alias, closely associated with 
the operatic and musical professions, and 
most appropriate to the line he has adopted, 
in the name of ‘ ‘ Signor Costa. ” The melody 
of Mr. Chevalier’s “ Coster^s Serenade, of 
which, I rather think, he is the composer as well 
as librettist, is as charming as it is strikingly 
original. After the Chevalier sans peur et sans 
ap'proche had retired, clever and sprightly 
Miss Jenny Hill gave as a taste of lodging- 
house- keeperism, following whom came the 
[ Two Macs belabouring each other in their old 
I hopelessly idiotic, but always utterly irre- 
sistible style ; and then Lieutenant . Cole 
— ^King Cole we “ crowned him long ago ” — 
gave ms ventriloquial entertainment, who, 
vdth his troop of talking dolls, should have 
his address at DoUis Hill. There were many 
“turns” yet to follow when we left, at a 
comparatively early hour ; “ and so,” to 
quote old Pepys, “ home with much content.” 

“ TO HAVE AND TO HOLD.” 

Big promises and Party scoldings [ings.” 
Woi]?teure“ Small Savings” by “Small Hold- 1 


THE MARVELS OF MODERN SCIENCE. 

Scene — Interior ^ of Small Box containing 
telephone with hook of addresses, JEnter 
hurriedly Impatient Subscriber. 

Impatient Subscriber [turning over leaves 
of address-book). Of course I can’t find it ! 
Ah ! here it is ! 142086. [Rings bell of tele- 

S hone, and listens with receivers to his ear.) 

[qw I have forgotten it! [Puts back re- 
ceivers on rests, and refers again to book. 
Telephone bell rings in answer. JSCe hurries 
back and^ calls. One hundred and forty-two 
nought eighty-six. 

First Voice [from telephone). One hun- 
dred and forty-two ? 

Imp. Sub. Yes, and nought eighty-six. 
First Voice. Which do you want ? 

Imp. Suh. Why, both. 

First Voice. You can’t. Must have one at 
a time. 

Imp. Sub. It’s only one. One four two 
nought eight six. 

First Voice. One four two nought eight six? 
Imp. Sub. Yes, please. One four two 
nought eight six. 

First Voice. Very well. Why didn’t you 
give the number before ? 

Imp. Sub. [angrily). Well, I have given 
it now. [Se listens intently, exclaiming now 
and again, Are you there 9” and then 
rings.) One four two nought eight six, 
please. 

First Voice (after a pause). What ! 

Imp. Sub. One four two nought eight six, 
please. 

First Voice [as if the number is now heard 
for the first tim e). One 
four two nought eight 

Imp. Sub. Yes, 
look 

First Voice. What? 
Imp. Sub. One four 
two nought eight 'six. 
First Voice. I hear. 
)) One ^f our two nought 

communication 

ifM nm /'/v ^ ^ 

I m InE /' couple of minutes. 

(iS kM 

sixth time). Are you 
there ? 

Second Voice. Yes. WTio is it ? 

Imp. Sub. I am Bosh, Boodle & Co. 
Second Voice. Bush, Puddle & Co. ? 

Irrip. Sub. Ho. Bosh, Boodle & Co, 

First Voice. Have you finished ? 

Imp. Sub. Ho, no — ^we are still speaking. I 
want to know if you have sent that case of 
champagne to Bumbleton ? 

Second Voice. What ? I can’t hear you. 
Imp. Sub. [speaking very slowly, as if dic- 
tating to imperfectly educated infants). Have 
— you — sent — ^that — ease — of — cham — pagne 
—to Bum—ble— TON ? 

Second Voice [puzzled). ^Sent a case of 
champagne ? 

First Voice [interposing). Have you 
finished? 

Imp. Sub. Ho, we are still speaking. Yes 
— ^have you sent a case of champagne to 
BmOLETON ?^ 

Second Voice. Sent a case of champagne to 
Bumbleton ? Ho ; why should we ? 

Imp. Sub. Because you promised Tickxeby 
you would. 

Second Voice [evidently perplexed). Pro- 
mised Ticeleby ? 

Imf. Sub. [in a tone of reproach). Yes, 
promised TicELEBf . 

First Voice [interposing). Have you finished? 
Imp. Sub. Ho, we are* still speaxing ; please 


don’t cut us off. [Returning to the cham- 
pagne subject). Yes, you promised Tickleby 
you would send the case of champagne to 
Bumbleton. [With inspiration,) You are 
the Arctic Wine Company, aren’t you ? 

Second Voice. Ho. I am Secretary of the 
Curate’s Papier Mache Church Company, 

Imp. Sub. [in a tone of sorrow). Aren’t 
you one four two nought eight six ? 

Third Voice ^[coming from somewhere). 
Miud and bring a gun with you, and . 

Second^ Voice. Ho. We are two fonr eight 
nought six seven. G-ood morning ! 

First Voice, Have you finished ? 

Imp. Sub. [angrily). I have not begun! 
You have put me on the wrong number I 

First Voice [calmly). What number do you 
want? 

^ Imp.^ Sub. [angrily). One four two nought 
eight six. 

First Voice. Two four 'two nought eight 
six? 

Imp, Sub. [with suppressed rage). Ho, one 
four^ two nought eight six. 

First Voice. Very well. One four two 
nought eight six. 

Imp. Sub. Yes, and don’t make a mistake. 
\_Long pause, during^ which he asks, '‘'‘Are 
you there 9 ” at intervals. 

Fourth Voice. What is it ? 

Imp. Sub. Are you Arctic Wine Company ? 

Fourth Voice. Yes, aU right ! What is it ? 

Imp. Suh. [joyfully). Have you sent a 
case of champagne to Bumbleton ? 

Fourth Vince, What ? I can’t hear you. 

First Voice, [interposing). Have you 
finished ? 

Imp. Sub. Ho, we are still speaking. Have 
you sent a case of champagne to Bumbleton ? 

Fourth Voice, We can’t hear you. Send a 
messenger. ^ 

First Voice. Have you finished ? 

Imp. Sub. [shouting). Yes ! (J 5 cut off.) 
Shorter to have done so at once ! 

[Uses intemperate language, and hurries off 
to get a FLessenger. Cu/rtain. 


THE CHUBLISH CABMAH. 

Air — ‘ ‘ Ballyhoo ley, ’ ’ 
TE^^abman’s 

course, 

versy’s'grow- 

ing rather * ‘ 

“ taydious.” 

Whether by night or day, 

A fair fare the fare should pay. 

And Cabby should not overcharge un- 
duly ; 

But this is what riles me. 

When churl Cabby mil not see 
A wonld-be fare, but just ignores him 
coolly. 

Chorus, 

“ hi! Cab! Si Oh, no! 

On the sullen brute will go ; 

When he wants a fare, ne ’s clamorous and 
unruly; 

But if he wants a drink, ^ 

With a sneer or with a wink, 

He ’ll rumble on and just ignore you coolly. 


VOL. Cfll, 


P 
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RATHER SMART ALL ROUND. 


Lady Di, {who has "been trying a Horse with a view to ^pm'chase), “And do yott eeallt think that he *s quite up to mt Weight, 
. Spavin Spavin, “Lor I mt Lady, he 'd carry Two op you ! ” 

Lady Di. “What? Do you mean to say that I *m only hale a Horsewoman?” 

Spavin, “By no means, my Lady. But another like your Ladyship would look so well on the other side!” 


HOW TO REPORT THE PRACTIOE OF THE OREWS. 

{Newest Style,) 

Scarcely Lad the tintiHabulum fixed on 
tLe dtitude of the clock tower of the eccle- 
siastical building known to fame and rowing 
men as Putney Church sounded out the merry 
chimes of eleven in the forenoon, when the 
wieldersof the sky-blue (or dark-blue) blades 
were observed by the eager frequenters of the 
tow-path carrying their trim-built ship to the 
water’s ed^e. Not many moments were cut 
to waste before each manhad safely ensconced 
himself on the thwart built for him under 
the experienced eyes of the champion boat- 
builder, The men looked, it must in all 
fairness be admitted, in the high level of 
conditiqn. ^ In each eye there blazed a stern 
deterpaination to do or die on every possible 
occasion. When the signal to start was given, 
the boat was observed to move with the 
bounding speed of a highly-trained grey- 
hound. The oars dipped into the water like 
one man, though a marked inclination was 
observed on the part of two or three of the 
oarsmen to “hurry,” while the rest seemed 
equally disposed to be “late.” A few 
fatherly words from the prince of modem 
coaches soon had the desired effect of placing 
matters on a more completely satisfactory 
footing. The suggestion often made in these 
colimns that a swifter rate of striking should 
be introduced, was acted upon. The boat 
moved with perfect evenness, while the wave- 
lets played round her like young dolphins 
out for a holiday. 

I need only add that our old friend Jupiter 


Pluvius proved once again to be a kind 
friend to^ those who tempted the dangers of 
the foaming tide in Putney Beach. In con- 
clusion, it must be observed that the stroke 
was sometimes “short” and occasionally 
“lon^,” but the “slides” moved like things 
of life, and contributed greatly to the 
pleasure of a very enjoyable outing. 

DESTROYING THE SPIDER’S WEB; 

Or, The Thirteenth Labour of Herschelles, 

“ To Lion-Hearted Hercules,” the strong, 
Sounded the clarion of Homerie song. 

‘ ‘ Aloides, forcef uUest of all the brood 
Of men enforced with need of earthly food.” 
Hunch will sing gallant Her schelles, than whom 
Who was more worthy of Alcmene’s womb 
Or Jovian parentage ? Behold him stand 
With lion-hide on loins, and club in hand I 
Forceful and formidable to all foes. 

But fatal most especially to those 
Of Hydra presence and Stymphalian beak, 
Whose quarry is unseasoned youth, who seek 
By subtle snares the Infant’s steps to trip. 
And catch the Minor in their harpy grip. 

To his Twelve Labours, against monsters 
grim. 

Who might have lived in safety but for him, 
To snare, to slay, to humbug, and to cozen, 
Herschelles, just to make a baker’s dozen, 
Adds a Thirteenth ! 

. A wily, wicked wight, 

Dwelling in no:dous nooks as dark as night. 
Beyond the radius of the housemaid’s broom. 
And thence dispensing dire disgrace and doom 


Long time our homes hath haunted. Greedy I 
Asfurtiveof advance as fierce of soul, [Ghoul, j 
The Money-lending Spider is his name, ! 
And grim and gruesome was his little game. 
Of swollen body, of protuberant beak, 

He knew that Youths were green, and 
Infants weak, 

And spun his web, invisible but strong, 
Where’er Gray’s well-named “little triflers” 
throng. 

Who, verily unmindful of their doom, 

He watched from forth his grubby haunts o 
gloom. 

And strove b^r sinister device to lure, 

TiU, ’midst his viscous mazes once secure. 
Them he might seize and suck. 

The Birds, the Boar, 
The Lion, or the Bull, all whom before 
Great Herschelles had tackled, were not worse 
Than the Colossal Spider, Albion’s curse. 

The scourge of childish Wealth and youthful 
Rank, 

The Moloch of our Minors I Fathers, thank 
Our new Alcides, who, with legal club. 

Could dare the web assault, the Spider drub ! 
Worse than Tarantula venom hath the bite 
Of this Conkiferous Ogre, which to fight 
Herschelles did adventure ! Thump ! Bang ! 
Whack! 

The web is burst, the Spider ’s on his back. 
All impotently spluttenng poisonous spleen 
Let ’s nope such monster may no more be seen. 
And let us hail great Herschelles, whose skill 
The high-nosed horror hath availed to kill. 
Blow, Infants, blow the pipe, and thump the 
tabor, 

In honour of the hero’s Thirteenth Labour I 
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CONFESSIONS OF A DUFFER. 

VIL— THE BUFFER WITH A SALMON-ROB. 

Ho pursuit is more sedentary, if one may talk of a sedentery 
pursuit, and none more to my taste, than trout-fishing as practised 

i* -m rM •n/^•rrA1 I 


armour. It is off at last. I cut the hook out with a knife making a 
big hole in the coat, and cast again. That was over him ! I let the 
flv fioat down, working it scientifically. Ho response. Perhaps 
better look at the fiy. Just my luck, I have cracked it off ! 

Where is the fiy-book ? Where indeed ? A feverish search for 


m the South of England. G-iven fine weather, and a good novel, the fly-book foUows~no use : it is not in the basket, it is not in my 
nothing can be more soothing than to sit on a convenient stump, pocket; must have fallen out when I fell into the river. Ho good in* 
under a willow, and watch the placid kine standing in the water, looking for it, the water is too thick, I thought I heard a splash, 
while the brook murmurs on, and perhaps the kingfisher flits to and Luckily there are some flies in my cap, it looks knowing to^ have 
fro. Here you sit and fleet the time carelessly, till a trout rises, some flies in one’s cap, and it is not so easy to lose a cap, without 
Then, indeed, duty demands that you shall crawl in the manner of noticing it, as to lose most things. Here is a big Silver Doctor that 
the serpent till you come within reach of him, and cast a fly, which may do as the water is thick. 1 put one on, and begin again cast- 
usually makes min postpone his dinner-hour. But he will come on ing over where that fish rose. By George, there he came at me, at 


again, there is no need mr you to change your position, and you can least I think it must have been at me, a great dark swirl, “ the purple 
always fill your basket easily — ^with irises and marsh-marigolds. wave bowed over it like a hill,” but he never touched me. Give him 


wave bowed over it like a hill,” but he never touched me. Give him 


Such are our county contents, but woe befall the day when I took five minutes law, the hook is sure to be well fastened on, need not 
to salmon-fishing. The outfit is expensive, “ half-crown flees ” soon bother looking at that again. Five minutes take a long time in 


mount up, especially if you never go out without losing your fiy- passing, when you are giving a salmon a rest. Good times and bad 
book. If you buy a light rod, say of fourteen feet, the chances are times and all times pass, so here goes. It is correct^ to begin a good 
that it wiU not cover the water, and a longer rod requires in the way above him and come down to him. I ’m past him ; no, there is 


fisherman the strength of a San- 
Bow. You need wading-breeches, 
which come up nearly to the neck, 
and weigh a couple of stone. The 
question has been raised, can one 
swim in them, in case of an acci- 
dent P For one. I can answer, he 
can’t. The reel is about the size 
of a butter-keg, the line measures 
hundreds of yards, and the place 
where you fish for salmon is 
usually at the utter ends of the 
earth. Some enthusiasts begin 
in February.' Covered with furs, 
they sit in the stern of a boat, and 
are pulled in a funereal manner 
up and down Loch Tay, while the 
rods fish for themselves. The 
angler’s only business is to pick 
them up if a salmon bites, and 
when this has gone on for a few 
days, with no bite. Influenza, or a 
hard frost with curling, would be 
rather a relief. This kind of thing 
is not really angling, and a Duffer 
is as good at it as an expert. 

diffloulties and sufferings 
begin when you reach the Cruach- 
na-spiel-bo, which sounds like 
Gaelic, and will serve us as a name 
for the river. It is, of course, ex- 
tremely probable that you pay a 
large rent for the right to gaze at 
a series of red and raging floods, 
or at a pale and attenuated trickle 
of water, murmuring peevishly 
through a drought. But suppose, 
for the sake of argument, that the 
water is “in order,” and only 
running with deep brown swirls at 
some thirty miles an hour. Sup- 
pose also, alarge presumption, that 
the Duffer does not leave any in- 
dispensabl^art of his equipment 








“ I wade in as far as I can, and make a tremendous swipe with the rod.” 


a long heavy drag under water, I 
get the point up, he is off like a 
shot, while I stand in a rather 
stupid attitude, holding on. If I 
cannot get out and run down the 
bank, he has me at his mercy. 
I do stagger out, somehow, falling 
on my back, but keeping the point 
up with my right hand. Ho bones 
broken, but surely he is gone ! I 
begin reeling up the line, with a 
heavy heart, and try to lift it out 
of the water. It won’t come, he 
is here still, he has only doubled 
back. Hooray ! Hothing so nice 
as being all alone when you hook 
a salmon. Ho gillie to scream out 
contradictory orders. He is taking 
it very easy, but suddenly he 
moves out a few yards, and begins 
jiggering, that is, giving a series 
of short heavy tugs. They say 
he is never well hooked, when he 
jiggers.^ The rod thrills unplea- 
santly in my hands, I wish he 
wouldn’t do that. It is very dis- 
agreeable and makes me very 
nervous. Hullo ! he is off again 
up-stream, the reel ringing like 
mad : he gets into the thin water 
at the to, and jumps high in 
the air. He is a monster. Hullo ! 
what ’s that splash ? The reel has 
fallen off, it was always loose, 
and has got into the water. How 
am I to act now ? He is coming 
back hke mad, and all the line is 
loose, and I can’t reel up. I begin 
pulling at the line to bring up 
the rem, but the reel only lets the 
line out, and now he is off again, 
down stream this time, and I 
after him, and the line running 
out at both ends at once, and now 


at home. He arnves at the stream, and as he detests a gillie, whose my legs get entangled in it, it is twisted all round me. He runs 
contempt for the Dmer breeds familiarity, he puts up his rod, selects again and jumps, the line comes back in my face, all slack, some- 
a oasang line, ^ots on the ^nd of fiy which is locally recommended, thing has given. It is the hook, it was not knotted on firmly to 
ana ^eps imo the water. Oh, how cold it is ! I begin casting at the start with. He flings himself out of the water once more to be sure 
^ stream, ^d step from a big boulder into a hole. Stagger, that he is free, and I sit down and gnaw the reel. Had ever any- 


inaia-ruDper Dreexs have J^pt the water out, except about a cautiously I extract it from the stream. It shan’t come off again; 
paOiul, which gradually illustrates th& equilibrium of fluids in the I tie it on with the leather lace of one of my brogues. Then I reel 
soles 01 ones stockings. However, I am on my feet again, and up the slack, and put on another fly, out of my cap, a Popham. 
walking gmgerl^^ though to the spectator, my movements Then I fish down the rest of the pool. Hear the edge, in the slower 

sugSGst p^ial intoxioateon. * hat is because the bed of the stream part of the water, there is a long slow draw, before I can lift the 
IS luU 01 bomders, which one cannot see, owing to the darkness of point of the rod, a salmon jumps high out of the water at me, — and 

opposite side. My heart is gone ! I never struck him, was too much taken aback at the 
/ wade in as far as I can, and make a tremendous moment ; did not expect him then. Thank goodness, the hook is not 
swipe with the rod. A frantic tug behmd, crash, there aroes the ton off this time. 


sw™ with the rod. A frantic tug behind; crash, there goes the top off this time: 

fhft hniVt nV ^ pine-tree, high up on ^ The next stream is very deep, strong and narrow ; the best chance 

1 X ^ the language of imprecation. I is close in on my side. By Jove, here he is, he took almost beside 
wa^e out, climb the bark, exteicate the fiy, get out a spare top, and the rock. He sails leisurely out into the strength of the stream, if 

\ if goes dow, the water 


Something wrong, the hook has he wflOL come up, I can manage Hm, but if he goes down, the water 
coat, bet^en my shoulders. I must get the coat ofE is very swift ani brokeu, there are big boulders, and then a sheer 
somehow, not an easy thing to do, on account of my india-rubber wall of rock difdoult to pass in cold Wood, and then the Big Pool. 
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He insists on going down, I liold hard on him, and refuse 
line. But he leaps, ^ and then, well he will have it ; down 
he rushes, I after nim, over the stones, scrambling along 
the rocky face ; great heavens ! the top joint of the rod is 
loose ; 1 did not tie it on, thought it would hold well 
enough. But down it runs, right down the line ; it must 
be touching the fish. It is ; he does not like it, he jiggers 
like a mad thing, rushes across the Big Pool, nearly on to 
the opposite bani. Why won’t the line run ? The line 
is entangled in my boot-lace. He is careering about ; I 
feel that I am trembling like a leaf. There, I knew it 
would happen ; he is off with my last casting-line, hook 
and all. A beauty he was, clear as silver and fresh from 
the sea. Well, there is nothing for it but a walk back to 
the house. I have lost one fiy-book, two hooks, a couple 
of casting-lines, three salmon, a top joint, and I have 
torn a great hole in my coat. On changing my dress 
before lunch, I find my fiy-book in my breast pocket, 
where I had not thought of looking for it somehow. Then 
the rain comes, and there is not another fishing day in my 
fortnight. StiU, it decidedly was “ one crowded hour of 
glorious life,” while it lasted. The other men caught 
four or five salmon apiece ; it is their Red Letter Day. 
It is marked in black in my calendar. 


TOOTim 

[“It is a noteworthy fact that wHle debates have been 
languishing at Westminster, at Tooting there have been Mem- 
bers enough to ‘make a House* any day during the past fort- 
night, so keen an interest is the ‘Royal and Ancient’ game 
exciting .” — Daily Telegraph,'] 


What’s the use of hoot- 

Or cir-eum-lo-cuting ? 
M.P.’s off 
To play at G-olf . 

All the way to Tooting ! 

Petty points Pat’s moot- 
ing! 

Chances not computing, 
M.P. slips, 

(Despite the Whips) 

Off to G(5f at Tooting I 

Landlords may be looting. 
Tenants may be shooting ; 


Where ’s the fun 
In that f Let ’s run 
Off to G-olf at Tooting I 

So M.P.’s are “ scooting,” 
On-the-gay-galoot-ing ; 

Cut the House 
(It shows their noits) 
For the Links at Tooting ! 

There is joy in shooting, 
Wine-ing or cherooting, 
Dinners, Moors, 

Weeds — all are bores. 
Compared with Golf at Toot- 
ing! 











CONSIDERATION FOR OTHERS. 

Tcnmny, ” I had such a bad Dream: last night, Grandpapa 1 ” 

The Admiral. “Tell it me, Tommy.” 

Tommy. “ Oh NO ! It would only frighten You as it frightened Me < * 


“BEYOISTD THE DREAMS OF AYARICE.” 

[“ Fifty Pounds Reward will be gratefully paid to any Lady or Gentle- 
man who will Assist m Recovering a valuable Heirloom .... Anyone 
with wealthy or influential friends can at once secure above reward. 
Address, &c.”] 

I AM an impecumous young man, and, the other day, on seeing 
this Advertisement in the Times, I was seized with a wild desire to 


“at once secure above reward.’ 



ttvmM 


Said I to myself, “I have 
‘ wealthy and influential 
friends.’ There is my 
cousin’s uncle, who has, I 
believe, thirty thousand a- 
year, though I never saw 
any part of it, or of him, 
for the matter of that ; and 
there is my own aunt by 
marriage j whose second 
husband is a K.C.B., but I 
forget his name, and do not 
^ know where he lives.” So 
\ I sat and thought about it 
‘\ for a time with my eyes 
shut, and then I started. 

1 The train was so full, that 
I imagined it must be mar- 
ket-day in some neigh- 
^ bounng town, but the 
station was so much fuller, 
that I could hardly get out 


of the train. At last, edgeways, I reached a pale and melancholy 
ticket-collector, and asked him where I should find the address 
mentioned. He turned a pitying eye upon me, and, pointing to the 
crowd that filled the station, said, weari^, “They^re aR a-goin’ 
^ they ’ve all arst me. You ’d better foUer ’em.” 

This statement filled me with desperation i I fought Rufl struggled 


through the vast crowd of persons “with wealthy and infiuential 
friends ” until I reached the open street. By that time I was ex- 
hausted, and, finding that the street was even fuller than the station 
had been, I gave up the attempt. I saw that the reserve of gold at 
the Bank of England would not have suflflced to pay each applicant 
the promised £50. In any case I felt sure that by that time the 
whole of the money in the town must have been used up. So, 
without hat or umbrella, and with my coat as much divided up the 
back as up the front, I returned — to consciousness, and went on 
reading the newspaper. 

“THE FORESTERS.” 


All the greatest swells 
Of the U. S. A. 

Come to see a new. 
Fascinating play. 

Yerses by a Lord 1 
Music by a Knight ! 

Just the thing in which 
Democrats delight. 

YHien the hearty praise 
Bursts from Yankee lips, 

“ Pass and blush the news 
Over glowing ships : ” 
"What are “glowing snips ” ? 

That I ’ve never guessed, 

“ Pass the happy news, 

Blush it tbro’ the West ; ” 
This I simply quote 
From the poet’s muse ; 


Hang me if I know 
How you “ blush the news ” ! 
Anyhow, you do. 

If the lines will scan, 

“ Till the red man dance,” 

Do you think he can ? 

“ And the red man’s babe 
Leap beyond the sea.” 

Active sort of child, t 
Surely, that must be ! ’ 

“ Blush from West to East,”^ 
Blush from left to right, 

“ Tin the W'est is East,” 

And the black is white, 

Daly is the man! 

Daily is the play, 

“ Dailies ’’ puff it up. 

In the kindest way. 


More Appropriate. — The Senate House, where the Degree 
Examinations take place, might well be termed “The Spinning 
House.” It is there that unfortunate Candidates are “ spun.” 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER^HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


IMtle Jones, “Yoit’ll give mb a Dance to-morrow night, won’t tott, Mrs. Foote?” 
Mrs, Foote {who is anxious to show her matronly consideration for Unmarried Girls), ** Well 
I can’t promise, and if the Men run seort, you know, I shan’t Dance at all ? ” 


THE TELEPHONE CINDERELLA; 

Or, Wanted a Godmother. 

[“ Far from taking up and developing the new 
mode of comtniuiioation thus given into its hands, 
it (the Post Office) could not forget its attitude of 
hostility to the innovation, or conceive any larger 
policy than one of repressing the telephone in order 
to make people stick to the telegra^ . . . The re- 
sult is that England lags far hehind all other civilised 
countries in the use of the telephone.” — Times J\ 
Ate — “ Ulalume,^^ 

CimsRSLLA^ you sit and look sober, 
Cinderella^ you mope aud look queer— 
You mope, and look dolefully queer ; 

As chill as John Millais’ “ October 
. As you haye done, this many a year. 


t is hard on you ; Mozart or Auber 
Might fail your depression to cheer — 
Had you taken the draught named 
Glauber, 

You could scarce look duller, my dear 
n. 

Our times, dear, are truly Titanic, 
Perfection seems Science’s goal — 

Dim, distant, dark Science’s goal— 

But we ’re still a bit given to panic. 
Monopolies moodily toU — 
Monopolies restlessly roll — 

That ’s why there ’s a movement volcanic 
That stirs us from pole unto pole — 

A moaning that’s vamly volcanic, 

In the realms of the (Telegraph) pole. 


III. 

Deputations are serious and sober. 

Officials look palsied and sere — 

They indulge in rhetoric small-beer 
(Instead of sound sparkling October) 

They ’re frightened about yow, my dear — 
(You, at present in two senses, dear !) 

They would scan the far future, and probe her, 
But can’t— and it makes them fe^ queer ; 

As you sit by the lire, looking sober. 

You make them sit up and feel queer. 

IV. 

Your sisters, whose airs are unpleasant, 
Regard you with arrogant scorn — 

With arrogant, uneasy scorn — 

True, they have the puU, for the present. 

But fear you, the fair youngest born. 

They know that your glory is crescent. 

And, though each uplifteth her horn. 

Each feels that her glory ’s senescent, 

In spite of their duplicate scorn. 

V. 

Mm Telegraph, lifting her finger, 

Says — Sadly this minx I mistrust — 

Her manners I strangely mistrust — 

She ’U. distance us, dear, if we linger ! 

Ah, haste !— -let us haste !— for we must ! 

She ’ll eclipse us — that would be a stinger ! 

She ’ll rise, and our business is “ bust ” — 
My dear, we must snub her, and bring her 
Presumptuous pride to the dust — 

Tin she sorrowfully sinks in the dust ” 

VI. 

Tost rephes — “Oh, it’s nothing but dreaming. 
Her hoping to put out our hght ! — 

Our brilliant and duplicate light ! 

What did Fergtjsson say, blandly beaming 
Upon the tired House t’other night ? 

He said he would make it all right.^ 

Ah, we safely may trust to his scheming — 

Be sure he will lead us aright — 

He won’t let the damsel there dreaming 
Despoil us of what is our right — 

The monopoly plainly our right I ”i 

vn. 

Yet watch Cinderella, and list her ! 

She yet will emerge from her gloom— 

Time will conquer her fears and her gloom. 
Before her she hath a bright vista.* 

The fairy Godmother will come ! 

Redtape shall not long seal her doom. 

What is written is written ! No “ sister,’ 
(Though scorning her beauty, and broom) 
Shall shroud her bright light in the tomb 
Which yet the whole land shall illume ’ 

vxn. 

She’s “some pumpkins” — though now she 
looks sober — 

She ’s brilliant ; she is “ no small beer.” 

No, no, Cinderella, my dear ! 

Your envious “ sisters ” may jeer, 

And sit on you yet, for a year ; 

^ Redtape your advancement may fear, 

And Monopoly’s patrons look queer ; 

But, as sure as the month of October 
Is famous for sound British beer. 

Tested Interest time shaR prove no bar 
To your final triumph, my dear ! 

* Poe, not Mr, Puneh, should have the credit 
of this and certain other Cockney rhymes. 


“Honi Soit qui Mal t Pense.”— “The 
competition for the Evill Prize also took place 
yesterday ” (t. e. , last Thursday. Vide Times) , 
The prize so Evilly named was won by Mr. 
Philip Brozel, of the Royal Academy of 
Music, who must have expressed himself as 
being at least deucedly delighted, even if 
he did not use some much stronger and 
wronger expression. Henceforth Philip 
Brozel has an EviH reputation. Let us 
hope he will live up to it, and so live it down. 






THE TELEPHONE Cl 

OE, WANTED A GODM 
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iwiA-riKi^E 7 nil A Ml A anuounced^ and sit down against the wall, entertaining one another 

lYIATIIMEE iVlAIMlA. in dumh-show,)^ Footman [re-^entering]* “Sir, a roughly-dressed 

{A Slcetch at any Theatre on most afternoons.) stranger, who says he knew you in Norway, under an alias, requests 

mi T? X -rr T XT ^ 7 *7 afewwords.’^ Sir J. “Confusion! — one of my former accomplices 

1 he J^ront of the House, In the Boxes and Dress-circle are ^ crime — my guests must not he present at this interview!’^ 
friends and relations of the Author. In the Stalls are a couple Quests,) “Ladies and Gentlemen, will you step into the ad- 
oj Critics who leave early, actors and actresses' resting, joining room for a few minutes, and examine my collection of war- 

rnore friends amd relations. In the Pit, the front row is filled 'v^eapons?” {Guests retire, with amiable anticipations of enjoyment, 
by the Authors domestic servarits, the landladies of several of The Stranger enters, and telk another long story,) “ I smilestul,” he 
the performers, and a theatrical charwoman or two, behind them concludes—** hut even a dead man’s skull will smile. Allow me then 
a sprinkling of the general public, whose time apparently hangs tke privileges of death!” {At this an irreverent Pittite suddenly 
heavily on th^r hanm. In a Stage-box is the Author herself, guffaws, and the Audience from that moment perceives that the 
with a sycophantic Companion. A murky gloom pervades the piece possesses a humorous side. The Stranger goes ; the Guests 
Auditorium ; a scratch orchestra IS playing a lame and tuneless return, Be-enter Footman), “Sir, an elderly man, who was 
/or second time, to compensate a little ^lay acquainted with your family years ago, insists on seeing you, and 
of fifteen rriinuUs between the first and second Tableaux m the ^ take no denial I ” Villain {with presence of mind— to Guests.) 
Second Act, Tr^ orchestra ceases, and a Chechtaker at the Pit Ladies and Gentlemen, will you step into the neighboaring apart- 
door whistles Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay Some restless spirits ment, and join the dancers P” {The Guests obey, TAe Elderly Man 
stamp feebly, ^ ^ enters, and denounces 15 who mendaciously declares that he is 

The Author, I wish they would be a little quicker. I ’ve a good his own second cousin Joseph ; whereupon the visitor turns down his 
ind to go behind mj self and coat-collar, and takes off a false 

irry them up. The audience |, beard,) “ Do you know me now, 

•e beginning to get impatient. Iji Jaspee Shoppuh ? ” he cries. 

Her Companion, But that liM “J am Joseph — ^your second 

LOWS how interested they are, ^ h\ cousin!” .... “What, ho, Sir 

it, dear ? li I Insolence!” the Villain retorts. 

Author, I think it ought to | U j “ And so you come to deliver me 

iterest them, but I did expect I l<( '• to Justice?” . . . “Not so,” says 

Ley would have shown a little ! J / f \ Joseph. “Long years ago I 

ore enthusiasm over that situa- lii llj swore to my dying Aunttopro- 

on in the last they ^re V I i!l tect your reputation, even at the 

ither a cold audience ! il . ^ expense of my own. I come to 

Comp, It’s above their heads, ii il warn you that” &c.,&c. {The 

3ar, that ’s where it is— plays i i I ?( Audience, who are now in excel- 

:e such rubbish nowadays, people wKU 'i if, lent spirits, receive every indderit 

)n’t appreciate a really great i, I l with uncontrollable merriment till 

rama just at first. I do hope 1 ' ' the end of the Act, Another long 

X, lEVTifG-, Mr. Haee and Mr. | Mm V'Ik M(U wait, enlivened by a piccolo solo,) 

EEEBOHH Teee wiU come in — IWii pK W I I SMpfnii lil/ lfS^ W'l Author, Lavln'II, it ’s too dis- 

’m sure they ’ll be only too i i | - \ W graceful— it ’s a deliberate con- 

nxious to secure it I i , j | ; / M/ spiracy to turn the piece into ridi- 

Author, I don’t know that I ^ if/ ^ never thought ^my own 

lould care for it to come out at would turn against me — 

le Lyceum, hut of course if the I ' ^ might have known ! 

>rms were very — oh, they ’re . . i , Comp, It wasn’t the play they 

sginning at last! I hope this , 1 laughed at, dear— that’s lovely — 
ght comedy scene will go well. so ridictilously acted, 

furtain rises: Comic dialogue you know! 

-nothing whatever to do with '7 '' 1/ Author, Of course the acting 

he plot— between a Footman and // / [ // abominable — ^but they might make 

Matinee Maidservant in short , •. If allowances for that. It is so un- 

eeves, a lace tucker, and a dia- fair! \The Play proceeds. The 

lond necklace;^ depression of i Heroine* s jealousy has been ex- 

udience. Serious characters \ M \\ J Villain, for vague 

nter and tell one another long \ \ \ ' \ I v' J purposes of his own,^ and the 

nd irrelevant stories, all about \ ’ \ ^ Hero is trying to disarm hen' 

othing. When the auditor re- suspicions. She, “But why are 

larks. “ Your story is indeed a > you constantly going from Paris 

id one — but go on,” a shudder u to London at the beck and call 

oes through the house, which of that man?” He {aside), ^^'‘55. 

ecomes a groan ten minutes later she only knew that I do it to 

'jhen the listener says: *‘You \\ w\\ ' shield my second cousin, JA.SPEE 

.ave told tneyour history — ^now \ ^\\ ^\\’\ — but my oath! — I cannot teU 

tear mineP* He tells it; it “ Sir, a roughly-dressed stranger ... requests a few words.” her! {To her,) The reason is 

waves, if possible, duller and i ^ j darhng— he is my 


mind to go beMnd mjself and 
hurry them up. The audience 
are beginning to get impatient. 

Her Companion. But that 
shows how interested they are, 
doesnH it, dear ? 

Author, I think it ought to 
interest them, hut I did expect 
they would have shown a little 
niore^ enthusiasm over that situa- 
tion in the last tableau — they ’re 
rather a cold audience ! 

Comp, It’s above their heads, 
dear, that ’s where it is — plays 
are such rubbish nowadays, people 
don’t appreciate a really great 
drama just at first. I do hope 
Mr. lEVTife, Mr. Haee and Mr. 
Beeebohh Teee wiU come in— 
I ’m^ sure they ’ll be only too 
anxious to secure it I 

Author, I don’t know that I 
should care for it to come out at 
the Lyceum, hut of course if the 
terms were very — oh, they’re 
beginning at last! I hope this 
I light comedy scene will go well. 
{Curtain rises: Comic dialogue 
— nothing whatever to do with 
the plot — between a Footman and 
a Matinee Maidservant in short 
sleeves, a lace tucker, and a dia- 
mond necklace ; ^ depression of 
audience. Serious characters 
enter and tell one another long 
and irrelevant stories, all about 
nothing. When the auditor re- 
marks, “Your story is indeed a 
sad one — but go on,” a shudder 
goes through the house, which 
becomes a groan ten minutes later 
when the listener says : ** You 
have told me your history — ^now 
hear mine!” He tells it; it 
proves,^ if possible, duller and 




“ Sir, a roughly-dressed stranger . . . requests a few words.” 


more irrelevant than the other marCs, A love-scene follows, cha- Private Secretary ! ” {Boars of inextinguishable laughter, drown- \ 
racterisedhy all the sparkle and brilliancy ^ Temperance Cham- ing the Wife's expressions of perfect satisfaction and confidence, 
pagne" ; the House witnesses the fall of the Curtain with apathy.) The Hero wants to^ go out ; the Wife begs him to stay ; she has * a 
Author, That love-scene was perfectly ruined by the acting ! She presentiment of evil — a dread of something unseen, unknown,' He 
ought to have turned her head aside when he said, ‘* Dash the tea- goes : the Villain enters in evening dress.) Villain. *‘ Your husband 
pot ! ” hut she never did, and he left out all that about dreaming of is false to you. Meet me in half an hour at the lonely hut by the 
W when he was ill with measles in Mashonaland! I wish they cross-roads, and you shall have proof of his gmlt.” {The Wife 
wouldn’t have such long waits, though. We timed the piece at departs at once, just as she is. Villain, soliloquising,)] “So— my 
rehearsal, and, with the cuts I made, it lonly played about four diabolical schemes prosper. I have got Joseph out of the way by 
hours ; hut I ’m afraid it will take longer than that to-day. stratagem, decoyed bis wife— my early love— to a lonely hut, where 

Comp, I don’t care how long it is — ^it ’s so beautifully written ! ^ my minions wait to seize her. ^ Now to abduct the child, destroy the 
Author, Well, I put my vmole 5 ow/ into it, you know; but it’s certificate of vaccination which alone stands between me and a 
not till this next Act that I show my full power. [^Curtain rises on Peerage, set fire to the home of my ancestors, accuse Joseph of all 
a drawing-room, furnished with dingy^ wrecks from the property- my crimes, and take my seat in the House of Lords as the Earl of 
room — the home o/ Jaspee, the Villain, who is about to give an AddeleggI Ha-ha — a good night’s work! a good " ^ Jos^h 


evening party, Winter a tiooaea crone, ”bir jaspee, x nave a \jrom oacK), ■ xnou so. x nave nearo. au. x wuul juave lu. xou 
secret oi importance, which can only he revealed to your private s^a^not! {^c,, ^c,) Villain, “ You would thwart my schemes ? ” 
ear!” {Shivers of apprehension amongst the audience,) Sir J, Joseph {firmly), I would. My wife and child shall ” (^c., 

“Certainly, go into yonder apartment, and await me there.” &e,) Villain {slowly), “ And the oath you swore to my Mother, your 
{Sigh of relief from spectators,) AFootman, “ Sir, the guests wait I ” dying Aunt, would you break that?” Joseph {overcome), 

Sir J, {with lordly ease), “Bid them enter!” {They troop in un- oathT my Aunt! Ah, no, I cannot, I must not break it. Jaspee 


Fnter a hooded crone, “Sir Jaspee, 


(from back) 
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Shoppttn, I am powerless— you must do your evil will ! ” {JSCe sinks 
on a settee . Triumph of Villain^ tableau^ and Curtain.) 

Author, I wouldn’t nave believed that a modern audience would 
treat heroic conduct like that as if it was laughable. It ’s enough to 
make one give up play- writing altogether ! 

Comp, Oh, I wouldn’t do ihat^ dear. You^ mustn’t punish 
Posterity ! [The Play goes on and on ; the Villain removes incon- 
veniently repentant tools^ and saddles the Hero with his nefarious deeds. 
The Hero is arrested^ but reappears^ at liberty^ in the next Act {about 
the Ninth)^ and no reference whatever is made to the past. ^ Old serious 
characters turn up again^ and are welcomed with uproarious delight. 

At the end of a conversation^ lasting a quarter of an hour^ the Bady's- 
maid remarks that “ her Mistress has been very ill, and must not talk 
too muchP Cheers from Audience, General joy when the Villain re- 
turns a hopeless maniac. Curtain about six, and hud calls for Author.) 

Author, NotMng will induce me to take a call after the shameful 
way they ’ve behaved ! And it ’s all the fault of the acting. When 
we get home, I ’U read the play aU through to you again, and you ’ll 
see now it ought to have been done ! A hundred and twenty pounds 
simply thrown away ! 

[Retires, consoled by her Companion, and the consciousness that 
true genius is invariably unappreciated. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED FROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 


fellow first putting: his mouth and then his ear to other end of yopr 
trumpet. Sometimes I say to him, sharply, ‘ I don’t si>eak through 


Bobby, besides being the political director of the strategy of the 
iberal Party, is a County Member. It was 


MAcImsTES to Uin)EE-SEC!BETAEY FOE PoEEiGN’ Affa-IRS. Wants to that arises from preoccupation in matters of State.” 
know “whether his attention has been called to the increase of Bobby, besides being the political directo 
^ drinking among Natives in the Coast Towns P” Liberal Party, is a County Member. It was 

Catjston particularly depressed. in this last capacity he appeared at Table 

W ©f “I sat for Colchester for five years, you know,” to-night in Debate on Second Rea^ng of 

\ he said, ** and grew into habit of regarding the Small Holdings BUI. House received him 

Natives as my constituents. ^ Por five years never with hearty cheer. No one more popular 
swallowed one without thinking I was reducing the than Bobby. Delight uproariously mani- 
number on the Register. Used to excuse myself festedwhen, daintily pulling at his abun- 
f w on the ground that the particular bivalve that had dant shirt-cuff, and settling his fair ^ 

r H disappeared must have been a Conservative, or it young head more comfortably upon 

MBBH 1 I would never have been so stupid as to leave summit of his monumental collar, he |l 

M B psW pL its comfortable bed to embark on such a deprecatingly observed — ' 

journey. My interest in the oyster is now “Mr. Speakee, Sir, I am not an 
secondary. They don’t flourish in South- Agricultural Labourer.” 
mBmm ; whelks more in our way down there. Still The speech a model of Parliamentary 

one camot forget old associations, and confess I’m debating, full of point, resting on sound 
UmMm f 2 ,ther knocked over to hear this report I^^cInnes argument, lucidly stated, and all over in 

has brought up. Can’t imagine anything more five minutes. Business done, — ^Debate on 
t distressm^ than the spectacle of a drunken oyster Small Holdings Bill. 

miMm with dis- ^ 



bevelled beard 
— coming ^ 
^ home late at 

^ night and try- 

m ing to get ^ 

into another 
Native’s shell 
imder impres- ^ 

is g:, t X « ^hat he ^ 
Sir, I am not— recognised 

his own front door. Must see 
WnFEm LAwsoiir about this ; 
get up an Oyster Temperance 
Society^ ; framed certificates, 
blue ribbon, and all that. If 
the thing spreads, we shall 
have oysters emitting quite a 
rum-punch flavour when we add 
the lemon.” ^ 

Gloom dissipated two hours 
later by appearance of Bobby ^ 

Speecee at the Table. Bobby ^ 

doesn’t often witch the House 
with oratory. Content with 
important though to outsiders 
obscure position he oceumes in 
Party administration. His is J 

the hand that pulls the strings ^ 

to which Liberal Party dance, a; 
ScHKADHOEST gets some credit, 
but everybody knows Bobby ’ s 
the man. To see these two 
political strategists in confer- 
ence is sufficient to reassure the 
Liberal Party ou the possible BB 
issues of the General Election. 

ScporADHOEST Complains that 
Bobby has a trick, after ad- 
dressing him through the ear- 
trumpet he (S.) carries in 
reminiscence of Joshua Rey- 
HOLDS, of putting his ear to / 
the trumpet as if he expected / 
the answer to arrive through / 
that medium. 

“Yery embarrassing,” 







W / 





y 







'i'^4 


-an Agricultural 
Labourer.” 















> Tuesday, — Morning Sitting. 

Sexton at length worked off 
'A the speech on Irish Education 
'y Bill, that has hung over House 
^ like cloud since Bill was intro- 
duced in earliest days of Ses- 
sion. Wasn’t in his place the 
first night ; so friends and col- 
leagues wore out the sitting to 
1;;^ preserve his opportunity. When 
this next presented itself. 

r Sexton thought the hour ana 
condition of House unsuitable 
for person of his consequence; 
declined to spe^. To-day, Ms 
last chance, tMngs worse than 
ever. Benches empty, as usual I 
at Morning Sitting. But now i 
^ or never, and at least there I 

^ would be long report in Irish | 

papers. So went at it by the i 
hour. Finished at a quarter to 
five. At Morning Sitting, de- 
^ hate automatically suspenaed at 
ten minutes to seven ; two 
hours and five minutes for 
everyone else to speak. SiN- 
CLAIE long waiting chance to 
thrust iu his nose. Found it at 
1 — last ; but House wearied and 
worn out ; glad when seven 
o’clock approached, and BiU 
read First Time, 


“Yery embarrassing,” ^ \ \ At Evening Sitting, Lawyers 

ScH^A3K0^says,“tohavea MR. JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIM ON THE HUMOURS OF PARLIAMENT.” Kx^oSp^ed ^1^0^ Stw 
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of Conspiracy in admirable speech. Later came Lockwood, speak- Irish Members vociferously cheered when Stanhope read the pas- 
ing disrespectfully of “ B.’’ Then Sqttiee op Ma.lwood» girding sage from ColoneFs report. Anomer non- commissioned omcer 
at Solicitoe-Gtenekal ; Matthews followed, with plump assertion advancing from the rear, repeated order. , 

that Squire had not been talking about the Resolution Finally “I won’t do ’t!” roared the implacable Private O CjEADY. 
Chaeles Russell, with demonstration that “ the Right Hon. Gen- Once more^ the Irish Members burst into cheering, whilst a 
tleman (meaning Matthews) had displayed a complete misconcep- soldier in uniform in Strangers Gallery lool^d on and listened, 
tion of the character and objects of the Resolution.” Being thus Would like to hear his account of scene confided to comrades in 
demonstrated upon unimpeachable authority that nobody knew privacy of barrack-room. j. £ m 

anything about the Resolution, House proceeded to vote upon it. When Stanhope finished reading report oi commanding 

For, 180; against, 226. Ministerialists cheered; Opposition appa- battalion, Irish Members leaped to thmr feet in body, each anxious 
rently edually delighted. So home ' to bed, everyone determined to stand shoulder to shoulder with Private 0 Geady deiying the 
first thing in morning get hold of newspaper, and see what the Saxon. Holan, who had set ball rolling, might have got in 
Resolution really was about. Business done. — Miscellaneous. first, but was so excited as to momen'^rily speechless ; could only 


first, but " 


night to ‘the funny man of the House of Commons,* — ‘ A man who duly figure in Parliamentary Report as Yindicator of Nationality, 
has a natural taste for bufioonery, which he has cultivated with great Defender of St. Patrick, and Patron of Private 0* Geady. 


art, who has a hatred of every Government and all kinds of restraint, | 
andespeoially, of course, _ 

of the Government that ■ r •v r ‘T- : ^ ‘.u 

happens to be in ofS.oe.* b ^ 

Conldn’t be Heneage, -s/'rerv i . 

and I don’t suppose he ^ 

had^jESSE in^his^mind " ' ' ” * ' 

But he ’s falling off now 
in that as in other mat- 
ters. Made me rub my 

eyes "^hen I gad his ^ 

what he used to say on 
subject when he and I 
ran together. Certainly M ^ 

Joe is a man of cou- 

rage. There are topics “ ‘ Safety Matches ’ for Life. — The followi 








There’s nothing new about Ireland,” said Poltalloch, talking 

the matter over later 
^ '! in the Lobty. “’Tis 

-C the most distressful 

- \ country that ever yet 

^ ' '■ punish T. O’Gbadt For 

— tfie wearing of the 

Green.” 

Business done . — 
Small Holdings Bill 
- read Second Time. 

H V, i B'r id ay Nigh t . — 

. V .yM : House behaved nobly 

' to-riight; Fenwick 

’ .M] ' brought forward Mo- 

Members. House 

^ arbiter of situation; 

might have voted itself 
anything a year it 






JOE IS a man or cou- ^ anything a year it 

rage. There are topics “ ‘ Safety Matches ’ for Life.— The following notice has been issued by the Salvation Army : pleased. Only say the 
he might, with memory ^ Safety matches are now made by the Social Wing without sulphur or phosphorus, which will flame word, and JOKIM would 
of past speeches, easily What do we mean? Just this. That if you are unmarried, and do not know have been bound to find 

avoid or oircumnavi- 7*!®’^® ? 8 “*"®%?°" can communicate mth Colonel Bahker, Matrimonial Bureau, the money. Members 

gate. ^ But ^ he goes s^^eb^dy kTSbl^and^oJl?” ’’ probably supply you with just what you want- flocked down in large 


straight at ’em, whe- 


numbers : Campbbll- 


ther fence or ditch, takes them at a stride regardless of his former Banneeman, seated on Front Opposition Bench, declares he could 
self, splashed with mud in the jump, or smitten with the horse’s distinctly hear smacking of lips of Hon* Members below Gangway 
hoot. Makes me quite sentimental when 1 sit and listen to him, when Fenwick observed he thought £365 a year would he reasonable 
and recall days that are no more, Mrs. Gummidge thinking of the allowance. However insidious temptation may have been, it was 
Old ’Un is nothing to me thinking of the Young ’Un who came up nobly resisted. Of nearly 400 Mem^rs who took part in Division, 
from Birmingham in 1876, and who from ’80 to ’85 walked hand in only 162 reached out their hand for the pittance, 227 lofty souls 


hand with me. 

We were patriots together. — ^Ah! placeman and peer 
Are the patrons who smile on your labours to-day ; 

And Lords of the Treasury lustily cheer 
Whatever you do and whatever you say. 

Go, pocket, my Joseph, as much as you will, 

The times are quite altered we very well know ; 

But will you not, will you not, talk to us still. 

As you talked to us once long ago, long ago ? 

We were patriots together ! — know you will think 
Of the cobbler’s caresses, the coalheaver’s cries, 

Of the stones that we throw, and the toasts that we drink 
Of our pamphlets and pledges, our libels and lies ! 

When the truth shall awake, and the country and town 
Be heartily weary of Balfour & Co., 

My Joseph, hark back to the Radical frown, 

Let ns be what we were, long ago, long ago ! ” 


going into other Lobby. 

Business done , — ^Private BUI Procedure Bill brought in. 


VERY ORCHID! 

[“ The more I think about it, the more I am convinced that the life of a 
Peer is not a happy one.” — Mr, Chamberlain, before the Jewellers' and 
Silversmiths' Association at Birmingham,'] 

The Orchid is a thoughtful plant — ^it loves the lordly hot-house. 

And naturally reprobates poor gUliflowers as “ pot-house ; ” 

’Tis rich, exotic, somewhat miscellaneously florid ; 

The rough herbaceous annuals it vulgar deems, and horrid. 

With all that’s forced and precious it should fraternise in reason, 
With luscious fruits and rarest roots, and produce out of season ; 

It may perhaps at primroses a condescending hand point ; [point. 


“Bless me,” I cried, “how beautiful! I didn’t know that, It might be friends with stocks — ^but from a pure commercial stand- 
among your ^ many accompHshments, you were given to dropping And yet— it is a thoughtful plant—though such a growth fastidious, 
-J.. a.^-r, -Ui L* itu* ?+ n -i-i. The proud but simple strawberry still seems to it invidious ; 

Tut, tut i ” saidtheSAGE, blushmg “it isu’taflmy OMm; written Those ducal leaves that shine and twine around the nation’s garden, 
years ago by IV^ckwoeth Peaed, about John Cam Hobhouse* It fancies more delectable than all the blooms of Hawarden. 

1 "ve only brought it up to date.” n 3 a j. i . 1 

Business done. — ^Eight Hours’ Bill thrown out on a Division. OTonid s bosom bleeds to feel that, while he flaunts in colour, 

® pSS. Dw ’htaS SlhtidM of ?“■ 

shamrock, which he stuck in his glengarry. {Note. — 0’ Geady, an ^ courtly leaves ot strawberries, old England’s grace and glory, 
Irishman, belongs to a Welsh Regiment, and, to complete the pickle, ^ castle-keeps that moulder high and hoary, 

wears ^ a Scotch cap.) The ignorant Saxon officer in command comfort for your drooping days, what halm in dire dejection, 

observing the patriot muster with what he, all unconscious of St. That yonder orchid spruce extends his shelter and protection. 
Patoiok’s Day, thought was “ a handful of greens ” in his cap, But, garland sere of Yere de Yere, wan ornaments of Fable, 
mstoucted the ngi-commissipned officer to ^er him to take it out. The orchid is a thoughtful plant, and Hkes a gorgeous table : 

I "wcn t do t, sa^d gallant Private O G^dy, the hot Celtic And, should from otit your coronals one berry br'ight he shining* 
blood swiftly brought to boihng pitch by thi^ mstflt jfco St, Patrick. - -His patronage may snap it up— to ^aveit ftom’ declining ! 

JNOXICE.— Rejected Coauntmicatioxis or Contributions, wiLether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures oi any desoription. wlii 
m no case be returned, not even when acoompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To tbia rule 
there will be no exception. 
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p — DAr^ET PkAV ^ crown, to win five shillin’s ! {A scliooUhoy sees his way to 

BOAT"RACt DAY. douhlmg his last tip^ a7id speculates,)^ Wrong agin, my boy! It’s 

The Reader wiindndly imagine that he has crossed Hammers^nith 

Bridge, and is lemg carried along hy a jostlmg stream of sight- School-hoy departs, saddened by this most miexpected 

seers towards Mortlahe, The banks are already occupied — \ j* j. ^ u-l • j j. j* j* r. • 

although it still wants half an hour to the time fixed for the . f- {afatfmrmanunth an frog -face who is 

start-hy a triple row of tJiemore patient and prudint spectators. ^^^Verately hard to take m a sceptical arowd with the too 

On the left of the path, various more or less Shady (^araoters Now look ere. I don t mind tellm yer 

have established their ‘ ‘ pitches,” and are doing their best to frank, I m ere to ffet a bit, if I can ; ^ f 

beguile the unsophisticated. ^ '^ty, J shan’t grumble-1 11 promise yer that 

. ^ ^ mneh.! well, now — [to a stolid and respectable young Clerk) — -jest 

Tirst Shady Character [^presiding over a particoloured roulette to show yon don’t know me, and I don’t know yow — {he throws three 
board with a revolving and not unmanageable index). Three to one half-crowns into the purse). There, ’old that for me. Shut it. , 
any colour you like! Fairest game in the world! I’m a backin’ [The Clerk does so, grinning.) Thank you — ^you’re a gentleman, 
I’m a lay in’ . . . Pop it on, you sportsmen! {Two Sportsmen — a though you mayn’t look like it — ^but perhaps you’re one in disguise. 
couple of shop-boys— pop it on^^ in coppers,) Taller was your Now gimme ’arf a crown for it.^ Ter won’t? Any one gimme 
colour — and it is a yaller cap, sure enough ! J’m a payin’ this time, arf a crown for it ? Why — {unprintable language) — ^if ever i I see 
Try it again! _ {They do.) Blue ’s your fancy this turn, my lord, sech a blahky lot o’ mugs in my life ! ’Ere, I’ll try yer once more ! 
And green it is! Good ole Hireland for ever I Twenty can play at {He does,) Noiv oo’ll gimme arf a crown for it ? {To a Genteel On- 
this game as well as one ! Don’t be afraid o’ yer looker, with an eyeglass, who has made an audible 


this game as weU as one ! Don’t be afraid o’ yer 
luck — ’ave another go. Red did you put your 
coppers on ? And it ’s yaller again — and you 
lose 1 ( The Sportsmen pass on — with empty 

pockets,) Fairest game in the world ! 

Second S. C, {who 7ias been conducting a Con- 
fidence Auction from a barrow and egg-box). 
Well, I ’ope you ’re all satisfied, and if you 
{candidly ) — ^it don’t make no bloomin’ 
difference to me, for I’m orf — these premises is 
cornin’ dowm fur alterations. 

\He gets off the bai'row, shoulders the egg-box. 


and departs in search of fresh dupes 
A Vendor. Now all you wno are fond of a bit 
o’ fun and amusement, jest you stop and invest 
a penny in this little article I am now about to 
introdooce to your notice, warranted to make 
yer proficient in the ’ole art and practice of Pho- 
tography in the small space of five seconds and a 
arf — and I think you’ll agree with me as it 
ain’t possible to become an expert photographer 
at a smaller expense than the sum of one penny. 

’Ere I ’old in my ’and a simple little machine, 
consistin’ of a small sheet of glorss in a gilt 
frame. I ’ve been vaccinated five ’underd-and- 
forty-one times, never been bit by a mad dog in 
my life, and aU these ^ articles have 
been thoroughly fumigated before 
leaving the factory, therefore you’ll 
agree with me you needn’t be afraid 
o’ catchin’ the Infiooenza. They tell 
me it ’s nearly died out now—and no 
wonder, with everythink a cure for it 

— ^but this article is a certain remedy. IMiH 

All you’ve got to do is to bite ofi a 

corner of the glorss, takin’ care to be 

near a public ’ouse at the time, chew " ^ 

the glorss into small fragments, enter 

the public ’ouse, call for a pot o’ four 

ale, and drink it orf quick. It ope- / 

rates in this way; — the minoot portions ^ 

of the glorss git between the jaws 

of the microbe, preventin’ ’im from «I»m ole BilLv Fa 

closin’ ’is mouth, and thereby enablin’ ^ ^ 

you to suffocate ’im with the four ale. {To the Reader.) Will you 
allow me to show you how this little invention takes a photograph. 
Sir? kindly ’old it in your ’and, breathe on it, and look steadily on 


ut your ^ comment.) “ See ’ow it ’s done ! ” So yer orter. 

ind you with a glazier’s shop where yer eye orter be ! 

^ empty Well, if anyone had ’a told me I should stand 

Boat-Race Day too, orferin’ six bob 
f a Con- for arf a crown, and no one with the ordinary 

gg-box), pluck an’ straightforwardness to take me at my 

L if you JpM word, I ’d have suspected that man of tollin’ me 

^loomin’ a untruth! {To^ a simple-looking spectator.) 

mises is Will you ’old this purse for me ? Ter will ? 

Well, I like the manly way yer speak up ! {Here 
egg-box, the Gent. Onl., observing a seedy man slinking 

• . about outside, warns the company to '‘'‘mind 

of a bit their pockets ” — which excites the Purse-seRer’s 

d invest \. just indignation.) “Ere! — {to the G. 0.) — you 

about to \ take yowr ’ook ! I’ve ’ad enough o’ you, I ’ave. 

;o make \ Tou’re a bloomin’ sight too officious, you are ! 

of Pho- Not much in your pockets to mind — ’cent the 

ds and a key o’ the street, and a ticket o’ leave, I ’]1 lay ! 

ne as it If you carn’t bey ave as a Gentleman among 

)grapher Gentlemen, go ’ome to where you ’ad your ’air 

3 penny. cut last— to Pentonville !. {The G. 0. retires.) 

aachine, There, we shall get along better without Hm, 

1 a gilt ’Ow long are you goin’ to keep me ’ere ?' Upon 

ird-and- my word an’ honour, it’s enough to sicken a 

d dog in man to see what the world’s come to ! Where ’s 

yer courage ? Where ’s yer own common sense ? 

^ Where ’s your faith in ’umin nature ? What do 

Ycr expect ? {Scathingly.) Want me to wrop it 
up in a porcel, and send it ’ome for yer ? Is 
that what yer waitin’f or ! Dammy, if this goes 
^ shall git wild, and take and give the 
bloomin’ purse a bath! {The Simple Spectator 
I feels in his pockets — evidently for a half-crown.) 

’Ere, you look more intelligent than the rest— 
yer jest this once. Jest to show yer i 

^ don’t know me, and {Shouts of They We 

off! They We coming !^^ from the bank; the 
, V Cp Purse-seller’s audience suddenly melts away, 

^ A j' ' leaving him ahne with the Seedy Slinker.) ’Ere, 

V'— ^ jjj£^ jjOLay as weR turn it up. ’Ere come 

them blanky boats ! 

“I’m ole BiRy Fairplay, Jam ! ” Juvenile Rlunger {with rather a complicated 

book on the event). If Oxford wins, I ’ve got ter 
{To the Reader.) WiR you 1 git a penny out of ’im, and if Kimebridge wins, you ’ve got ter git 


“I’m ole BiRy Fairplay, Jam ! ” 


allow me to show you how this little invention takes a photograph, a penny outer me ! 

Sir? kindly ’old it in your ’and, breathe on it, and look steadRy on Crowd {as the Crews flash by). Go it, Oxford! Ox— ford! No, 
the plate for the space of a few seconds. {All of which the Reader, Kimebridge I WeR rowed, Kimebridge ! . . . Oxford wins ! No, it 
heina the soul of courtesy, obliainalv does — and is immediately re- don’t. THl lav it don’t! Snlondid rvnin*. Whinh on ’em Tsma 


being the soul of courtesy, obligingly does — and is immediately re- don’t. IHl lay it don’t! Splendid rycin’. Which on ’em was 
warded hy observing the outline of a donkeyW head produced upon Oxford ? The inside one. No, it worn’t — they was outside. Well, 
the^ glass.) Now if you’R ’and that round. Sir, to aRowthe company Oxford was leading anyway! . . . There, thaVs aR over till next 

to judge whether it ain’t a correct likeness year ! Not much to come out for, either — on’y just see ’em for 

[But here the Reader will probably prefer to pass on, a second or so. Oh, I come out for the lark or it, Jdo . . . There 
Third S. C, {who is crouching on ground by a tin case, half goes the pi(^ins orf . . . We shan’t be long knowin’ now . . . ’Ere ’s 
covered with a rua. and vellina'). Ow-ow-ow-ow ! . . . Come an’ see the Press Boat cornin’ back . . . There, wot did I tell ver. now ? 


covered with a rug, and yelling), Ow-ow-ow-ow ! . . . Come an’ see the Press Boat cornin’ back . . . There, wot did I tell yer, now ? 
the wonderful little popsy-wopsy Marmoseet, what kin tork five WeR, they didn’t orter ha’ won, that’s aR— the others was the best 
lengwidges, walk round, shake ’ands, teR yer ’is buthday, ’is per- crew . . . ’Ere they are, aR together on the launch, d’ye see ? Seem 
cise age, and where he was keptured ! friendly enough, too, considerin’, torkin’ to each other and aR. Lor, 


[Crowd collects to inspect this zoological phenomenon, which — as they wouldn’t bear no malice now it’s 

enrtiM rtv. /l/vi n/\iv>ii.annn annf- c-h nl.! n no nnil- f.'P haniwnmn IVjan.dinl O T /~^ni.r\an^ fIne.nnniu.oj\ ^nnJ no oo 


soon as an inconvenient Constable is out of hearing— reveals 
itself as an illicit lottery. Speculators purchase numbered 
* tickets freely balls are shaken up in the tin box — and the 
popsy-wopsy invariably gets distinctly the best of it. 

Fourth S, C. extremely disreputable-looking old gentleman. 


with a cunningly curled piece of tape on a board). ’Ere, I ’m ole She is m 
Billy Fairplay, J am ! Come an’ try yer fortins at Rttle ’Ide an’ and says 
Find! Arf a crown yer don’t prick the middle o’ this bit o’ tape. Crocus.” 


[Crowd disperse, and patronise “ Ropsy Wopsy,^^ the Roulette, 
Ole Buly Fairplay, ^c., ^c., with renewed zest, 

Mrs. Ramsbotham is staying with her niece in the country. 


’Ere, I’m ole She is much delighted with the rich colour of the spring bulbs, 
: Rttle ’Ide an’ and says she at last understands the meaning of “ as rich as 


VOL on. 
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WILLIAM THE WHALER, AND HIS GREAT LONE WHALING EXPEDITION. 

Moderit Imperial German Version. (By Bizzy the Pilot.) 

Tlie arrangements for the German Emperor’s Whale-hnnting excursion have been made .’^ — The Tunes."] 
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’Twas arter he ’d got rid o’ Me, 
Brave boys . 

When WiLL-r-AM he did sa-a-a-ail, 
In a bit of a boat 
'Which would scarcely float, 
And he went for to catch a Whale, 

„ Brave boys! 

All alone for to catch a Whsle. 


His Sire and his Grandsire trusted Me, 
Brave boys ! 

Who was never known for to fa-a-a-il ; 
But he thought he knew 
More than Cap’en and crew, 

In the matter o’ catching a Whale, 
Brave boys I 

In the matter o’ catohiug a Whale. 


He ’d inwented a new harpoon, 

Brave boys 

As was shaped on a whoppingish soa-a-a-le 
And he thought with delight, 

(The “ magnanimous ” mite ! 

He was going to catch that Whale, 

Brave boys ! 

He made cocksure o’ catching that Whale ! 
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There were several Whales about, 

Brave boys! ■ ’ . i" T '' .'Vr-Zv j 'r''' ‘iH'H-IV ‘’i 

Here and there a twitching a ta-a-a-il ; i i . ' ' . '> Diiihill i ■' ' 

And he thinks, thinks he, ; ^ T . . .^%W i j!j|i .1. 1 ‘j 

But pertikler that big black Whale, !‘' ' '‘.t ' I]"- . ''' fi SU 

Most pertikler that bi^ ■ 

I A mere nipper for to captur/ a Whale. ' I ^ " i j | ^ 

For I knowed he was bound ^’or to fa-a-a-il ; il ! 'f''.' 1 ' ijllf'L'.' 1 IF- ^ i 

But he ups, and he offs, ^\!i ' Hk 

And he snubs me, and he scoffs / i' J j :H||I j 

At the notion of a-missing^that Whale, ^ * ' *' ' | fl'** ! 

The mere notion of not oatc^ng that Whale. ■'* ' p ’ "' wIm^ 'l 1 

And he bobbles ahoT^ on 1h^ 

He ain’t going for to catch that Whale. ^ i ^ | 

But the Whale gave a fl^skl with his ^ '"■v 

ta-a-a-an, •' I ^ ;:^ \ '’ 

And then vanished from his view, -"■ ' J '• i \ ///A 

With the harpoon wot he threw^ 

And WiLL-i- am: nearly followed that Whale, A BROTHER PASTE LLI ST. 

i. -rrru 1 [Messrs. GtOUPIL admit Artists and Students free to Mr. 'Whistler.’ s Exhibition.] 

Wos werry near to following that Whale : 

w-r^v -r 4.1,^ A.-.^ Gatehcepcr {stoppiTig squolid StvangeT). “How then, what do you want?” 

Then Wm-i-AM the Whaler looked dum- ^rcoME to seI Jimmy’s sLw.” Gatekeep^, “One Shilling, please!” 

looziea, s. “Hot me ! I ’m A Artist— corner o* Barer Street— chalks. Le’mme through ! ” 

A r • 4. iCMiclced! 

I Anri / eiTnyo miT o hoinm* -wnThin ha_a_a..li— *• 










WS-V:A 


A BROTHER PASTE LLIST. 

[Messrs. GtOUPIL admit Artists and Students free to Mr. 'Whistler’s Exhibition.] 




foozled. 

Brave boys I 

And I sings out — a being within ha-a-a-il — 

‘‘ I told you, noble Cap’en, 

Exactly wot would happen ! ” 

So he didn’t catch that hale, [^‘He was brought up to speak in the ante- ff^-te, a certain or uncertain W illiamc Pea, 

Brave boys ! stumping ^r 2 ,.'*^—LordEosehery on lord Granville,'] horsedealer, was summoned by the Police for 

ma.! a.„ ted, i. «„»i a:..,- JSS Si.^''i23.SS 

under the above headingj we would ask. Why He had pluck, and swift speech, though no tHs cLe^^ For^if the^o^i^one^i^t 

not mate laie Second Clief Commissioner for mere Party PumT 

ae BehMg Straits Difficulty, Mr. Seale To out late platform level he hardly worked ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Hayne, M.P., with Lord Sat aitd Sele to down- Jr-ee-iers. 

sTOak on the subject, and thensigntheoffioial But the popular sign of Aw day was “The ♦!,. 

docnments ? Frown ” Q/UESTION of Politeness.— Except in the 


^Signs’’ of the Times. 


Two Dromios.— One day last week at High- 


Mrs. R. has heard mnch lately abont the 
“ Sandringham Stud ” and the “ St. Andrews 
Links,” both of which, she understands, are 


Crown,” 

Of ours ’tis “ The Magpie and Stump.” 

A RROPHECT AS TO THE U. B. R. 


very large. She can’t make out how gentlemen When the Eights are reaching Chiswick, speak of a Lady as “ 

prefer them to nice, neat little shirt-buttons I One will give the other physio. Canon ? ” 


case of a man’s father having been “a big 
gun” at any time, to call anyone “a Son 
of a Gun,” has hitherto been considered a 
gross insult. Is it equally insulting to 
speak of a Lady as “a Daughter of a 
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AN EMPTY TRIUMPH. 

{A Story of Show Sunday,) 

It 'was Show Sunday ; lovers of Art were streaming in and out of 
every Studio they could hunt up, fired with a laudable ambition to 
break the record by_the number they visited in the hours between 
luncheon and dusk. 

The residence of so rising a painter as Tuttoeetto Tickler was 
naturally a place in which no person of any self-respect would 
"X » ? neglect to be seen ; and on this 

particular afternoon the en- 
1 tranoe-haU, sitting-rooms, and 

W studio were simply choked with 

1} K P. u / an eager throng of friends, 

v« acquaintances, and utter 

mv ‘ strangers ; for Tintoretto’s 

'm \ - lavish hospitality was well 

' /Mjf known, and no expense had 

' If /\ spared to give his quests 

C^.' I ' ' ■ V >\\ '. favourable an impression of 

.--1=- , his talent as possible. A couple 

^ 1 ,^ of knights, clad in complete 

^ gtggl — local greengrocer 

and an Italian model — ^took the guests’ hats, and announced their 
names ; there were daffodils and azaleas in profusion ; the Red 
Roumamans performed national airs in the studio-gallery ; Italian 
mandolinists sang and strummed on the staircase, and, in the 
dining-room, trim maid-servants, in becoming white caps and 
streamers, dispensed coffee, claret-cup, and ices to a swarm of well- 
conducted social locusts. 

Just outside his painting-room stood Tintoretto Tickler, at the 
receipt of compliment, which was abundantly and cheerfully paid. 
Indeed, the torrent of congratulation and delicately-expressed 
eulogy was almost overwhelming. One lovely and enthusiastic 
person told him that the sig[ht of his ‘ ^Dri/ad Disturbing a Beanfeast ” 
had Just marked an epoch in her mental development, and that she 
considered it quite the supreme achievement of the Art of the 
Century.^ A ponderous man in spectacles, whom Tickler had no 
recollection oi having ever 'met before in his life, encouraged him by 
his solemn assurance that his “ Jews Sitting in a Dentisf^s Waiting^ 
roomy in the reign of King Johny^ was perfectly marvellous in its 
realism and historical accuracy, and that it ought to become the 
property of the Nation; while an elderly lady, in furs and a 
crimped front, declared that the pathos of his nursery subject — a 
chiL(i endeavouring to induce a mechanical rabbit to share its bread- 
and-milk — ^was sending her home with tears in her eyes. Some 
talked learnedly of his “values,” his “atmosphere,” and the 
subtlety of his modelling ; all agreed that he had surpassed himself 
and every living artist by his last year’s work, and no one made any 
mistake about the nature of his subjects, perhaps because — in con- 
sideration for the necessities of the British Art-patron — they had 
been fully announced and described in the artistic notes of several 
Sunday papers. 

When they got outside, it is true, their enthusiasm slightly 
evaporated; Tickler was going off, he was repeating hhnself, he 
had nothing ^ that was likely to produce a sensation this year, and 
most of his pictures would probably never be seen again. 

As, however, these last remarks were not made in Tintoretto’s 
presence, it might have been thought that the unmistakable 
evidences of his success which he did hear would have rendered hi -m 
a proud and happy painter, — but if he was, all that can be said was 
that he certainly did not look it. He accepted the most effusive 
tributes with the same ghastly and conventional smile; from 
feminine glances of ^ unutterable gratitude and admiration he turned 
away with an inarticulate munable and an averted eye ; at times he 
^most seemed to be suppressing a squirm. If expre&sion is any 
index to the thoughts, he was neither grateful nor gratified, and 
distinctly uncomfortable. 

A painter-friend of his, who had been patiently watching his 
opportunity to get a word with him as he stood there exchanging 
handshakes, managed at last to get near enough for conversation. 

“ Yery glad to find there ’s no truth in it ! ” he began, cordially. 
“No truth in what!^^ said Tickler, a little snappishly, for he 
was getting extremely fractious, “ the compliments ” ? 

^ “ No, no, my dear boy. I mean in what a fellow told me outside 
just now—that some burglars broke into your studio last night, and 
carried off aU your canvasses — a lie, of course 1 ” 


a pity to have had all the expense and trouble for nothing, and 
didn’t believe the mere absence of pictures would make any particular 
difference. And— er— I ’m bound to say that, as you can see for 
yourself, it hasnH! ” 

And, even as he spoke, he had to resign himself once more to a 
farewell burst of positively fulsome appreciation. 


THE KING AND THE CLOWN. 

King Herbert Campbell the First, and Harry Payne, the 
Clown, were sitting together, quaffing, after hours, and when work 
was done, just as in the good old times was the wont of The King 
and the Cobbler y or The King and the Miller, To them entered a 
Constable, intent on duty, and no respecter of persons. Often had 
he seen the Clown maltreat a policeman on the stage, nay, had seen 
him unstuff him, cut his head off, and blow him limb from limb from 
a gun, and then put him together again ; the only mistake being 
that the unfortunate official’s head was turned the wrong way. So 
this Constable, too, looking backwards, as had done the poor panto- 
mimic policeman, remembered all the slights, insults, and injuries, 
publicly inflicted on his cloth for many years, and now rejoiced 
— Ha! ha! — at last at having the Clown, the original Joey, nay, 
the last of the J oeys, in his grasp. 

Poor King Herbert the Merry Monarch the Constable pitied, 
but still “ constabulary duty must be done,” as he had heard sung; 




Paynful Proceedings ; or, After the Pantomime ’s over. 

[See Times Report, Friday last, April 1st, “ All Fools’ Day.”] 

and remembering that my Lord Chief Justice, in days gone by, had 
sent off the Heir Apparent to prison, so now he the Constable, in the 
name of the Law, would hale King Herbert before the Magistrate, 
So King and Clown were had up accordingly. Did the Clown 
whimper, and cry, “ Oh, please. Sir, it wasn’t me. Sir; it was t’other 
boy. Sir ! ” and did the good King prepare to meet his fate like a 
man P and was he ready to put his head , cheerfully on the wig-block 
and declare with his latest breath (u^ to 12 '55 p.m.) that in his 
closing hours he died for the benefit of the Public ? we know not 
— except that^ both delinquents were let off — like squibs — and Mine 
Host, the Boniface, had to pay all the fines. He at all events had a 
Fine old time of it ! Sic transit I So fitly ends the long run of a 
good Pantomime, Finis coronat opus ! 


The Volunteer Review at Dover, 

General Idea of Officers in Command, — To make as few mistakes 
as possible in handling some thousands of imperfectly- drilled and 
entirely undisciplined bodies of men. 

The same of the Bank and File, — To spend an R-nm ifll holiday in 
marching and counter-marching, and then, after thirty miles of 
moving over a heavy country, to return to London dead beat. 


1 ^® ttey left Effectivelt SEixLiNa It.— A “par” in the jDatly Telegraph 

• 1 .. . last Friday informed US that “ The Bl^shop of ExBTEEa^mMsterfd, 

another onmi'-no. other, m perplexity, for TCsterday, the rite of confirmation to thirty-eight patients of the 

'With an ecstasy that Western Counties’ Idiot Asylum at Staroross. TMs is the first time 
dem^g^e^^f of mst^t e^resaon. _ , . a rite has teen conferred upon inmates of this institution.” 

“ I thinlr of sVin+tiTiD' ^ inmates, as, preTious to the ceremony there 

?®ttiiig away somewhere might have teen some hope of their recovery: hut now they have 
-hut my wife wouldn’t hear of it, you know ; safl it would be such become “ confirmed idiots.’^ ’ ^ 
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ODE TO A GIEAEEE. 

{On hearing that the Solitary Specimen at the Zoo 
had iust died, ) 

So Death has paid the Zoo a call, 

And claimed you for his own, 

"Who “neck or nothing ” had been left 
To bloom— and die — alone. 

From far I gazed into your face, 

I did not know your name, 

You looked uncomfortable, but 
I loved you all the same. 

^ Your neck was just a 

/if it I't confess. 

'N-' r'^lbvV I ’'V'e often thought if, 

I \ as a fact, 

could have done 

But we must take you 

J J} all in all, [pain 

11 -jut f And so I hear with 

II iTh That probably we shall 
^ not look 

Upon your like'again. 

I could have spared a buffalo 
Or elephant with ease, 

An armadillo, or a bear, 

A dozen chimpanzees. 

When Jumho left for foreign skies, 

I did not shed a tear, 

For though his Alice mourned his loss, 

I knew that you were here. 

You Ve gone to heaven, if that’s where 
The good giraffes all go. 


I wonder if you ’ll ever see 
What happens down below. 

I hope, for your own comfort, not, 

But, if you ever do, 

Please recognise me as the Man 
Who sadly haunts the Zoo. 

THE POET AND THE SONGS. 

I HAD a thought, a d^ty thought, 

A quaint and cunning fancy, 

I said, “ A theme with numour fraught 
Within my grasp I can see. 

This thought will work into a set 
Of verses fit for singing.” 

A voice rasped, “ Oh, a deal o’ wet 1 ” 

And off that thought went winging. 

(jr And once again 

that thought 

\ Returned, 

^ ‘‘ morebright- 

^ This time with 
desire I 
^Tirned 
To weave ^it 

clum to do 

The subject in a rare cut.^ 

Alas ! before ’twas grasped it flew, 
Alarmed by, “ Git yer ’air cut I ” 

I strayed in silent solitude 
That lost thought to recover. 

And, as my journey I pursued, 

’T would stiH around me hover. 






Almost I grasped, one fatal day, 

That fancy, quaint and clever, 

A cad shrieked, “ Tara-boom-de-ay !” 
And off it flew— for ever ! 


SUNDAY OBSERYANCE. 

What a shocking state of things, 

Oh, my goodness, Mrs. Grundy t 
There’s a man that plays and sings 
In a Blackpool hall on Sunday ! 

Oh, what wicked- 
ness, oh, dearl 

Sunday , music ! \ 

What a scandal I 
Folks might even go 

Things by Haydn 
or by Handel I ^ 

Rush and find some 

Act of wise and 

^ious Georoes, . 

Which mil help us Mr 

Such^ abominable ^ 

But here ’s worse news, I declare ; 

Gracious patience, Mrs. Grundy ! 
Eastbourne people cannot bear 
Nice Salvation bands on Sunday ! 

Acts, not words, again we need. 

Just to show them they are silly. 
Sunday Music stopped ? Indeed, 
They must like it, wiUy nilly 1 


THEATRES AND MUSIC HALLS COMMISSION. 

{A Matinde, hy Our Own Reporter,) 


called B AERIE, hadn’t confided it to him, — ^but— what was he saying ? 
—oh, yes— he couldn’t tell how it was all the characters on board 
didn’t see Eliza Johnson as Sarah in the punt. But as Walker 
savs, “ Oh, that ’s nothing ! that ’s nothing 1 ” The Chairman wished 


- ocfcjo, VJ-i, uu.a<u w . wuvuw M 7 rriV A ^ 

In reply to Mr. Woodall, Mr. J. L. Toole said he was happy to to know if there is an egress at the hack of the Theatre ? He 
come there. Name is John Lawrence Toole f Yes. “Jack with (Mr. Toole) did not remember ever having seen a negress there, 
myfamiliars,”— hem!— Shakspeare. Being in Witness-box,— Jack There were two beautiful young ladies— Miss Irene Y-^rugh and 
in the Box. What he would take ? Nothing, thanks, not even his Miss Mary Ansell— now playing, and, hemight say it who shouldn t, 
oath. He was quite prepared to kiss the book — in the absence of playing charmingly in Walker , London, The Chairman didn t mean 
the belle. Little joke that-has heard of “bell, book, and candle.” that. No? But he (Mr. Toole) did, and he might add, plough “ it 
Couldn’t bring the candle in, — ^would if he could, though, just to was nothing, a mere nothing,” that the ^riormance oi his three 
— ahem! — make it a light entertainment Would they excuse his young men — Mr. C. M. Lowne, as the sensible lover; Mr. Seymour 


glove ? What did they want to know ? 
Whether the sanitary arrangements 
at his Theatre were goodf Rather — 
he could only say they were “fust- 
rate.” A 1, in fact, like the per- 
formance, The house held over two 
thousand pounds, and was crowded 
nightly to see Walker London, Did 
he consider the structure safe ? Of 
course he did — safe as Houses — that 
is, safe as his houses for Walker,, 
London were going to be for the next 
three years and a half, when his 
tenancy would expire, and he should 
then be in the Army. Did the Com- 
mittee want to know how it was that 
he would he in the Army f He’d tell 
them ; because, when he gave up that 
Theatre, he would be a “ Left Tenant.” 
Not bad that, for a beginner. We ’re 
a getting on, we are. As to ventila- 
tion — w^, he couldn’t have too much 
ventilation for Walker^ London, He 








'/V 


m. 




Hicks, as the young medical student ; 
and Mr. Cecil Ramsey, as “W. G.,” 
a youthful athlete, was admirable. 
They were all in Walker,, London, In 
reply to Mr. T. H. Bolton, who wished 
to know if the Wit?iess considered his 
Theatre a substantial edifice,, Mr. Toole 
said that he certainly did, because, 
you see, the Theatre would never go 
to pieces as long as the pieces went to 
the Theatre, and as long as it was 
supported by the public. Have I any 
complaint ? Nothing to speak of, 
except a touch of gout. ^ Oh, beg 
pardon, you meant complaint as to 
the Theatre f Oh, no, except it’s not 
large enough to hold the mulions who 
can’t be crammed in nightly. Has 
an excellent Acting Manager in Mr. 
George Lee, and as to friend Bil- 
lington’s stage-management of the 
House Boat (the scene, he might say, 
was painted by Mr. Harker, a name 


vciii.uxxa<uxujjL xvi rr u,vn/xff , jLjvibuivtv, jljlw - . , ■■ « n -.r • tt \ *x • xl. V x xT_* XT- x 

should like it aired everywhere. Then the Committee might take it not unknown at the Mansion Housed it is the best iming ol the sort 
that he was satisfied with the structure? Well — if they put it in ever done. Any evening that Mr. PLiraKJM, Mr. Woodall, or Mr. 
that way— yes— he thought the structure a bit faulty— but what/s Bolton, or any other of the Honourable Gentlemen wo^d like to 
the odds as long as the public like the piece ? He didn’t consider look in and see they hawe only to send to the Box 

Walker, London, a model of dramatic oonstruction, but he looked Ofdce,^ or any of the Libraries, and book in advance— he eouldn t 
upon the House Boat built on the stage as quite a model of construe- say fairer than that— because it was advice that he always ^ave to 
tion ; the end of the piece was a bit hazy, and he didn’t yet know why “ Friend lRViNa,”^d which he had adopted. No more ? he 

everybody allowed him to go off with the punt, which they wouldn’t doesn’t intrude. W^ould the Committee excuse his glover Yesr 
get back, unless his friend, Mr. Shelton, who was splendidly made Then, remember, Walker , London, ^ _ . , . . , 

up as a riverside boatman, brought it back, and, begging the Com- Mr. J. L. Toole then hurried out. After his departure it was 
mittee’s pardon if they’d excuse his glove, he couldn’t tell; not that found that ah the spectators had on their backs adhesive labels 
it was a secret, because the clever author, a very nice retiring chap advertising Walker,, London, 
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A WARNING. 

Archie (to his Sister, who Juts been reading him Fairy Tales). “Won’t there be a lot of Us, if none of us go and get Married ? 
Worse than B'op o’ my Tejjmb!'' Sister, “Yes ; but you know I mean to be Married !” 

Archie, “Do you mean to say you ’d go and live alone with a Man after reading Bluebeard V 


A WAITING GAME. 


Wary William, loguitwr : — 

Brat that dog^ J 
Dogs are mixed, — ^like men. 
Few know how to Jog; 

Hasty tongue and pen, 

Many a bungler bog, 

Steady I J ^11 say when I 

Lots of dogs I Ve bred, 

Most want whip, a deaL 
This one, be it said, 

Is more hot than leal ; 

Wants to go ahead, 

Hates to come to heel ! 

Skies are overcast ; 

Slowly comes the spring, 
duarry ’s tracked—at last, 
Strong, though, on the wing. 
Steady ! Hot so fast ! 

Waiting game ’s the thing. 

^Tother William’s style 
Rather spo iled this pup. 
Steady ! Wait awhile ! 

H-RC-ET ’s like a Krupp. 

I can stroll, and smile — 

Till the birds get up. 

Half-bred dogs—well, well, 
Mustn’t talk like that I 


Else they ’ll call me “ swell.” 

Down ! What are yon al f 
Scurry and pell-mell 
Do not ‘ beU the cat. ’ 

Sport is not a mere 
Game of “ Spill and pelt ” 
Patience ! End is near. 

Down ! Brute wants a welt ! 
Modern breed runs queer ; 

That I long have felt. 

’Tother William snorts, 

L-bby only grins ; 

But at most all sports 
It Judgment wins. 

Breed, though, now consorts 
With mongrels — ^f or its sins ! 

Long the sport I ’ve loved, 
Mean to try again, 

I should be reproved 
Did I speak too plain : 

But— are dogs improved 
By that Irish strain ? 

Steady, my lad, steady 1 
Nearly slipped me then ! 

You ’re too hot and heady — 
(Like no end of men I — ) 
Near J — ^but not quite ready. 
Steady I J ’ll say when! 


Yesteymen Climbing Down. — Say the unfortunate Noncon- 
formist Yestrymen of St. George’s, Southwark, — “We won’t pay 
the Rector’s Rate ; but we won’t go to prison, at any rate.’ 


PRUDES AND NUDES. , 

[An. ** Officer of high rank” has written to Truth, complaining of the 
naked statues and pictures he saw at Londonderry House, at a sale on behalf 
of Irish Home Industries.] 

Attend and hear the story of a most uncommon militaire. 

Whom the sight of naked statues caused to tingle to his boots, 
Who was seen to beat his breast, and (which was far more flat and 
silly) tear 

His hair by blushing handfuls from its shocked and modest roots. 

It was dreadful! There were Duchesses (Heav’n bless their 
handsome faces I) 

And a host of pretty Countesses, and Maidens by the score, 

And they sold some Irish Industries — embroideries and laces — 

And Madge described to Amy all the pretty frocks they wore. 

But the statues and the paintings didn’t seem at all to worry them. 
Having work to do they did it just as quiet as a mouse, 

Though this soldier took his daughter and his wife, and tried to 
hurry them 

In the cause of outraged virtue far from Londonderry House. 

So when next he goes where statues are, we ’ll do our best to hide 
them, 

Since to prudes aH things are prudish, lest his modesty take hurt. 
Though some one else, perhaps, may write, and say he can’t abide 
them, ! 

When Apollo stands in trousers, or when Yenus wears a skirt. 

From Robert. — “ Sir, I ’m proud of my furrin co-prof eshunal 
Lherot, the himminint Waiter, wot nobbled the bomb-ta-ra (hif I 
may so igspress my sentimenx) waggybun, Ravachol. This Waiter 
is wot my french trend calls a ‘ Tray hong Gassong,^ and the wun- 
nerful manner the french Waiters has of carryin a tray loded with 
drinkabels is worthy of the hii^pythep. He sez orlso has is name, 
hinsted of LbcIirot, ort to be andid down to posterittory as ‘ L’ Herds ’ 
— ^wich word as rote down by hisself means ‘ The Hero.’ He got a 
1000 Franks, wich is rayther more nor wos ever got by one Bob.” 
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REALLY PLEASANT! 

Six Miles from Home, Horse dead lamb, awfully tender Feet, and 

HORRIBLY TIGHT BOOTS. 


ceiKng — “ shall we not beat the dastard foe from. Camford 
to-morrow?” A roar of applause sprang from the 
smoking mouths of his seven companions. 

But at this moment the Duchess of Avadrynxe and 
Lord PoDOPHLiNT rose unobserved and quitted the room. 
In another minute the sound of hurrying wheels, gradu- 
ally growing fainter in the distance, was heard by no one 
in the avenue. And the dance went on, and revelry rose 
to its maddest pitch. But no one, who, as has been re- 
corded above, had heard the sound of the wheels, gave a 
thought to the Dulce of Avadrynxe, as he sat tearing 
his hair in the violet bedroom, having learnt from the 
faithful Seneschal the terrible news of the Duchess’s 
elopement with the heir to the house of Podophlin. 

Chapter III. 

The morn of the race dawned clear and sparkling. Far 
as the eye could reach, the banks of the river were rich 
with Millions, and firm enough to bear any run upon 
them however heavy. But Sir Welforard Longstrore 
was ill at ease. His No. 5 had fied leaving no trace, and 
he had no one to fill the vacancy. He looked the very 
model of an aquatic hero. His broad chest was loosely 
clad in a pair of blue satin shorts, and his fair hair fell 
in waving masses over his muscular back. His thoughts 
were bitter. The Camford crew had started on the race 
some ten minutes ago, and the Oxbridge craft still waited 
idly in the docks for want of a No. 5. 

“Surely,” Sir Welforard thought to himself, “Po- 
DOPHLINT might have postponed the elopement for^ one 
day.” A confused noise interrupted his meditations. 
Some ten yards from him a man roughly clad, but with 
the immense muscular development of the Arri Furnese 
Apollo, was engaged in fighting three bargees at once. 
As Sir Welforard stepped forward, this individual 
struck a terrible blow. His ponderous fist, urged by the 
force of a thirty-inch biceps, crashed through the chest 
of his first foe, severed the head of the second from his 
body, and struck the third, a tall man, fuU in the mit^iff, 
propelling him through the air into the middle of the river. 

“That’s enough for one day,” he said, as with an air 
of haughty melancholy he removed his clay-pipe from 
his mouth. His face seemed familiar to Sir Welforard. 
Who could he be ? All doubt was removed when he 
advanced, grasped Sir Welforard by the hand, and, in 
tones broken with emotion, said, “ Don’t you recognise 
_ me ? I am your old College chum, Yiscount Stonybroke.” 


MR. PTINTCH’S BOAT-RACE NOVEL. 

STONYBROKE. 

Chapter I. 

It was the eve of the University Boat-Race. In the remote East 
the gorgeous August sun was sinking to his rest behind the purple 
clouds, gilding with his expiring rays the elevated battlements of 
Aginanwater Court, the ancestral seat of His Grace the Duke of 
Avadrynke, K.C.B., G.I.N., whose Norman features might have 
been observed convulsively pressed against the plate-glass window 
of his alabaster dining-hall. There was in the atmosphere a strange 
electric hush, scarcely broken hy the myriad voices of hoarse betting- 
men, raucously roaring out the market odds of “Fifty to one. 
Oxbridge!” or “Two ponies to a thick ’un, Camford!” Well 
would it have been for the Duke of Avadrynre had he never offered 
the hospitality of his famous river-side res^enee to the Oxbridge 
Crew. But the Duke had the courage of his ancient boating-race 
whose banner waved proudly upon the topmost turret, bearing upon 
its crimson folds the proud family motto, “ Dum Vivo Bibo,” 

And the sun went down, and within Aginanwater Court the sounds 
of wild revelry shook the massive beams. 

Chapter II. 

The Oxbridge Crew still sat in the marble supper-room, amid the 
debris of the feast that the Duke’s Seneschal had laid out for them. 
The fioor was paved with Magnums and Maximums of the best 
Heidanseekerer champagne, most of them as empty as the foolish 
head of Ike Duchess of Avadryneb, which was at that moment 
reposing upon the brawny chest of Lord Podophlin, the celebrated 
No. 5 of the Oxbridge Crew. On a raised dais at the end of the 
room the ladies of the Tarara corps de ballet were performing the 
final steps of the Sinuous Shadow- dance, specially dedicated to the 
Oxbridge Crew by the chef d' orchestra of Tarara’s Halls. 

“May I be jiggered,” observed the Oxbridge President, Sir 
Welforard Longstroee, as he selected his fourth regalia from the 
Duke’s pearl-encrusted box, and lit it with all the abandon of a 
Society darling, “may I be jiggered if this is not ripping ! What 


say you?” he contiuued, addressing young Pulyer Wright, the 
Coxswain, and tossing him playfully four times to the raftered 


Chapter IY. 

“ Saved I Saved ! ” shouted Sir Welforard, joyously—* * there is 

yet timer’ T^i^rusM^into 

gold dessert service, he was also able to announce that the Stony- 
BROEE estates and the Stontbroee title had been, by the Monarch’s 
I command, restored to their original possessor, as a reward of con- 
i spicuous valour and strength. [the end.] 


Touching Finale. 





THE HOUSE OF COMMONS WAX-WORKS. THE CHIEF GROUPS. 
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Malt MIjitman, 

“ The good grey Poet ” gone ! Brave, Kopefnl^WALT ! 
He not be a singer without fault, 

And his large rough-hewn rhythm did not chime 
"With dulcet daintiness of time and rhyme. 

He was no neater than wide hTature’s wild, 

More metrical than sea- winds. Culture’s child, 
Lapped in luxurious laws of line and lilt. 

Shrank from him shuddering, who was roughly built 
As Cyclopean temples. Yet there rang 
True music through his rhapsodies, as he sang 
Of brotherhood, and freedom, love and hope, 

“With strong wide sympathy which dared to cope 
With all life’s phases, and call nought unclean. 

Whilst hearts are generous, and whust woods are green. 
He shall find hearers, who, in a slack time 
Of puny bards and pessimistic rhyme, 

Dared to bid men adventure and rejoice. 

His “yawp barbaric” was a human, voice ; 

The singer was a man. America 
Is poorer by a stalwart soul to-day. 

And may feel pride that she hath given birth 
To this stout laureate of old Mother Earth. 


OxTR Cbiceetebs. — The English Cricketing Team came 
to the end of their Australian tour last week, where, 
under the leadership of Lord Sheffield, out of twenty- 
six matches they won thirteen, lost two, and eleven were 
drawn. The Eleven of course were drawn over and over 
again, «.e., photographed. It will henceforth be a recom- 
mendation for any Cricketer to say he was out under this 
distinguished captaincy, as to this introduction the host 
will rejoin, “ Ah, I know that man, he comes from Shef- 
field.’’ Hot only were the English team successful 
playfully, but also artistically, as in every match they 
played with Grach 

Brawlino at Home and Abroad.— On the same day 
in the papers appeared accounts of brawling in a Church 
in Pans, where a free fight ensued and no police inter- 
fered, and of a row in a Church in London Eoad, when the 
police walked off with an anti- curate and put an end to 
the disturbance. ' Some things we do manage better in 
England, 


Cockney Classics.— Of the Guildhall Loan Collection, 
Mr. Deputy Hora is the Chairman. As a Deputy must be 
a representative officer— except, perhaps, in the case of a 
“Depitty Sawbones,” vtde Sam Weller— the temporary 
motto of the Deputy’s Ward might well be, “ JSbra piv 
nohis” 


k\U l!,l. , 



A NEW COMET. 

S *Mr. Denning, whose name is well known as a comet- 
er, discovered a small faint Comet on Friday, March 18, at 
Bishopton, Bristol.” — Times,'] 


1 I'l 





HASTY ! 

Mary, “If Missus don’t withdraw what she has said to mb, I shall 

LEAVE THE HOUSB ! ” ThOTOOS, “ WhAT DID SHE SAY?” 

Mary. “She said, ‘I give you a Month’s Hotioe !’” 



ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED FBOM THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, March 28.— Strange sight witnessed in House 
to-night. Subject of Debate, Indian Council Bill ; Benches nearly full. Pup and 
dog, I ’ve known the House for nineteen years, and never 
before saw the like. Explanation not foimd in fact of 
CuRZON making his maiden speech as Minister in charge 
of BOl, though that had some iiffiuence at outset. Able 
speech it proved, our newest Minister having the great 
gift of lucidity. It was later than that when House filled, 
nearly two hours later, for in meantime Schwann had 
delivered Address as long as the Ganges, and Maclean 
(who was waiting his turn to speak) says, nearly as muddy. 

Curious how India seems to afiect eminent orators, 

Tnalri-ng them for the time pointless, dull, and above all, 
verbose. Probably no subject other than India could 
unite such galaxy of bom orators and debaters. Swift 
MacNeill, Richard Temple, Saimuel Smith, Octavius 
Morgan, Julius ’ Annibal Picxon and Seymour-Keay — 
one followed the other as in a necklet of diamonds gem 
succeeds gem, till the wearied eyesight can scarce decide 
wHch is Sie more brilliant. Seymour-Eeay was, indeed, 
too much for the Speaker, who thrice called him t© order, 
the last time with stern voice and threatening brow that 
made Seymour tremble from the altitude of his boot-heels. 

It was none of these who filled the House with Members 
listening intently to a speech on internal afiairs of India. 

It was Mr. G* who performed the miracle. Ho one ex- 
pected to find bim in this galley ; being there, the banks 
were rapidly crowded with a throng lost in admiration of 
Ms strong, swift, graceful stroke. Difficult to say wMch 
the most admirable, the lofty height, far above the 
littleness of Party confiict, from wMch he surveyed the Seymour-Keay. 
topic, the charm of Ms language or the dexterity with , , , . j 

which, without seeming to rebuke the follower who had moved the Amend- 
ment and the eminent men who were prepared to support it, he sustained the 
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Ministry in their effort to reconstruct the Indian Councils, and 
suggested that the Amendment should with all haste he i)ut into the 
fire. Whilst Schwann appropriated an hour of the Sitting, and 
SETMOUR-KEAr exceeded that time, twenty-five minutes served 
Mr. Gr. for a speech delivered without note, apparently without 
preparation, and which left nothing more to be said. 

“ Upon my word, Sir,” I said, a little out of breath trying to keep 
pace with him running up the Duke of York’s steps going home to 
dinner, “you grow younger every year, and, u I may say so, 
mellower.” 

“ You certainly may say so, Toby, if you like,” he smilingly re- 
plied, “but the calendar says otherwise.” 

“ What,” I asked- 

“ What has the calendar to do 

With Mr. Gr. ? What Time’s fruitless tooth 
With gay immortals such as you. 

Whose years but emphasise your youth ^ ” 

“ Ah, I know that — ^with a slight difference. Lowell wrote it to 
Wendel Holmes on his seventy- fifth birthday. I knew Holmes 
too ; he used to crow over me because he was just four months older, 
and yet, as he said, whilst I pleaded age as a reason why I could not 
visit the United States, he crossed the Atlantic at seventy-seven. 
Perhaps when I ’ve got this Home-Eule question off my hands, I may 
find time to go to the United States.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “you’ll be another year younger then, and more 
at leisure.” 

Business done , — Indian Council Bill read Second Time. 

Tuesday.— ^om.e sensation created at Morning Sitting by dis- 
covery of CuNiNGHAME Graham addressing House from Conserva- 

tive Benches. There was a Weil- 
ls known Member of the Parliament 

of 1874 who hit upon new device 
for, as he reckoned, doubling his 
chance of catching Speaker’s 
eye. Noted that Speaker called 
y ''j'' alternately upon Members from 

q either side. If debate were 

opened from Opposition Benches, 
ilk Speaker would next turn to 

other side of House, and call on 


Ministerialist. Happy thought 
occurred to our old friend. After 
rising several times from his seat 
below Gangway on Opposition 
Benches, and been passed over by 
Speaker in favour of another, 
W whilst Member was speaking, 

crossed floor of House, and, when 
H speech concluded, jumped up 

im from other side. Being again 

m H ignored by the startled Speaker, 

S B went back to own place again to 

m chances there. Don’t 

H m remember that the manoeuvre 

lim ' Certainly not 

generally adopted. 

mk . Graham seems now to have 

mk recurred to it ; or can it be the 

case that he, too, has joined “ the 
Gentlemen of England ” ? House 
E. CuBingliame Graham. agitated by this jproblem, that 

. it quite loses thread of debate ; a 

thriiimg discussion, to which Eergitsson contributed a luminous 
speech, upon the Telephone. 

^Wilfrid Lawson much interested in new development of 
affairs. 

“ The Government,” he says, “ if only with the instincts of self- 
preservation, should hasten the Dissolution. If they go on a little 
l^ger,^ no saying what they may come to, with Joe as their principal 
champion m town and country, with John Eedmond as their 
favorite or^or ; led into the Lobby the other day by Burt against 
me Eight Hours Bill, they only want to recruit Cuninghame 
Graham to their ranks to make the medley complete. If they go 
^ another three months, we shall see them some Sunday followino* 
CuNiNGHAME Graham’s red fiag as he leads them to Trafalgar 
bquare, there to be addressed by Alderman John Burns.” 

Bus%ness done.—Q^ot into Committee on Civil Service Estimates. 

Thursday —^oteh Members made a night of it. Great muster 
o± the Clans. Gov^nment have £265,000 to make over to Scotland 
in relief ot Local Taxation and promotion of Education. Scotch 
Members don t object to the money, but take exception to its plan of 
imstribution. Member after Member rises from Opposition Benches 
bitmg at hand that proffers the boon. “Crude and wasteful,” 
JjUOelanan calls this scheme, and Scotch Members lustily cheer. 


A capital debate of its kind, but not picturesque ; Benches empty, 
only the Lord- Advocate on the Treasury Bench. 

“I’ll tell you how you can manage these fellows, my dear Casa- 
BiANCA,” said Jemmy Lowther, crossing the Gangway, and seating 
himself for a moment by the solitary Minister. 

“Beg your pardon, my name is Pearson.” 

“ Of course,” said Jemmy, “ I know very well ; only a quotation : 
thinking of the Boy who stood on 
the burning deck, whence all but 
he had fled, doncha. Was going )/ ^ 

to tell you how you can get out 
of this trouble, Eellows opposite ( 

righteously indignant at your pro- 
posed disposition of money. Very ^ ^ 


well ; you get up, say you ’re sorry 

to have offended; had no idea you’d im! U 

made such a mistake ; only atone- K 

ment you can offer is to withdraw 

the proposed grant altogether. 

Then you ’ll see how they ’ll sit up. ” 

“Excellent idea,” said Lord- 
Advocate. “ Shall mention it to 
Goschen when he comes back — if 

he ever does,” he added with weary I’Tm 

voice, looking down the deserted 

Bench. Scotch Members, all un- / 

conscious of Jemmy Lowther’ s / W \ m ; 

machination, went on talking till J /f \ m 

midni^t, when debate stood ad- WA 

Business done, — None. 7^/ 

Friday. — In Committee of Sup- 
ply ; Sage of Gueen Anne’s Gate /fm 

thinks opportunity favourable for 
Prince Arthur to tell all he knows 

about Dissolution. Prince Arthxtr ^ ^ 

quite agreeable, but really knows 

nothing. Radicals look angry at Crude and wasteful.” 

being thus put off ; show signs of intention to discuss the matter. 
Mr. G. interposes ; makes one of his bland speeches ; wouldn’t press 
question now (a suggestion that pleases Ministers) ; by-and-by 
time will come, then we shall see ; whereat Sage and his friends 
brighten up ; Mr. G. sits down having pleased everybody ; storm 
blown off. 

^ Curious to note the altered condition in atmosphere of House 
since Mr. G. came back. Turmoil stopped; restlessness soothed; 
Mimsterial work goes on smoothly, whilst the Grand Old Pacifi- 
cator looks on benevolently. 

“Yes,”. said Prince Arthur, uneasily, “this is all very well. 
He holds back the curs that would snap at our heels ; but it ’s only 
because he, a wilier tactician, knows that no practical advantage is 
to be gained from that kind of sport. Wait till he thinks the 
hour has struck, and you ’ll see he ’U not only let slip the dogs of 
war, but lead the rush himself.” 

Business done, — ^In Committee of Supply, 


REMBRANDT, TITIEN, YELASOUEZ, ET Cie. 
WHISTLER,^Successeur. 

Oh, what a catalogue ! Whatever made you think 
Numbers should mix in a way never seen ? 

3, that ’s a flood of milk, 20, a flood of ink. 

Touching a gruel-like sea, that’s 15. 

Next time, to make a delightful variety, 

Hang upside down all the works in your show, 
Whilst, on their heads, the elite of Society, 

Gas]^ quite cMc^ don’t you 

Why ]^ay such pranks to draw people who scoff ? 

They to whose critical words you are deaf. 

WM Though in your country you are not a prophet, is 

This how you make one, that ’s spelt with an F ? 

Strange that the only kind critic you mention 
Is French. He compares you with Rembrandt & Co. ; 

His words seem the sole ones that claim your attention : 

We ’ll end in his tongue, like the list of your show. 

Cher Monsieur Vistlajre, allez clie% la nation 
Foistnef et einpoy'tez ces oeuvres “ splendides^'^ 

“ Destine es d Veterniie des admirations^'^ 

Ainsi que dit ce critique candide ' j 


is$- MOTICX— Eejwt^ Comnnmications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Piotores ot any „ui, 

Shore wm\eno*e^^toi** acoompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To role 
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WRESTLING WITH WHISTLERS. 

{A Beminiscence of a Eecent Exhihition^) 

Scene— TAe Goujpil Gallery, Groups of rmre or less puzzled Britons 
discovered^ conscientiously endeavouring to do justice to the 
Collection, having realised that Mr. Whistlee’s is now 

considered entitled to serious consideration^ hut feeling themselves 
unahle to get heyond^ « thnid tolerance. In addition to these, 
there are Frank Philistines who are here with a fixed intention 
of being funny, Matrons with a strongly domesticated taste in 
Art, Serious Elderly Ladies, Literal Persons, ^-c,, ^^c, 

A Lady [after looking at a representation of Old Battersea Bridge 
— in the tone of a person who feels she is making a liberal concession). 
Well, do yon know, I innst say that isnH so bad. I shonldn’t so 
much mind having that in the room, should you ? 

^ . Her Companion (dubiously). Well, I don’t 

s /// , j ii|l know. He^s put a steamer in. Should you 

'Ij there were steamers m-z.-— [vaguely) 

First Lady [evidently considering Mr. 

V f^^pMe of any eccentricity). Oh, 

^ don’t suppose he would mind that much. 

First Literal Ferson [coming to the por^- 
/ i o/ M iss Alexander). Well— (jpte- 

tively)—h.z might have put a nicer expression 

>S'econi? Do, Do, Yes— very unpleasing. 
P \ [(Refers to Catalogue,) Oh, I see it says— 

A Brother Brush. simply a disagreeable presentment 

of a disagreeable young lady.” 

First Do. Do, [rejoicing that the painter has vindicated himself 

this time). Ah — that explains it, then. Of course if he meant it ! 

A Serious Flderly Lady, There ’s one thing I must say I do like, 
my dear, and that’s the way he puts down all the unfavourable 
criticisms on his pictures. So straightforward and honest of him, I 
call it. 

Her Companion, Yes, but I expect he can’t help seeing how right 
and sensible the critics are, you know. BW.— [charitably) — ^it shows 
he would do better if he could I ^ 

An Advanced Nephew [who is endeavouring to convert a Philistine 
Uncle to the superiority of the Modern School), I^ow here. Uncle, 
look at this. Look at the way the figure looms out of the canvas, 
look at the learning in the simple sweep of the drapery, the drawing 
of it, and the masterly grace of the pose— you don’t mean to tell me 
you don’t call that a magnificent portrait ? 

His Uncle, Who ’s it of ? That ’s what I want to know first. 
Nephew [coldly). You will find it in the Catalogue, no doubt — 
No. 4:1 » 

Uncle [looking it up), “ Arrangement in Black, La Dame au 
Brodequin launef* — tne lady in a yellow something or other. 
Tchah 1 And^ not a word to telL you who she ’s supposed to be f If 
I pay a shilling for a Catalogue, I expect to find inf ormation in 
it. And let me ask you— where’s the interest in looking at a 
portrait when you ’re not told who it ’s intended for ? 

[The Nephew, not being prepared to answer this difficult query, 
leads his relative gently up to a Nocturne in Opal and 
Silver The Uncle conveys his opinion of it by a loud 
and expressive snort. 

First Frosaic Ferson [before No, 28). Yalparaiso, is it? 
[Hopefully,) Well, come, I ought to recognise this— I’ve been 
there often enough, [Inspecting it closely,) ^ Ha— urn 1 

Second F. F, [with languid interest). Is it like f 

First F, F, I could teh you better if he ’d done it by daylight. 
I can’t make out this in the front— looks to me like the top of a 
house, or something. Don’t remember that. 

Second F, F, 1 think it’s meant for a jetty, landing-stage, or 
that sort of thing, and, when you look into it, there ’s something 
that seems intended for people — most extraordinary, isn’t it ? 

The Domesticated Matron [who is searching for a picture with a 
subject to it). There, Caroline, it ’s evidently a harbour, you see, 
and ships, and they ’re letting off fireworks— probably for a regatta, 
Does it tell you what it is in the Catalogue ? 

Caroline [after consulting it). It only says, “ -4 Nocturne tn Blue 
and Gold^^ — oh yes — [reading) — *‘a splash and splutter of bright- 
ness, on a black ground, to depict a display of fireworks,” 

Her Mother [gratified at her own intelligence), I thought it must 
be fireworks. He seems quite /one? of fireworks, doesn’t he ? 

First Facetious FliUistine, Hullo, what have we got here? 
** Crepuscule, in Flesh-colour and GreenF Yery like one, too, I 
daresay — ^when you know what it is. 

Second F, F, As far as I can make it out, a Crepuscule’ s either 
a Harmony inside out, or a Symphony upside down— it don’t much 
matter. 

A Lady [who is laboriously trying to catch the right spirit). “ The 
Blue Wave at Biarritz Now I do admire that. And what I like 

even better than the Blue wave is this great Brown one breaking in 
the foreground — so exactly like water, isn’t it, Dick ? 

Dick [not a Whistlerite), Y— yes— just. Only it ’s a rook, you 
know. 

The Lady, But if that ’s the way he saw it, Dick ! 

Dick, Here ’s a thing ! St, Mark's, Venice," I ’ll trouble you ! 
What ’s he done with the flagstaff s and the bronze horses and the 
pigeons ? I never saw the place look like that. 

The Lady, Because it didn’t happen to be -^oggy while we were 
there, that ’s all. 

First Fros, Ferson, Ah, there ’s old Carlyle, you see ! Dear me, 
what a very badly fittii^ coat — see how it bulges over his chest ! 

Second F, F, Yes. 1 daresay he buttoned the wrong button — 
philosopher and all that sort o’ thing, y’know. ^ 

First F, F. [sympathetically). Well, I do think Whistler might 
have told him of it f 

In the Second Boom. 

The Matron in Search of a Subject, Ah, now, this really is more 
my idea of a picture. Q,uite a pretty cretonne those curtains, and 
there ’s a little girl reading a book, and a looking-glass with reflections 
andaU, and a young lady in a riding-habit— just going out for a ride. 
Caroline, Yes, Mother. Or just come in from one. ^ 

Her Mother, Do see what it ’s called. “ The Morning Canter," or 
“ Back from the Bow ’’—something of that kind, I expect it would be. 
Caroline. All it says is, A Harmony in Green and Bose," 

The Mother [disappointed). Now, why can’t be give it some sensible 
name, instead of taxing away all one’s interest ! 

The Fhil, Uncle [whom a succession of Symphonies arid Harmonies 
has irritated to the verge of fury). Don’t talk to me. Sir ! Don’t tell 
me any of these things are pictures. Look at this — a young woman 
in an outlandish dress sitting on the floor — on the bare floor ! — in a 
litter of Japanese sketches ! And he has the confounded impertinence 
to call it a “ Caprice" — a “ Caprice in Furple and Gold," J|d 
purple and gold him, Sir, if I had my way I Where ’s the seme in 
such things f What do they teach you ? What story do they tell ? 
Where ’s the human interest in them ? Depend upon it, Sir, these 
things are rubbish — sheer rubbish, according to all^ my notions of 
Art, and I think you ’ll allow I ought to know something about it ? 

His Nephew [provoked beyond prudence). You certainly ought to 

know more than that, my dear Uno Are you going ? 

The Uncle [grimly). Yes— to see my Solicitor, Sir. [To himself, 
savagely.) That confounded young prig will find he’s paid dear 
enough for his precious Whistlers — ^if I don’t have a fit in the cab ! 

(He goes ; the Nephew wonders whether his attempt at proselyt- 
ising was quite worth while, 

A Seriously Elderly Lady, I ’ ve no patience with the man. ^ Look 
at Gustave DorI:, now. I ’m sure he was a beautiful artist, if you 
like. Did he go and call his Leaving the Freetorium" a 
“ Symphony ” or a “Harmony,” or any nonsense of that kind ? Of 
course not — and yet look at the difference ! 

An Impressionable Ferson [carried away by the local irjduence — to 
the Man at the wicket, blandly). Could you kindly oblige me by 
exchanging this “Note in Black and White ” for an “ Arrangement 
in Silver and Gold” ? 

[Finds himself cruelly misunderstood, and suspected of 
-frivolity, 

PERSONAL PARAGRAPHS. 

The Rev. No. 354, writing from Dartmoor, requests us to inform 
his numerous friends in Bath and elsewhere that his health is much 
improved by the bracing air, and that he is occupied in revising for the 
press his course of Sermons to the Young on the Moral Yirtues. He 
is also anxious to inform his creditors that his accounts are now com- 
pletely in order. It is a source of great comfort to him to reflect 
that he was able to obtain considerable sums of money from his 
friends in Bath, before he was obliged to leave that city, and that, 
with the residue of this money, obtained so to speak from Peter, he 
will now have the satisfaction of paying a fartmng in the pound to 
Paul, in other words, to his creditors. 

Mrs. Brinvilliers was yesterday visited by her friends. Our 
readers will be glad to know that she is quite well and has escaped 
the influenza epidemic. 

Mr. St. Leonards, with the consent of the Governor, takes this 
opportunity of thanking the friends who have so kindly condoled 
with him on the unavoidable interruption to his long and arduous 
work lin the service of his country. He hopes that nothing will 
prevent him from displaying equal zeal in the still more arduous 
labour, which, also for the benefit of his country, he is now 
compelled to undertake for a certain period. 

Miss Dodger is still unwell. The Home Secretary has not yet 
sent instructions for a special drawing-room to be fitted up in the 
. prison, nor has he, up till now, given any permission for Miss 
Dodger’s afternoon receptions, and five o’clock teas. It is generally 
! considered that the probability of his doing so, wdthout a Spebial Act 
( of Parliament, is still very remote. 


TOL* CUt 


E 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAKI. 


[April 16, 1892. 


BEOKEN BONDS. : 

[‘‘I leant from St. Petersburg, that, last Satur- 
day, conferences were begun between Eussia and Did J j^ot 
G-ermany on the admission of the former to the new j 

commercial treaties.” — The Times JParis Corre- pf+ej 

spondent on Russia and the Central Commercial 
Leagm”-\ „ ^ 

La Belle Trance^ the Forsaken One, loquitur : — gist ! I b 
What do I Hear ? Oh, do I hear aright, 6 Ci 

Over the garden wall ? 

My latest love, my gallant Muscovite, Hist ! I ci 

Is this the end, this all ? Her g 

My heart beats — - — - 


And now he does it for another girl, 
And I — I stand apart. 


Did I not give my heart to him— false one ! — 
And also — ^well, my “ stocking ” ? 

Hor after her “commercial” charms he’ll 
run, 

My modest beauties mocking. 

Hist ! I believe of me they ’re making fun ! 

0 Ciell ’tis simply shocking I 


THE BOUNDS OE SCIENCE. 

{Fragment from a Fin de Monde Romance, ) 


all, my “ stocking ” ? | The Student had read many things, but he 

commercial” charms he’ll had not yet considered the subject of Coal. 

He knew that it was expensive, but he had 
eauties mocking. ^ not imagined that there was so little in the 

f me they ’re making fun ! world. But he at length obtained the re- 


quisite knowledge, and set to work to put 
things to-rights. He called upon the Secre- 


Hist ! I can hear her, the sly cat. How fond tary of a Transatlantic Ocean Steamer Com- 


Hcr glances bold and bright ! 


fast, a mist ob- 
scures my sight. 
S|^ort me, or I 

What can he 
mean ? What- 
ever is she at? — 
Ah! well I know 
her game ! 
Geemania is a 
vile coquette, 
a cat I 

Seducingmynew 

flame 

With mercenary 
lures, and low 
at that ! 

It is a cruel 
shame 1 

But six short 
months ago and 
I to him 
Indeed seemed 
all in all. 

A stalwart lover, 
though tant 
soit peu grim, 
I fancied him 
my thrall. 

And was it after 
all pretence, or 
whim? 

Oh, prospect, to 
appal! 

I know my envi- 
ous rivals said 
as much,* 

But that I 
deemed their 
spite, ‘ 

Was’t but my 
money he de- 
sired to clutch? 
I lent it — ^with 
delight i 

Were his mere 
venal vows? 
His bonds but 
such 

As Samson 
snapped at 
sight ? 


pany, nnd remonstrated with him upon the 
"I waste with which 
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amisf-nh-i . transactions 

of his institution 
were conducted. 

“You carry 
your passengers 
too rapidly,” he 
observed. 

“ As how ? ” 
asked the Secre- I 
tarv, 

.‘‘Why I am! 
given to under- 
stand that the 
power generated 
by the coal gives 
each person on 
board your ships 
a rate of pro- 
gression night and 
day of twenty- 
four horses.” 

“And, if it does 
—what then ? ” 

“ Why, it is too 
much,” returned 
the Student. “All 
the coal in the 
world wiU be ex- 
hausted in some- 
thing like four or 
five hundred 
years ; and so, 
while there is yet 
time, I had better 
go somewhere 
where coal is a 
secondary con- 
sideration. What 
shall I do ?” 

And then the 
Secretary advised 
the Student to 
take a ticket to 
the ^ Centre of 
Africa — and the 
Student followed 
his advice. But 
the day before 
the boat started, 
the Student once 
more appeared . 

snap^ped at ^ TERRIBLE THREAT. 

U WITBOUT JT / ■■ ^ that it wiU be 

To 1 T. I fireamed not me he’d slight “Dear^meP’ cried the Secretary “I was 

My ears did?indiS ^ch mere bagman beauty, t^ely blonde, under the impression that the Sun was timed 

ALT m / . But-ah ! Blowitz right ? to last about one hundred millions of years ? ” 

moustaohios’ conquering IZeft doubting, * ‘ It may have been in the far distant past.” 

^ — returned the Student, sadly, “but recent 

Jj or me those tendril-tips he d twist and twirl, Dr VATrr^-o-Axr -p a 14? • 4. i. tat statistics fix the terminationof the Sun’s exist- 

Looking so gay, so smart ; ence at a much nearer date. There is no 

sSiSIsL^£3f3 

iug the Tables,” Sept. 26 ^ 1891 . Yaughan expression features a Care- ^ef course) the bullion was promptly 



iir-' ' 


A TERRIBLE THREAT. 

ask VO' 

Impatient OM Crentleman {to Female Fost-Office Assistani, who is chatting pleasantly with an agreeable returr 
laintanee). Look heeb, voting Yeoman, if you don’t give me my Change, confound it, I ’m money, 
TGED IF I don’t GO AWAY WITHOUT IT!'' ’ that 


SRpbnT(rfiTiATAiirt.e Vt-v J.'onvu.,^uso-Uji/Lce ^assiszam, WHO IS cnattmg pleasantly with an i 

laWmiR^bA Book herb, young Yeoman, if you don’t give me my Change, confound 

raise puss . bile hanged if I dont go away without it!" 

deems her dot — ! 

Aiid^p? -1 Ti ^ brimming, mine’s a broken go to the Centre of 

And he I That slow redactave smile I know. bond. to cease ri^swa 

To tW l>nne, I dreamed not me he ’d slight “ Dea/ me or 

^ *My S S I iiS suchmere bagman beauty, tamely blonde, under the impress! 

my eaxsdidlmcline. But-ah ! was Blowitz right ? to last about one hi 

An . ^and those fine moustaohios’ conquering doubting, “ It may have be 

bubdned my maiden heart, [curl ■■■ ' ■ returned the Stnc 

I or me those tendrfi-tips he’d twist and twirl, -no 4 ? a j • x ^ wt statistics fix the ter 

Looking so gay, so smart ; p Bi-R. Vaughan, of SaHord, is to be the Hew ence at a much i 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

ITo. Xir.~TO PLAUSIBILITY. 

Deir Old Platt, 

HEAR you LaYe been seen about again mtb G-eniaxitt. 


by a crushing majority over a native pork-merchant vrbo bad nothing 
but his straightforward honesty to commend him. Of course there 
was a petition, and equally of course Gortoh was unseated. Then 
came the reckoning. Gorton had apparently intimated that two of 
the great London political Clubs were so warmly interested in his 


Poor Geniaiitt, it may be admitted, is often something of a fool when can^dature as to nave undertaken to pay all his expenses. But 
he is by himself, but when you and he begin to hunt in couples, 3rou when application was made to these institutions, their secretaries 
are a deadly pair. I once knew a St. Bernard dog — you will perceive professea a complete and chilling ignorance of Gorton, and the 
the analogy by-and-by — ^who lived on terms of friendship with a SWe deputation from Bally whacket, which had gone to London in search 
terrier. By himself Jiufus was a mild and inoffensive giant. He of gold, had to return empty-handed to their native place, after 


ieputation from BaUywhacket, which had gone to London in search 


terrier. By himself JRufus was a mild and inoffensive giant. He of gold, had to return empty-handed to their native place, after 
adored the house-cat, and used to help her, in a ponderous way, with wasting a varied stock of full-flavoured Irish denunciation on the 
the care of her numerous family. Many a time have I seen him London pavements. But Gorton was undaunted. He actually 
placidly extended before a fire, while puss used his shaggy body as a published an address in which he lashed the hateful ingratitude of 
sleeping box, and once he was observed to help that anxious tabby- men who betrayed their friends with golden words, and abandoned 
mother with the toilet of her kittens by licking them carefully all them shamefully in the hour of defeat. But never, so he said, 
over* At every lick of huge prehensile tongue a kitten was would he abandon the betrayed electors of Bally wbacket. Others 

lifted bodily into the air, only, however, to descend washed and un- might shuffle, and cheat and cozen, but he might be counted upon to 


- ^ 1 — 1 Zi • T — T T “Z H .fS . ” Aukju.v.u. uuxa, va.jxioju.cu. again, ajau. waa ncaiu. ujl jjlu inuxc 

them nercely to their last retreats, and, if he caught them, masticated for six or seven years. Then he gradually began to emerge again, 
them mthout mercy. Once too, on a morning that had been appointed He was engaged in the completion of an immense work of genea- 
lor a big covert- shoot, I noticed this strangely assorted pair come logical research, which was intended to cast an entirely new 


into the breakfast-room panting and dirty, 
afoot before breakfast. "What 
could their condition mean? A 
flustered keeper arrived shortly 
afterwards and explained every- 
thing. “ Them two dogs 0* yourn, " ^3= 
Sir,” he said, “the big ’un and - 

the little ’un, ’ave run all the 
coverts through. There’s not a -I'-'i; 
pheasant left in ’em. They’re ...^-^5 
sailin’ all over the country.” "■ ■ ■ ^ 

The truth was that Flick had -- 
organised the expedition with '■!' • 
extraordinary secrecy and cun- 
ning.^ He had persuaded Rufus 
to join him, and the result was 
that we shot forty pheasants in- ' ^ 
stead of the three hundred on - 
which we had counted. 

Now, my dear Platt, I merely 
record this little story, and leave 
you to apply it. But I may remind 
you of mcidents that touch you 
more nearly. Do you remember 
Gorton ? Many years ago Gorton 
went to Oxford with a brilliant reputation. 


They were not usually | light on many obscure incidents of English history. For this he 

soHcitcd encoT^agemeut — and 

^ subscriptions. He enclosed with 














his appeals some specimen pages, 
which appeared to promise mar- 
vels of industry and research. His 
preface was a wonderful essay, of 
which a Hayward would scarcely 
have been ashamed. In this way 
he gathered a large amount of 
money from historical enthusiasts 
with more ardour than knowledge, 
and from old friends who, knowing 
his real ability, believed that he 
had at last determined to justify 
the opinions of him whicn they 







K. ■ ^ 


the opinions of him which they 
had always held and expressed. 
It is unnecessary to add that not 
another line was written. For 
several years ill health was sup- 
posed to hinder him. We read 
piteous stories of his struggles 
against the agonies of neuralgia 
and rheumatics, some of us threw 
good money after bad in the effort 
ut to this day the proofs of Perkin 


« 1 . Every triur^h that the to relieve the imaginary sufferer ; but to this day the proofs of Perkin 

Hiscontem- Warbeck’s absolute claim to the throne, and of Jack Cade’s in- 
X destoed to dubitable royal descent remain in the scheming brain of Gorton. 

disposed to climb. He was EventuaUy the poor wretch did die in penury, but over that part of 
fli? ^ linger. The irony of fate ordained that when he 

Hie* course he went in for the Hertford, was actually in want he should wish to be thought in possession of a 

Jiis succe^ was certain ; it was merely a qiiestion as to who should be large income. 

^ before the exandnation be^an, there was a I knew a Clergyman once — at least I had every reason to believe 
to hale be^readhi^,? ’ i s^PP^fed Mm to be a lawfully ordained Minister of the Church of England, 

ouad in biq twelve o dock in the He was taken on as temporary Curate in a remote district. His life, 

Ltine- fi*ras3 and ro^Mo* engaged m while he remained there, was exemplary. He was untiring in gooi 

the poor adored him, the weU-to-do honoured him. We aU 


horribly On the followino- ra^g dinmg-rcwm clock and a purse of sovereigns, subscribed for by the 

waa himself aD-niri ^ a week he prash. The odour of Ms sanctity had scarcely evaporated before we 

was over anf DiJBBrN- was examination discov^ed, with horror, that the man had never been ordained at 

suecessfui comnetitnr afterwards announced as the He was an impostor, masquerading under an assumed name, 

Judffino* the^nast hv wbnf T irrinTcr T +■ ji x. xi. t>'‘it while he was with us he did good and lived a flawless life. These 

midn^ss & Goe?on Js what paW of tlie pnT-rinf cdl a putSp 

mb, for he never afterwards showed the smallest symptom of Imaoy. JJiOGEinES Kosiifsoir. 

He had not worked suffleiently, and knew he must fail. So he - . 


Yours, 


Diogenes Eobinson. 


_ .V . T *' » , .*..**w AJ.\J juxaou xaxx. juC 

became temporarily msai^ to avoid defeat and maintain his renu- a -n x ^ , 

tation for scholarsMp. H^e left Oxford without takina- a deo-rpp x; \ Kather Large ORDER.T-Amongst the many suggested plans 

afd owing m.mey, right and left-to tradesmen, to his fcmn^ & Ms the coUeotion of pictures onoe offered by Mr. T^E to the 

tutor. Then he disappeared for some years Nation, is a scheme for turmng the Banquetmg-hall at WMtehall 


consutuency nad been suddenly declared vacant. Gorton happened .aii tais moment me spacious Duuaing is tied 

to be staying in the hotel. He promptly offered Mmself as a^andi the necks of the Members of the United Service Institution 

date, and plunged T^th. extraordinary ^dgour into the mntest. The ^ elephant.^; 

way that man fooled a simple-hearted Irish electorate was marvellous a nr x ^ 

They came to believe Mm to be a milHonnaire, a king of finance a jJ^onet-Leitoer said he had never been inside a Church since 
personage at whose nod Statesmen trembled, a being who mingled looked m at hymn-time, and heard them singing, “ With 

with all that was Mghest and best in the land. He cajoled theni he earth,” and he didn’t want to hear any more, 

flattered them, he talked them reund his little finger, he rollicked 

amilfld ^l&ieS^^ves°defledt^l^rl'^LimtenaTit^n^S*’^® Teting TO THE Temeee.— M rs, R. says nothing can induce her to 

Mimeu at, mtir wives, aenea me xord lieutenant, and was elected eat cross buns, as they are sure to disagree with her. 
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TRIALS AT THE LAW COURTS. 

A Timid but Erudite “Leader” is URaED to take a “Bad 
Objection.” 


OUR BOOKING-OPPIOE. 

All who are interested in the theatrical celebrities of past times 
■will do well to read a brief, indeed, a too brief paper, about 
Dorotbct Jordan, written by Fitzgerald Molloy, for The 
JEnglish Illustrated Magazine of this month. The Baron does not 
remember if Thackeray touched on the story of this talented 
Actress in his Lectures on “ The Four Georges ; ’’ but the sad finish 
to the brilliaut career of Mrs. Jordan could hardly haye escaped 
the great Satirist as being one instance, among many^ illustrating 
the wise King^s adyice as to “ not putting your trust m Princes 
“ or,” for the matter of that, and in fairness, it must be added, “ in 
any child of man.” Poor Dorothy, or Dolly Jordan! but now a 
Q,ueen of “Puppets,” and now—thus, a mere rag-dolly. Ah, 
Clarence!— “False, fleeting, perjured Clarence!” as Shak- 
SPEARE wrote of that other Duke in Crookback’d Richard’s time, 
for whom the “ ifs” and “ ands” of life were resolyed for ever in a 
final “butt.” 

In the issue for 1891 of that most interesting yearly Annual, The 
Book- TForm, for which the Baron, taking it up now and again, 
blesses Elliot Stock, of Paternoster Row, there is a brief but 
interesting account of The Annexed Frayer~Book, which, after 
some curious chances and changes, was at last ordered to be photo- 
g^raphed page by page, without being remoyed from the custody of 
Black Rod. “ By means of an elaborate system of reflecting,” the 
process of photographing was carried on in the House of Lords, 
It is satisfactory to all Book- worms to know that so important a 
work was not undertaken without eyen more than the usual amount 
of reflection. The Baron de Book-'W'orms, 


THE HAMLET IN THE HAYMARKET. 


about by the stupid ignorance of a dunderheaded ecclesiastic, to whose 
Bishop Laertes ought to haye immediately reported him), Hamlet 
returns to weep and throw flowers into the graye. How excellent 
“returns” are dear to the managerial heart, and consoling to his 
pocket, when they attest the overflowing attendance of “ friends in 
front;” but when “returns” are on the stage, their excellence may 
be questioned on the score of monotony. How, as to the Church- 
yard Scene, permit me to make a suggestion : — the Second Qraye- 
digger has been commissioned by the First Gravedigger, with money 
down, to go to a neighbouring publican of the name of Yaughan, 
pronounced Yogan or Yawn, — ^probably the latter, on account 
either of his opening his mouth wide, or of his being a sleepy-headed 
fellow, — and fetch a stoop of liquor. How, when aH the turmoil is 
over, the remaining gravedigger would at once set to work, as in 
fact he does in this scene at the Haymarket ; but here he just shovels 
a handful of mould into the grave, and then, without rhyme or 
reason (with both of which he has been plentifully supplied by 
Shakspeare), suddenly away he goes, merely to allow for the 
“ business” of HamleVs re-entrance. But why shouldn’t there be 
here, prior to the return of Hamlet^ a re-entrance of ijhe Second 
Gravedigger, as if coming back from friend Yaughan’ s with the pot 
of ale ? The sight of this would attract First Gravedigger, and take 
the thirsty soul most readily from his work to discuss the refreshment 
in some shady nook. Then by all means let Hamlet return to pour out 
his grief ; and on this picture ought the Curtain effectively descend. 

A novel point introduced by Mr. Tree is that his Hamlet^ enter- 
taining an affectionate remembrance of the late Yorick, assumes a 
friendly and patronising air towards Yorick’ s successor, a’ Court 
Fool, apparently so youthful that he may still be supposed to be 
learning his business. So when His Royal Highness Hamlet has 
what he considers “ a good thing ” to say, Mr. Tree places the novice 
in jesting near himself, and pointedly speaks at him ; as e.^., when, 
in reply to the King’s inquiry after Ms health, he tells him that he 
“eats air promise-crammed,” adding, with a sly look at the Court 
Fool, “you cannot feed capons so.” Whereat the Fool, put into a 
diffi cult position, through his fear of offending the Prince by not 
laughing, or angering the King (his employer) by laughing, has to 
acknowledge the Prince’s witticism with a deferential, but some- 
what deprecatory, snigger. 

Again, when Hamlet is “going to have a lark” with old 
Folonius—Q, proceeding in exquisitely bad taste by the way— Mr. 
Tree’s attracts the young Court 

Jester’s attention to his forthcoming 
novelty. How this time, as the repartee 
is about as rude a thing as any vulgar 
cad of an ’Arry might have uttered, 
the professional Jester, who evidentljr 
does not owe his appointment to the Lord 
Chamberlain’s favour, and is exempt 
from his jurisdiction, grins aU over his 
countenance, and hops away to expla-in 
the jest to some of the courtiers, while 
Hamlet himself, to judge by his smiling 
countenance, is clearly very much pleased 
with his own performance in showing 
a Jester how the fool should be played. 

And this notion is consistent with the 
character of a Prince who takes upon 
himself to lecture the Actors on their own 
art. There is no subtler touch in Shak- 
speare’s irony than his putting these 
instructions to players in the mouth of a 
noble amateur. Of the revival, as a whole, one majr truthfuRy say, 
Qa donne dpenser, and, indeed, the study of Hamlet is inexhaustible. 



‘‘I am thy Father’s Ghost ! ” 


With Mr. Tree’s impersonation of Hamlet most London play- 
goers are by this time acquainted, though not yet familiar. It is a 
most interesting performance, especiaRy to those who remember the 
inauguration of startHng new departures by Charles Fechter. 
The question for every fresh Hamlet must always be, “How can I 
differentiate my Hamlet from aR previous Hamlets f What can I 
do that nobody has as yet thought of doing ? ” “ To be or not to be ” 
Hamlet, “that is the question” ; whether ’tis better continuously to 
suffer the tortures of uncertainty as to what you might have achieved 
had you essayed the part, or to take up the study of it, and ceasing 
to shiver on the bank, leave off your damnable faces, and plunge in r 
Mr. Tree has plunged, and is going on swimmingly. 

Mrs. Tree’s Ophelia sane, is charming. Her distraught Ophelia- 
is very mad indeed, and her method in her madness is excellent. 

There is a curious monotony in some of the stage-business. Thus, 
Ophelia pauses in her exit and comes up quietly behind the absent- 
minded Prince as if to play bo-peep with him : then, later on, after 
his apparently brutal treatment of her, Hamlet returns, and, whRe 
she is stooping and in tears, he kisses her hair and runs away noise- 
lessly as if this also were another part of the same ^ame. Then 
again, in the Churchyard, after the scandalous brawling (brought 


WITH THEIR EASTER EGGS. 

The Em^-‘r-r of G^rm-ny , — ^Presentation copy of the light and 
leading satirical English Paper. 

The Cz~r o/i2-s5- a.— Letter of regret from President C-rn-t. 

The Pr~s~d-nt of the FV-nc7iJS-p-&/-c.— Secretly-obtained copy 
of proposed treaty for a Quadruple ARiance. 

The K-ng of It-ly , — Scheme for a modus vivendi. 

The P-pe . — Dupncate copy of ditto. 

Ch-ncAl-r C-pr-vL — ^Permit for leave of absence. 

Pr~nce V-n B-sm-rck . — A song, “ The Return of the PUotP 
The M-rq-s of ^-Ls6-rv.— Date of the General Election. 

The Ch-ncAUr of the Comments on the Budget. 

F-rst L-rd of the YV-5-ry.— Hew rules for the game of Golf. 
Rt.Hon, WH. GUdsUne , — Set of Diaries for the next twenty years. 
The PA Ij-‘rAe , — ^The Order of “ The Foresters.” 

The Oxf-rd F-ght , — The Blue Riband of the Thames. 

JS-r A-g-st-s Dr-r-?-w-s.— A month’s weR-deserved rest. 

NA)-dy m P-rt-cA~r . — A legacy of £100,000 
Fv^ryh-dy in 6r-w-r-Z. — ^Rates and taxes. 
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SO FRIVOLOUS! 

Wife, “Solomon, I have a Bone to pick with yoxt.** 

Solomon [ flijpjpa ' nily ), “ With pleasure, my dear, so long as it *s a Funny Bone ! ” 


THE DYNAMITE DEAGON. 

A Dragon! FaTigli! that foul and writMng 
Worm 

Seems scarcely worthy of the ancient term 
That fills old myth, and typifies the fight 
’Twixt wrathful evil and the force of right. 
The dragons of the prime, fierce saurian 
things 

With ogre gorges and with harpy wings, 
Fitted flieir hour ; the haunts that gave them 
hirth, 

The semi-chaos of the early earth, 

The sHme, the earthquake shock, the whelm- 
ing flood, 

Made battle ground for the colossal brood. 
But now, when centuries of love and light 
Have warmed and brightened man’s old 
home ; ^ when might 
Is not all sinister, nor all desire 
Fierce appetite, that all-devouring fire, — 
When lire is not alone a wasting scourge, 

But from the swamps of soulless strife emerge 
Some Pisgah peaks of promise where the dove 
Finds footing, high the whirling gulfs above,— 
How the intrusion of this loathly shape, 
With pestilence-breathing jaws that blackly 
^ane 

For indiscriminate prey, '.is sure a thing 
To set celestial guards once more a- wing ; 

To fire a new St. Michael or St. Q-eorge 
With the bright death to cleave the monster’s 
gorge, [breath 

And trample out the Laidly Worm’s last 
In the convulsions of reluctant death. 

A crawling, craven, sneaking, snaking 
brute ; 

Purposeless spite, and hatred absolute, 


In hideous shape incarnate I Yenomed Gad 
In Civilisation's path ; malignant-mad. 

And blindly biting ; raising an asp-neck 
In Beauty’s foot-tracks, and prepared to 
wreck 

The ordered work of ages in a day, 

To raze and shatter, to abase and slay. 

Blind as the earthquake, headlong as the 
storm. 

Yet in such hideous subter-human form. 
Vulgar as venomous I Dragon indeed, 

And dangerous, but with no soul save greed, 
Ho aim save chaos. Bloody, yet so blind. 
The common enemy of humankind; 

Whose age-stored works and ways it yearns 
to blast, 

To smite to ruined fragments, and to cast 
Prone — as itself is pron^in common dust. 
The Beautiful, the Wise, the Strong, the 
Just, 

AH fruit of labour, and all spoil of thought, 
All that co-operant Man hath won or 
wrought, 

AH that the heart has loved, the mind has 
taught 

Through the long generations, hoarded 
ffains 

Of plastic fancies, and of potent brains ; 
Thrones, Temples, Marts, Art’s alcoves, 
Learning’s domes. 

Patrician palaces, and bourgeois homes. 
Down, down I — to glut its spleen, the paltry 
thing, 

Impotent, save to lurk, and coil, and spring, 
But powerful as the poison-drop, once sped, 
That creeps, corrupts, and leaves its victim — 
dead! 

As the asp’s fang could turn to pulseless clay 
The Pride of Egypt, so this Worm can slay 


If left long covert for its crawling course. 
Up, up against it every virile force, 

And every valorous virtue I By its_biss 
’Tis known hostis humani generis^ 

Let Civilisation snatch St. Michael’s sword. 
And slay this Dragon, of a tribe abhorred 
The meanest and the most malignant Worm' 
Which can spiH venom, but, attacked, will 


squirm. 

Shrink, splutter, vanish. With no noble end, 
AH men must be its foes, blind hatred its sole 
friend! 

BHEAKIHG. 

[In bis spot-barred Billiard-Match with H. Coles, 
PEALLmade breaks of 108, 133, 64, 52, 78, 77, and 80.] 
Break, break, break 
On thy Billiard-board, oh P. ! 

As easy as cutting butter 
The business seems to thee. 

“ Oh, weH that the spot is barred,” 

The knowing ones glibly say, 

“ Or we might get no chance 
Of a Coles’ strike here to-day.” 

And the marvellous game goes on. 

Till the watchers have their fill ; 

And one drops ofic, and dreams 
He ’s taken the “ Red” for a piH. 

Break, break, break I 
And there ’s one that will broken be ; 
For the Pony I put on the other man 
WiU never come back to me. 

Suggestion from “Chilub Harolb” at 
Olympia. — “I stood in Venice on the Bridge 
of Size And paint,” &o., &c. 
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ON THE PIRST OREEN CHAIR. 

Eea.ch it, attendant ; wicked winter flies off : 

Place it witk pomp for me to sit and stare 
Up at the snn who hanauets us with cries of 
“ Chair !»» 

Long haye we pined in darkness most uncanny : 

Now to Hyde Park return its gauze of gold, 
Jewels of crocus and enhancements mani- 
-fold. 

"Welcome, delicious zephyr, blithe new-comer, 
Urging to purchase patent-leather boots, 
Hats of a yirgin glossiness, and summer 
suits. 












Thursday, April 7. Hyde Park, Mid-day. 

"Welcome, attire of carniyal-carousers, 
Suddenly bursting on the ’wHdered view. 
Mine — I don’t mind confessing it — are trousers 
new, 

These that, serene in atmosphere serenest, 
Droop o’er a Chair, whose emerald taunts 
the trees — 

Green are the leaves, and greener than 'the 
greenest 

Peas ! 

All things must end : to-morrow may be icy : 

Wither too soon the joys that freshest are ; 
End will sweet summer reveries, and my ci- 
gar. 

Ends too that master-^iece of Messrs. Hxam: 

Bashfully hinted at in line sixteen ; 

Green was the Chair I sat on— and now I am 
green I 

ALL'S (PAIRLT) WELL." 

Scene— War Office. Sanctum of the 
Commandeb-in-Chiee. H.R.H. is seated 
on a chair. To him enter [after being 
•pro'perly^ complimented hy a couple of 
Grenadiers on guard over an area) 
Inspectob-Genekal of Evebythin&, 
Field-Marshal Punch. 

Inspector-^ General [sharply). Well, Sir! 
(CoHSiANDEB - IN - CHIEF comes briskly to 
attention.) No, your Royal Highness, you 
can be seated, I don’t want to disturb you 
—much! And now, how is the Easter 
Review getting^ on ? 

Com.-in’- Chief. First-rate, Sir. Excel- 
lent, Sir ! Couldn’t be better. Sir ! 

Insp.-Gen. [dryly). I have heard those 
phrases before, your Royal Highness — espe- 
cially “couldn’t be better”— and found 
subsequently that things ought to have been 
better, very much better. Sir. 

Com.-in-’ Chief [anxiously). But I assure 
you, Sir, that tMs time we are doing our level 
best. Why, Sir, fancy, we are going to have 
thirty thousand men under arms ! Think of 
that, Sir — ^thirty thousand men ! 


Insp.~Gen. About the numbers of a Ger- 
man Brigade, or is it a Regiment ? 

Com. ^in- Chief [with a forced laugh) . Come, 
Sir, I see you are joking! Yes, thirty thousand 
men, and some of them are going down fully 
equipped. Why, for instance, the Artists will 
marchthe whole way to the scene of the opera- 
tions with their own regimental transport ! 
And so will the 1st London Engineers. Think 
of that. Sir ! 

Insp. - Gen. And how much have you 
gentlemen here had to do with that, Sir ? 
Why, the Volunteers would have been left 
in a state of utter unpreparedness had not 
the pubKc taken the initiative. What did 
the War OfS.ce and the Horse Guards do to- 
wards giving them their kit ? 

Com. •‘in- Chief . WeU, it is all right 
now, Sir. And we are going to have a splen- 
did time of it. The idea is that a hostile 
force has landed at Deal during the early 
hours of Monday morning, and 

Insp.- Gen. [interrupting). Yes, I have 
read all that in the papers. But come, tell 
me who is to cornmand ? 

Com. - in.- Chief [rather taken aback). 
Well, Sir, the customary crew. I suppose 
Billy Seymotjb. 

Insp. Gen. [severely). I presume, your 
Royal Highness, that you refer to General 
Lord William Seymoxte, who will be in 
command at Dover. 

Com. -in- Chief [abashed). Certainly, Sir. 
You are a little particular to-day, Sir. 

Insp. Gen. [gravely). I am always par- 
ticular — very particular — when I have to 
deal with the Volunteers. Well, Sir, General 
Lord William Seymoitb, commands at Dover 
—proceed, Sir ; pray proceed. 

Com.-in- Chief. Then, Sir, there’s General 
Goodenoijgh at Maidstone, and General 
Dawson- Scott at Chatham. 

Insp.- Gen. Is he a Volunteer ? 

Com.-in- Chief [laughing). Why no. Sir; 
of course not, Sir. Why he’s in the Royal 
Engineers. Although in my Crimean days 
we never considered Sappers soldiers. We 
used to say that 

Insp.-Gen. [severely). No levity. Sir. 
And pray who else is to be in command ? 

Com.-in- Chief. Well, Sir, I shall be pre- 
sent myself on Saturday, and then take the 
March-past on Monday. 

Insp.- Gen. Yes; but how about the Volun- 
teers? What about them ? Why don’t you 
let the officers command their own men ? ^ 

Com.-in- Chief. "Why, Sir, you see in time 
of war 

Insp.-Gen. [interrupting). You would find 
Volunteer officers as capable as any others. 
Your Royal Highness has no doubt studied the 
, lessons taught by the war between the Nor- 
therners and the Southerners in America ? 

’ Com.-in- Chief, I have glanced at the sub- 
ject, Sir, at the Royal United Service Insti- 
tute. And may I venture to hope that you ! 
are satisfied, Sir ? 

Insp.-Gen. [after a pause). Well, yes, I 
think you are doing better. But, in future, 

• give a share of the command to Volunteers 

f ur et simple. And now just jot down what 
have further to say to you. 

• [^Scene closes in upon the Com.-in-Chief 
taking notes. 

. CONNECTED WITH THE PRESS. 

At a recent meeting of the Institute of 
L J ournalists, it was proposed that future candi- 
L dates for membership^ should undergo an 
examination to test their qualifications before 
) election. Should the proposal be adopted, no 
I doubt some such paper as the^ following will 
} be set to those desirous of obtaining the right 
I of adding “M.LJ.” to their names. 

1. Womd you as a Reporter venture to use 


such expressions as “devouring element” or 
“destructive fiuid”in sending in “flimsy” 
to a London Daily Paper ? State when you 
would consider yours^ entitled to describe 
yourself “ a Special.” 

2. What are the rights of a Journalist at a 
free luncheon ? If an Editor finds himself 
present, should he return thanlcs for the Press 
himself, or leave that duty in the hands of a 
bumptious Reporter. 

3. Write an essay upon the Law of Libel, 
and say when a paper, (1) should apologise, (2) 
fight it out, and, (3) settle it out of Court, 

4. Define the difference between a “com- 
ment of pubHo importance” and a “puffing 
advertisement.” 

5. What is “ log-rolling ? ” Give examples 
to illustrate the meaning of the word. 

6. Show, concisely, why the World could 
not revolve without the Press, and why the 
Press would cease to be without your own 
personal assistance. 

UPON JULIA’S COAT. 

[After KerricJc.) 

Whenas my Julia wears a sack. 

That hides the outline of her back, 

I cry, in sore 
psteess, “A- 

She showed a 
dainty waist 
when dressed 
In jacket; true, 
the size con- 

That whalebone \ 

had its shape 
compressed, W 

Still was her If 

form sweet ff ' 

as her face, a 'a | 

But now what Ihl, 

change has 

lA'f 

coat” hides ^ 

ail maiden ^ f 

Although men’s ^ jR|'//|fjB/| | 

clothes are MifeS I 

always vUe, 

The coat, the 
trousers and 

the ‘ ‘ tile ” ! Lenten Fashion. 

Some sense still gack-Coat, nearest approach to 
lingers in Sackcloth, for Lent, 

each style. 

But women’s garments should be fair, 

All graceful, gay and debonair. 

And if they lack good sense, why care ? 

0 Julia, cease to wear a sack, 

A garb all artists should attack, 

In which both sense and beauty lack ! 

DRINKS AND DRAMAS. 

P* Henry the Eighth is a Soda-water Play.” 

- — Mr. Irving'^s JBvidence before the Co?nmittee.'] 

; Mb. Ibving has now completed his list of 
refreshments suited to performances. They 
' can be obtained, like Mr. Goschen’s reserve 
of shillings, “ on application,” .which does 
not mean gratis, 

Macbeth.— y erg fine old Scotch, 

Hamlet. — ^Bitters. 

: Homeo and JuUet, — ^Rum and Milk. 

Othello. — ^Dublin Stout. 

L Merchant of Venice. — Port(l *A.). 

} Charles the First. — ^Bottled Ale_ (with 
) flhe head). 

L The Cup. — ^Tea, 
t Ginger Brandy. 

Much Ado About Nothing. — ^Benedictine, 
i Corsican Brothers. — Half-and-half. 
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ABERLESr CITIZEN’S 
BfART. 

{Tramlated hy Our First 
Siardard Board Scholar, ) 

[“ It is stated that the 
soldier who, on Friday last, 
fired at and killed a man who 
threatened him while on sen- 
try duty before the barracks 
in the Wrangel-strasse, Ber- 
lin, has been promoted to the 
rank of corporal, for what is 
described as Ms correct conduct 
on the occasion. The passer- 
by, who was wounded at the 
same time, still lies in a pre- 
carious condition.” — St, 
James's Gazette^ April 6.] 

April 1, — I go walking 
near barracks ; see man 
looking qtdetly at building. 
Suddenly fires the sentry 
with his long distance rifle, 
so that the straight onward 
through the harmless on- 
looker*s heart and through 
my never sufidciently to be 
regretted ri^ht arm pass- 
ing bullet in the remote 
distance a child kills. 
Long live our good Empe- 
ror and his glorious army ! 
Carried home insensible. 

June 1. — At last am I 
from arm-amputation re- 
covered and walk again 
out. The sentry was for 
his on the first April quite 
courageous act to be Ser- 
geant promoted. Here 
comes a Sergeant I He is 
it I Look curiously at him 
whereupon he me in the leg 
shoots. Long live our Em- 
peror! Again carried home. 

Sept, 1. — Again out, in 
invalid chair, meet same 
man, now Lieutenant. I 
murmur sadly, “Ah, my 
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CULTURE. 

Scene — A FHvate Picture Gallery^ 

Uolle Sportsman {opposite choice example of Canaletto), “ I SAV, by 
T oir ’VE GOT A Picture of Olympia here ! ” 


JovE, I 


friend, I gave you a leg- up 
indeed I ” Then he, saying 
that I him insulted have, 
my remaining arm with his 
sword off cuts. I respect 
our Emperor, but I love not 
his soldiers now. Must 
hire an amanuensis. 

January 1. — After my 
long illness go I once again, 
Enter den Linden, in my 
invalid chair — that is to 
say, what is left of me. 
My enemy is now a Colonel. 
Shall I him again see ? 
Heaven forbid! Alas, he 
comes even now, with those 
weapons which so rapidly 
him^ increase, and me 
diminish! I say nothing, 
but he, seeing me, wi5i 
his sword my last limb off 
cuts. I love not even our 
Emperor now. 

May 1. — To-day is the 
Socialists’ Bay, and I can 
once more out-dragged be. 

I am now a without legs 
or arms Socialist. My 
enemy can be promoted now 
only by my body. He has 
become a General and 

Count {Here the 

Diary ends abruptly,) 

“ Berliny May 2. — ^Yes- 
terday an unfortunate 
Gentleman, without arms ' 
or legs, when passing the 
Rojral Palace in his invalid 
chair, was attacked by a 
distingruished officer, who 
ran his sword through the 
heart of the unoffending 
civilian. The assassin was 
immediately promoted, as 
is usual in such cases, and 
is now Field Marshal 
Prince Blutundetjhm von 
SCHLACHTHAUSEN.” — Lon- 
don Daily Papers, 


ESSENCE OE PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

t House of Commons^ Mon- 

Cleophas has added a new 
terror to Parliamentary life. 
It is bad enough to have 
him unexpecte^y rising 
from a customary seat ; 
usually finds a place on top 
Bench below Gangway, 
whence, in days that are no 
more, Newdegate used to 
lament fresh evidences of 
Papal ascendancy. House 
grown accustomed to hear- 
ing the familiar voice from 
this accustomed spot. To- 
night, conversation on ques- 
tion of Privilege been going 
forward for some time. 
Seemed about to reach con- 
clusion, when suddenly, far 
below the Gangway in Irish 
quarter, ominous sound 
broke on startled ear. 

At first aU eyes turned to 
Hewdegatb’s old quarters; 
but the voice evidently did 
not proceed thence. Fol- 
lowing the sound. Members 
came upon Alpheus Cleo- 
Alpheus Cleophas. PHAS breaking out in a fresh 


place. Otherwise, all the same ; the flat-toned voice, the imper- 

curbable manner that awaits cessation of storm of obloquy, and 

then completes interrupted sentence ; the conviction that somebody 

(generally the Government) is acting dishonestly, and needs a 

watchful eye kept upon him ; the information conveyed that the 

Eye is now turned on— aU were there, each identified Alpheus 

Cleopbcas. Tip again and again during 

preliminary discussion, always shouted 

at, and ever quietly waiting till noise has 

subsided, when he finishes the interrupted 

sentence, and begins another. 'JlpS 

^JB^iess done , — ^In Committee on Small 

Tuesday , — ^Happy circumstance in the 
history of all Administrations that there 
is never lacking a friend on their own 
side to keep them on the right path. 

Eadcliffe Cooke suddenly developed 

tendency towards personally conducting 

the^ Government. Hitherto appeared as a 

docile follower. Hew state of affairs ^ 

apse in connection with Breach of Pri- i M BI 

vilege by Cambrian Railway Directors. 

Hicks-Beach last night gave notice to 
take into consideration Special Report of 
Select Committee charging Directors with 
Breach of Privilege. JBeach proposed to 
wait awhile till “ the other side ’’had got 

up a case or two, to show that if Masters ^ 

were prone to punish their Servants for 

giving inconvenient evidence on question 

of Hours of Labour, the Servants were 

no better when they had power to inflict Personal Conductor. 
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on each, other similar punishment. Beach made his proposal in 
matter-of-fact way, anticipating general concurrence. But Channino 
objected; Gteorge Trevelyan did not approve the sugrg’estion ; while 
the SauiRE OP Malwood eagerly seized Beach’s maladroit phrase 
about “the other side,” and made great play with it. Probably 
Beach might have disregarded this action from Opposition Benches ; 
but different when Kadclippe Cooee^ rose from Bench immediately 
behind Ministers, and in severely judicial manner criticised proposed 
action of President of Board of Trade. Beach said nothing at moment ; 
after some hours’ rejection, announced withdrawal of original pro- 
position and intention of proceediag with indictment of Cambrian 
Directors without waiting for case of “ the other side.” 

To-day he moved that on Thursday the accused should appear at 
Bar of House. This on point of being agreed to when Cooee again 
appeared on scene ; with increased impressiveness of manner argued 
against Beach’s proposal. Prince Arthur began to look uneasy; 
no knowing where this sort of thing would end if it spread. What 
with Sexton on one side correcting grammar of Ministerial Eesolu- 
tions, and Eadclippe Cooke on the other amending their procedure, 
it really seemed time to go to the country. Something like condition 
of paralysis stealing over Treasury Bench when Speaker came to 
assistance of Ministers, and benignly but effectively pointed out to 
Cooke that he was one too many, was in fact spoiling the broth. 
Cooke tried to argue the matter out, but Speaker peremptory and 
Ministers saved from fresh rebuff. 

“It ’s all very weU for them arguing round the subject like that,” 
said Maclure, nervously mopping his forehead. “ But it ’s a very 
different thing with me, at my age and fighting weight. An In- 
surance Broker, Director of various Eailway and other Companies, 
formerly Major of the 40th Lancashire Volunteers, a Trustee for 
three Church livings, and father of a large family, to be brought up 
on a Breach of Privilege is no slight matter. Indignity is aggravated 
by the locality. ‘ The Bar ’ is the last place in the world where the 
friends of John William Maclure would think it likely to find 
him.” ^ 

Business done , — ^In Committee on Small Holdings. 

Thursday After all, Maclure didn’t have to stand at the 

Bar to-night,^ so his feelings were saved a peculiarly painful wrench. 
But the Chairman of Cambrian Eailway lield a special meeting at 
Bar. It was attended by Mr. Bailey Hawkins, and Mr. John 
Conacher, Manager of the Company. The Seeoeant-at-Arms also 
looked in,^ bringing the Mace with him. 

“ How if they were really going to have anything at the Bar,” said 
Maclure, looking wistfully on, “a drop of mulled port or anything 
like that,^ Mace would come in handy. Suppose Erskine would dip 
it in the jorum and stir the liquor round.” 

So Maclure joked, and so, as Julius ’ Annie al, naturally well- 
posted up in this epoch of historyj reminds me, Hero fiddled whilst 
Eome burned. Pact is, Maclure in terrible funk ; mental condition 
shared by his Chairman, Co-director, and the Manager. The latter, 
resolved to seU his life dearly, brought in his umbrella, which gave him 
a quite casual hope-I-don’t-intrude appearance as he stood at the Bar. 

Members at first disposed to regard 
whole matter as a joke. Cheered 
Maclure when he came in at a half 
trot ; laughed when, the Bar pulled 
outj^ difficulty arose about making 

“ That ’s the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer’s duty,” said Wilfrid 
Lawsoi^; “Goschen ought to go 

Bursts of laughter and buzz of 
conversation in aU parts of the 
House ; general aspect more like ap- 
pearance at theatre on Boxing Hight 


f pearance at theatre on Boxing Hight 
when audience waits for curtain to 
rise on new pantomime. Only the 
Speaker grave, even solemn; his 
voice occasionally rising above merry 
din with stern cry of “Order! 

^ “Of course, now they ’re at the Bar 
they can order what they please,” 
said Tanner. Well the Speaker 
didn’t hear him. Later, on eve of 
final division, he offered another 
remark in louder tone. Speaker 
thundered down upon him lie a tor- 

Turning Ms Back on Ma 

o\vn Eosolution. Hicks-Bbach’s speech, gave ne'w 

aad i^re serious turn to aflairs. Concluded 'with Motion declaring 
itoeetors guilty of Breach of Privilege and sentencing them toadmo- 
nition. But speech itself clearly made out that Directors were 


The Woolwich Infant goes off.’’ 


blameless ; all the bother lying at door of Eailway Servant who 

had been dismissed. Speech, in short, turned its back on Eesolu- 

tion. This riled the Eadicals ; not ^ 

to he soothed even by Mr, G. inter- 

posing in favourite character as 

Grand Old Pacificator. Storm 

raged all' night ; division after 

division talcen; finally, long past / '' 

midnight, Directors again brought 

up to the Bar, the worn, almost riji 

shrivelled, appearance of Cona- ifiji 

cher’s umbrella testifying to the M' jp»v:: . 

mental suffering undergone during 

the seven hours that had passed 

since last they stood there. 

Speaker, with awful mien and 
in terrib]^ tones, “admonished” 

Business done, — Cambrian Direc- 
tors ^ admonished for Breach of 

Tuesday, April 12. — House ad- 
journs to-day for Easter Holidays ; " 

good many adjourned after ^ri- 7^ 

day’s Sitting^ ; some waited to hear WX 

JoKiM bringing in his Budget last SKI mm i 

night. Few left to-day to wind Bm ' -4f|W |P 

np the business. Hughes, gallant 

Colonel who represents Woolwich, 

here a few minutes ago. But he ’s rn -nr i t t ^ ^ 

gone too, “ Sometimes,” he said, TUo -Vyoolwich Infant “ goes oft.” 

with a far-away smile, “they call me ‘ the Woolwich Infant.’ If I 
I am such a very big gun, perhaps the best thing I can do is to go off.” 
j I follow his example. 

Business done, — Adjourned for Easter Holidays. 

THE LEGEND OE THE MUTTON BONE*, 

{By Our Nexoly-Marricd Poetess.) 

When the world is full of flowers and of butterflies at play, 

I could sit beneath the roses eating chocolates all day ; 

But my heart is very heavy as I ponder with dismay 
On the Mutton Bone a-lying in the Larder ! 

F or George has squandered 
sixpence on a telegram 
from town, 

. I To say that he has come 

(■ ' across “that dear old 

'■ chappie— B row7ne,” 

'‘^^4 I And to dine witBi us this 

I ' ' '/ H'' Muttcjn Bone is 

/ JSlit ' f \ LWer ! 


bat she ’ll 
an appe- 


Tundng his Back on his 
own Ecsolution. 


1 (1 ' hW ■-■Jl I have just beem down to 

■ I 1/ i rj see it, and miy courage 

I I ' :i sinks a-new, / 

' tv ; 

■ promised mej her very 

l; '• ‘ ^®st to do- { 

Which means t^at she’ll 
ii II i iKii ' convert intoj an appe- 

m. Tir AX TV , . ' rising stew j 

Ihe Mutton Bone a-lying in the Larder. j 

rernember, with a blush of rosy pink, j 
Inat Cook — alas ! is given to the frequent use “of drink, j 
And it she once gets muddled up — ^perhaps she ’ll never tl^iink 
Of the Mutton Bone a-lying m th§ Larder ! 

♦ * * * * ' * 

As the western sun is gilding aU the heather of the moor, 

Down the basement stairs I ’m creeping — till a widely open door 
bhows me Cook in heavy slumber on her cherished Mtchcn floor — 
And the Mutton Bone is lying in the Larder ! 

0 George, there ’ll be no dinner, dear, for you and Browne to-day! 

I pictee to myself the pretty words that you will say— 

And I seize my guinea bonnet — and I wander far away 
From the Mutton Bone a-lying in the Larder ! 

Motto for a Soap Co.— “ Hothing like Lather.” 


whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictnres of any description, wUl 
there ^ he nr^^on. * accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Eivllope, Clover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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TOW THOUGHTS FROM THE COUNTRY. 

( With the usual apologies , ) 

Oh, to be in London now that April ’s there, 

And whoever walks in London sees, some morning, in the 
That the upper thousands have come to Town, [Square, 
To the plane-trees droll in their new bark gown, 

"WTiile the sparrows chirp, and the cats miaow 
In London — now I 

And after April, when May follows 
And the black-coats come and go like swallows I 
Mark, where yon fairy blossom in the Eow 
Leans to the rails, and canters on in clover. 

Blushing and droo]^ing, vdth her head bent low ! 

That ’s the wise child : she makes him ask twice over, 
Lest he should think she views with too much rapture 
Her first fine wealthy capture ! 

But, — ^though her path looks smooth, and though, alack, 
All will be gay, tHI Time has painted black 
The Marigold,, her Mother’s chosen flower, — 

Far brighter is my Heartsease, Love’s own dower. 

A Want.— “ There is onlj one thing,” a visitor writes to 
us, ‘‘that I missed at Venice, S.W. I ’ve never been to 
the real place, which is the Bride, or Pride, of the Sea, I 
forget which, but, as I was saying, there ’s only one thing 
I miss, and that is the heather. Who has not heard of ‘ the 
moor of Venice ’ ? And I daresay good shooting there too, 
with black game and such like. I only saw pigeons flying, 
who some one informed me are the pigeons of Sam Mark. 

ext time I go, I shall inquire at the Eestaurant for fresh 
Pigeon Pie. However, if Mr. Kiraify will take a hint, he 
will, in August provide a moor. It will add to the gaiety 
of the show. ‘ The moor the merrier,’ eh ? ” 

Neo-Dramatic Nursery Rhyme. 

Mrs. Grundy, good woman, scarce knew what to think 
About the relation ’twixt Drama and Drink. 

Well, give Hall— and Theatre— good wholesome diet. 
And all who attend wiki be sober and quiet ! 

Spring’s Delights in London.— “Via Malodora” — 
clearly a lady, “Dora” for short— wrote to the Times 
complaining that the result of the splendid weather for 
the first ten days of the month was the reproduction of 
“ summer effluvium rank and offensive ”m Piccadilly, 
Poor Picpadilly Oh, its ‘ ‘ offence is rank,” and Miss Dora 
might add, quoting to her father from another scene in 
Hamlet, “ And smells so. Pa’ ! ” West-Enders, in a dry- 
summer, must be prepared to have ‘ ‘ a high old time of it.” 


I ‘ , IVL \ !■' !,‘ 

: ' ' ' ■ ''"'ll 

1,1' 


II 111 - 

*..LL 




i- ,-'-■1''!;'! ibit, 




















tm 


SANCTA SIWIPLICITAS. 

Orthodox Old Maid, “But, Rebecca, is your Place of Worship conse- 
crated ? ” 

Domestic {JMely received into the Plymouth Brotherhood), “Oh no, Miss — it’s 
Galvanised Iron 1 ” 


MY SOAP. 

I ’m the maker of a Soap, which I confidently hope 
In the advertising tournament -will win, 

And remain the fit survival, having vanquished every rival 
Which is very detrimental to the skin. 

I will now proceed to show, what the public ought to know. 

Unless they would be blindly taken in. 

How in eve:^ soap but mine certain qualities combine 
To make it detrimental to the skin. 

But surely at this date it is needless I 
should state 

cheaper soaps are barely 
worth a pin, ^ 

For they all contain a mixture, either 
free or as a fixture, 

il Which is very detrimental to the skin. 

! f 1 1 every cake you buy is so charged 

1 1 ' fj'lll withalkah, | 

ffl I \ ®®da more than soap it is akin ; j 

J It is really dear ^at last, for it wastes j 

detrimental to the skin. ; 

i The pubhc I must warn of the colours 

^ h ^ 

The soaps ambitious foreigners bring 
^ ■ hi; 

They are often'very'pretty, but to use them is a pity. 

For they ’re very detrimental to the skin. 




For they ’re very detrimental.to the skin. 


There are soaps which you can see through. I ask, What can it I 
Is it resin, or some other form of sin ? [be through ? 

There are soaps which smell too strong, and of course that must 
And extremely detrimental to the skin. [be wrong, 

And too much fat ’s injurious, and so are soaps sulphureous, 

Though they say they keep the hair from growing thin ; 

They may keep a person’s hair on, like the precious oil of Aaron, 
And yet be detrimental to his skin. 

In short, the only soap which is fit for Prince or Pope 
(I have sent some to the Kaiser at Berlin) 

Is the article I sell you. Don’t believe the firms who tell you 
It is very detrimental to the skin. 

A Liquor Question. — ^Why does a toper— especially when “ before 
the beak”— always say that he was “in drink,” when he evidently 
means that the drink was in him ? The only soaker on record who 
could rightly be said to be “in drink” was, 

“ Maudlin Clarence in his Malmsey butt.” 

He was “ in liquor ” with a vengeance. But less lucky wine-bibbers 
need not be illogical as well as inebriate. 

Mr. Goschen’s Budget. — “From a fiscal point of view, the To- 
bacco receipts are extremely good.” So unlike Jokem. Of course, as 
he never loses a chance of a jeu de mot, what he must have said was, 
that “the Tobacco ‘returns’ are extremely good.” “A birthday 
Budget, — ^many- happy ‘ returns,’ ” he observed jocosely to Prince 
Arthur, “ quite piping times ! ” And off he went for his holiday ; 
and, weather permitting, as he reclines in his funny among the weeds, 
he wQl gently murmur, “ Dulee est desipere in smoho*^ 
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rriTT'Ti^ TVTTnxxrTii Cim ivT A T\ riTTfN "VlC© IS 9i I]3.0HStj6]^ of SHCIl llld.60US TTU S3T 

THE NEWEST NAECISSUS; As to be hated needs but to be seen." 

Ok, thb Hbko ok Otte Days. S? ®ang the waspish satirist long ago. 

JNow Vice IS sketched and Crime is mac 
L“ — ;--The curious tendency towards imitation show, 
which is observed whenever some specially sen- A hundred eager scribes are at their heel 

RfirinTifi ia hrmie’ht.Tnr.ft rriA hofh+.rt-P-miElimfTr m ah _ ti * i i i i 


Prom club-room to street- corner runs the cry 
After the newest fact, or latest lie : [grasp, 
The hurrying throng unfolded broad-sheets 


ISTow Vice is sketched and Crime is made a And read with goggled eyes and lips a-gasp, 
show. Blood ! Blood ! More Blood ! It makes hot 
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sational crime is brought mto the hght of pubhcity.” jo tftU the public how they look and feel, 

Mormng Fost.^ ]g[Q^ drink, how sleep and smoke and 

Narcissus ? JSe^ that fonl ill-favoured hrute, play, 

A fevered age’s most repulsive fruit, Murder’s itinerary for a day, 

The murderous . 

coxcomb, the as- , . >. • «-n , 

sassin sleek? ■llv'V \ . "I 

stranger com- . 

parison could ' ,;i ' i ' — — " 

Wseek? ir _ 


Truly 'tisnotthe 
self - admiring 
hoy 

Nymph Echo 
longed so vainly 
to enjoy ; 

Yet the old clas- 
sic fable bath a 
phase 

Which seems to 
fit the oppro- 
brium of our 
days. 

Criminal-wor- 
ship seems our 
latest cult, 

And this strange 
figure is its last 
result.' 

Self - conscious, 
self - admiring, 
Crime parades 
Its loathly fea- 
tures, not in 
slumdom’s sha- 
des. 

Or in Alsatian 
sanotuariesvile. 
No; peacock-pos- 
ing and compla- 
cent smile 
Pervade the 
common air, and 
take the town. 
The glory of a 
scandalous re- 
nown 

Lures the vain 
villain more 
than wrath or 
gain, 

And cancels aE 
the shame that 
should restrain: 
Makes murder 
|half- heroic in 
his sight. 

And gEds the 
gaEows wiiii 
factitious Hght. 

And whose the 
fault ? Sensa- 
tion it is thine ! 
The garrulous 
paragraph, the 
graphic line, 
Poster and por- 


Eps go pale, [tale. 

But gives the sweetest zest to the unholy 

What wonder if the Horror, homaged thus 
By frenzied eagerness and foolish fuss, 

- -- i SweEs to a hide- 
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ous self-impor- 
tance, struts 
In conscious dig- 
nity, and gladly 
gl uts 

With vanity’s 
fantastic tricks 
the herd 
Whose pulses 
first by mur- 
derous crime it 
stirred. 

Narcissus - like, 
the slayer bends 
to trace 

Within Sensa- 
tion’s flowing 
stream its face, 
And, self - ena- 
moured, smEes 
a loathsome 
smEe 

Of fatuous con- 
ceit and gloat- 
ing guEe ; 
Laughs at the 
shadow of the 
Efted knife, 
And thinks of 
aE things save 
its victim’s Hfe. 
The “Noisy 
Nymph,” the 
Echo of our 
times, 

The gossip, with 
an eager ear for 
crimes. 

Lurks, half-ad- 
miring, aE-re- 
cording there. 
Watching: Nar- 
cissus with per- 
sistent stare, 
And ready note- 
book. Nothing 
but a Yoice ? 
No, but its bab- 
blings travel, 
and rejoice 
A myriad pruri- 
ent ears with 
noisome news, 
Eit only for the 
shambles and 
»the stews. 
These hear, 
admire, and 
sometimes imi- 
tate ! — 


THE MISSING CIPHER.’ I Narcissus is a 

Poster and por- “ Oh, Papa, only Piety Pounds erom Sir Gorgius Midas ! Such a Millionnaire--why 
trait, telegram he ought to have sent Five Hundred Pounds at least 

Ma4*^siophoys ^ ^ less. V^V^^ 

OvT+h?lnXAoS^t V forth in graphic phrase by skilful pens. That pestilent portent of a mOThiSl 

detMls worsen pore, With pictures of its face, its favourite Would flourish less could sense or law avail 


ToE’s favourite pabiEum and chosen lore. 


the horrors up. Its ;^fe’or bludgeon, pistol, paramour, tale, 


To strangle coarse Sensation’s clamorous 
tale, 

SEence the “Noisy Nymph,” for half 


, "utown. 
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Fettered. — I n reply to tlie Unemployed Deputation wMcli found 
employment in paying a visit to the L. C. C. at Spring G-ardens, Messrs. 
Burns and Ben Tillett (Alderman) intimated that as Mr. Power, 
the TJ. D.^s spokesman, was not a member of the L. C. C., that body 
was Power-less to assist them in their trouble. A nasty^ time of it 
had the Labour Candidates on this occasion. Hotbing like x>u.tting 
men of Radical revolutionary tendencies into responsible positions. 


A Shady Yalet. — One Donald Cross was a Yalet in the service ! 
of an absent master, whose best clothes and jewellery Donald wore, 
while he kept his hat well aired by giving^ little supper-parties to 
young ladies who took him at his own valuation, — ^for a very superior 
swell. Alas ! he was but a valet de sham ! “ Cross purposes,'' but 
Magistrate “ disposes" ; and the once happy Yalet is in the shade for 
the next six months. 
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Cleopatra. Ot, they did — only I left it in the Cloak-room. 

IN FANCY DRESS. A Man with a False Nose [to a Friend who w wearing his natural 

A TTni-ATTnr organ). Why, I thouffht you said you were coming in a nose? 

A Sketch at Covent Garden Ihe be. ^ Friend, So I did [he produces an enormous nose and cheeks 

Before Supper the proceedings are rather decorous than lioely ; the from his tail-pocket). But it no mortal use ; the minute I put it | 
dancers in fancy dress formmg a very decided minority, and j recognised [plaintively). And I gave one-and-ninepence for ! 

• * .1* i-. T7*. .. J 7. ... ^ A If/T'rv n 7. yi/W J-« 1 i 1 ^ _ J.'. _ f 


appearing uncomfortably conscious of their costume, A Masker heastly thing, too ! 
got up as a highly realistic Hatstand, hobbles painfully towards Young Man of the . 
a friend who is disguised as a huge Cannon. 


The Hatstand [huskily, through a fox's mask in the centre of his electric light), Hul-lo ! 


Young Man of the Feriod [meeting a female acquaintance attired 
in ferns, rock-work, and coloured shells, illuyninated by portable 


You are 


case, to the Cannon). Just a trifle slow up to the present, eh? supposed to be ? 

The Cannon [shifting the carriage and wheels to a less uncomfort- The Ladif in Rt 
able position). Yes, it don’t seem to me as lively as usual— Good idea, isn’t it? 

•1 -I { * TTa T T 


And what are you 


supposed to be ? 

The Lady in Rock-work, Can’t you see? I’m a Fairy Grotto, 


don’t you know. 


The Hatstand [heroically). Well, we must wake ’em up, that’s sho'^der? 


He, Eippin’ ! But what the mischief have you got on your 


-put a little go into the thing ! ^ 

\They endeavour to promote gaiety by crawling through the 
crowd, which regards them with compassionate wonder. 


She, Oh, that ’s an aquarium — ^real goldflsh. See ! 

\_Fxh%biting them^ with pride. 
He, Ain’t you lettin’ ’em sit up rather late ? They will be chippy 


A Black jbomino [to a Clown, who is tapping the barometer on the to-morrow— off colour, don’t you know. 

± , -I, T t-i-' . . • _ Tjrr,*n d 


Hatstand’s back). Here, mind how you damage 
the furniture, Sammt, it may be here on the 
hire system. 

I [The Hatstand executes a cumbrous caper by 
way of repartee, and stumbles on, 

A Folly [to a highly respectable Bedouin tn a 
burnous and gold spectacles). Well, all I can 
say is, yon don’t seem to me to behave much 
like an Arab I 

The Bedouin [wieasily, as he waltzes with 
conscientious regularity). Don’t I ? How ought 
I to behave then? 

The Folly, I should have thought you’d 
jump about and howl, the way Bedouins do 
howl. You know I 

The Bed, [dubiously), IJm— well, you see, my 
dear, I — don’t feel up to that sort of thing — 
before supper. 

The Folly [losing all respect for him), Ho — 
nor yet after it. I expect you ’ve told some 
old four-wheel caravan to come and fetch you 
home early, and you’ll turn into your little 
tent at the usual time— that’s the 
sort of wild Bedouin you are I Don’t 
let me keep you. [She leaves him, A 

The Bed, [alone). If she only m 

knew the absolute horror I have of 
making myself conspicuous, she 
wouldn’t expect it ! ^ 

Mephistopheles [to a Picadw'), 

This was the only thing I could ^et 
to go in. How do you think it suits 

The Picador [with candour). Well, 

I must say, old fellow, you 
do look a beast I 

[Mephisto appears 
wounded, 

A Masker [with his face 
painted brown, and %n a 
costume of coloured paper 
decorated with small boxes 
and packets, to a Blue 
Pomino), You see what I 


She, Will they? What ought I to do for 
them, then? 

He, Do ? Oh, just put a brandy-and-soda in 
their tank. 

Later ; Supper is going on in the Boxes and 
Supper-room, and the festivity has been 
■further increased by the arrival of a party 
of Low Comedians and Music-Hall Stars, 
The Lancei^s have been danced with more 
abandonment, and several entirely new and 
original figures. 

The Chevalier Bayard [at the Refreshment 
Bar — to a Watteau Shephm'dess), I say, you 
come along and 'dance with me, will y ou ? — and 
look here, if you dance well, I ’ll give you a 
drink when it’s over. If you don’t dance to 
please me, yon ’ll get nothing. See? 

The Watteau Shepherdess [with delicate dis- 
dain), ’Ere, you go along, you silly ass! 

[Hits him with her crook, 
A Gentleman who has obviously supped 
[catching hold of a passing Acquaintance, whose 
hand he wrings affectionately). Dear ole 
Hughie 1 don’t go away just yet. Shtop an’ 
talk with me. Got lotsh er thin§:s say to you, 
dear ole boy— mosh ’portant things! Shure 
you, you ’re the on’y man in the wide world I 
ever kicked a care — cared a kick about. Don’t 
you leave me, Hughie ! 

Hughie [who is looking for his partner). Not 
now, old man— can’t stop. See you later ! 

[He 7nakes his escape. 
The j^ect, G, [confidentially — to a Police- 
man), Cniash a very dear ole pal o’ mine, 
plishman, a very dear ole pal. Worsht of him I 
ish — shimply imposhble get a lit’ rational con- 
versation with him. No sheriousness in his 
character ! 

[Fxit misteadily towards Bar, in blissful 
unconsciousness that somebody has attached 
a large false nose and spectacles to the 
buttons of his coat-tails, 

A Troubadour [jealously — to an Arlequina), 
No— but look here, you might just as well say 


JDommo), You see what I unsteadily towards Bar.’^ No— but look here, you ihight just as well say 

am, don’t you? The Parcels Post ! Had a of trouble thinking right out which costume you like best — mine os:— [indicating a 
it out. Book at my face, for instance, I made that up, with string- Cavalier on her other side) — ^his. 

m^ks and all, to look like a brown-paper parcel. Arlequina [cautiously — not desiring to offend either). Well, I’d 

. JDomino, Pity you haven’t got something inside it, rather be — ^not as a man, I wouldn’t — but, as myself, I’d like 

it ? to be this one. 

• Parcels Post [feebly). Don’t you be too sharp. And it really [Both appear equally satisfied and soothed by this diplomatic, hut 
ifj*?' idea. AH these parcels now — I suppose there must he ^ slightly mystic response, 

^ at least , ^ A Yivandih'c [to a Martyr, who ts shuffling along inside a pi'operty- 

The Blue Domino, Are there? Well, I wish you’d go and get trunk, covered with twigs, and supposed to represent a Bird in the 
sorted someTOere else. I haven’t time for it myseK. Hand), Well, that’s one way of coming out to enjoy yourself, I 

^ Sardonic Spectator [pityingly — <o a Masker in a violent perspira- suppose ! 

tion, who represents Sindhad carrying the Old Man of the Sea), ’Ow A Middle-aged Man [wandering behind the Orchestra). It’s 
you are wording yourself to be sure I ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ beastly dull, that’s what it is — none of the give-and-take humour 

A Stranger [accosUng an Individual who is persmiifying the and practical fun you get in Paris or Yienna! . . . That’s a nice, 
Lrnidon County Council by the aid of a hat surmounted by a sky-sign, simple-looldng little thing in the seat over there. [Thesimple- 
a cork bridge and a tin tramcar, a toy Clown and abutter fly on his chest, looking little thing peeps at him, with one eye over her fan, in arch 
a portrait of MUe, Zmo on his back,^ a miniature Hreman under an invitation,) Gad, I ’ll go up and talk to her — ^it will be something to 
extinguisher, and a model crane, which he winds up and down with do, at any rate— she lowcs as if she wouldn’t mind. [He goes up,) 
evident ef^oyment). Excuse me. Sir, but would you mind showing us Think I know your face — ^haven’t we met before ? 
round you or is there a catalogue to your little collection ? The Simple Little Thing [after an elaborate wink aside at a 

[The L,C,C, maintains a dignified silenee. Fireman), Shouldn’t wonder. Don’t you run away yet. Sit down 
Pten'ot [(^itically to Cleopatra), Yery nice indeed, my dear girl, — and talk to me— do now. No, not that side— try the arm-chair, it ’s 
except that they ought to have given you a serpent to carry, you know ^ more comfortable. 
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The M, M, [throwing himself gracefully into a well-padded chintz 

chair). Well, really [The chair suddenly digs him in the ribs with 

one of its elbows), ^ Eh, look here now--’ pon my [He attempts to 

rise^ and finds himself tightly^ pinioned by the arms of the chair,) 
There ’s some co:^ouiided fool inside this chair ! 

The Simple Little Thing [tickling him under the chin with her fan). 
Shouldn’t call yourself names I ’m going—don’t get up on my 
account.^ \_She goes off, laughing ; a crowd collects and heartily 
enjoys his situation. 

The M, M, [later — very red after his release). If I could haye 
found a policeman, I’d haye giyen that chair in custody! It’s 
scandalous to call that coming in Fancy Dress I {Exit indignantly. 


THE BEOWN-JONES INCIDENT. 


[Adapted from the French,) 

Scene — A Street, Enter Brown and Jones, They meet, and 
regard one another for a moment, fixedly. Then they salute 
one another respectfully. 


Brown, I haye been looking for you eyerywhere, 

Jones, Then I am delighted to haye met you. 

Brown, I haye said of you that you are a trickster, a scoundrel, a 
fool, and an idiot I 

Jones, Yes — and I haye regretted the sa 3 ring, because it shows 
to me that you haye misunderstood the great Hterary moyement of 
the present day, in its yast and yaried effort. 

Brown, Of that I know nothing, for I confess I haye neyer read 
your books. 

Jones [reproachfully). Yes— and yet you accuse me of being a 
trickster, a scoundrel, and a fool, without knowing my works ? 

Brown, It was my duty. But still I had no wish to be guilty 
of an outrage. 

Jones, An outrage— how an outrage ? 

Brown, Had I known :^ou had been present to hear me I would 
not haye caused you the nain of listening to me. 

Jones [with admiration). But it was the act of a braye man ! Did 
it not occur to you that had I been within reach of you that you too 
would haye suffered pain ? 

Brown, It did not* I was unconscious of your presence. I would 
haye preferred to haye spoken behind your back. It is brutal to 
speak Before any face. It might lead to an unpleasantness, 

Jones, No, it is your dutjr to do what you think is right. It is 
also my duty to do what I think is right, W e are now face to face. 
Haye you anything further to say to me ? 

Brown [hurriedly). You haye immense gifts— gifts which are 
those of genius. 

Jones, I thought you would understand me better when we met. My 
dear friend, I am delighted at’this reconciliation. Giye me your hand. 

Brown [clasping palms). With all the pleasure in the world. But 
stOl I owe you reparation. How can I 

Jones [interrupting). Not another word, my dear friend. That is 
a matter we can leaye in the hands of our Solicitors. 

{Scene closes in upon the suggestion. 


OUE BOOKING-OEEICE. 

It is curious to find a coincidence in style and in idea between an 
earnest, witty and pious English author of the Sixteenth Century, and 

an American author of 
our own day. Yet so it 
is, and here is the parallel 
to be found between the 
quaint American tales 
about the old negro, Uncle 
Itemus, by Joel Chand- 
ler Harris, in this year 
of GracOj 1892, and the 
fables writ by Sir Thomas 
More in 1520, or there- 
abouts, which he repre- 
sents as if told him by an 
old wife and nurse, one 
Mother Maud. Here are 
“The Wolf,” — “Brer 
WoK” — and the simple- 
minded Jackass, both 
are goi^ to confession to 
Father Fox— ‘ ‘ Brer Fox.” 
-®sop is, of course, the 
« -.r » common origin of all such 

Oliver aekmg for More.” l^traots which 

I haye come across, are to be found in a small book compiled by the 
Eey. Thomas Bbidgett, entitled, The Wit and Wisdom of Sir 
Thomas More, The Baron wishes that with it had been issued a 




A SOLILOQUY. 

Youthful Mercury, “ We at ’s this ’ere on the Plyte ? ‘ Knock 
AND Ring ’ ! Blowed ip they’ won’t be harsking yer to ‘ Walk 

HiNSIDEf NEXT ! ! ” 


glossary of old English words and expressions, as, to an ordinary 
modern reader, much of Sir Thomas More’s writing is well-nigh 
unintelligible ; nay, in some instances, the Baron can only 
approximately arrive at the meaning,^ as though it were a writ 
in a foreign language with which his acquaintance was of no 
great profundity. Certes, the learned and reverend compiler hath 
a keen relish for this quaintness, but not so will fifteen out of his 
twenty readers, who, pardie! shall regret the absence of a key 
without which some of the treasure must, to them at least, remain 
inaccessible. With this reservation, but with no sort of equivoca- 
tion, doth the Baron heartily recommend The Reverend Bridgett’s 
compilation of Sir Thomas More’s “ English as she is writ” in the 
Sixteenth Century, to all lovers of good books in this “ so-called 
(0, immortal phrase I) Nineteenth Century.” The Rev, Thomas hath 
well and ably done his work, and therefore doth the Baron advise 
his readers to go to their booksellers, and, being there, to imitate 
the example of Dickens’s oft-quoted Oliver, and “ ask for More.’’ 

Quoth the Baron, “Much liketh me the Maomillanite series 
of English Men of Action, and in a very special manner do I laud 
the latest that, to my knowledge, hath appeared ’yclept Montrose, 
by Master Mowbray Morris— a good many “ M’s ” in these names— 
who hath executed his Montroseydih. as loving a heart and as tender 
a touch as ever did use old Izaak towards the gentle that he, and the 
simple fish, did love so well. Did not the very hangman burst into 
tears as he thrust the unfortunate nobleman off the step ? and did 
not a universal sob of pity break from the yast crowd assembled tc 
see the last of the noble cavalier, victim to an unfortunate tradition 
of loyalty ? What wonder then if we sympathise with this luckless 
hero of romance ? The weak-knee’d villain of this historical drama 
was “ Charles (his friend),” in which character, be it allowed, this 
sad dog of a Merry Monarch not infrequently appeared, “Thank 
you much, Mr. Mowbray Montrose Morris,” quoth 

The Beneficent Baron de Book- Worms, 
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SYMPATHY. 


Marmna {to CooTc ) — **And Mrs. Stubbs, the Cream with the Apple-Tart yesterday ought to have been Whipped.” 

Ethel {who has a grateful remembrance o^ the dish in question), Oh, Mummy dear 1 * Ought to have been Whipped 1 ’ I thought 

IT WAS PARTICULARLY GOOD 1 ” 


APRIL SHOWERS; 

Or, a Spoiled Easter Holiday. 

{A Vacation Cantata,) 

Master George {stretching forth his fingers 
to feel if the shower is abating) sings : — 

Kain ! Hain ! 

Go away ! 

Come again 
Anotner day ! 

Master Arthur {gloomily). Pooh! Rain 
won’t go away, not in these times, 

By being sung at to old nursery rhymes : 
Especially in such a voice as yours ! 

Master George, Needn’t be nasty, Arthur ! 
Master Robert, How it pours ! 

Thought we were going to have a real jolly 
day, 

And now it ’s set in wet, to spoil onr holiday. 
Master George, Always the way at Easter. 
Shall we trudge it ? 

Master Arthur, Not yet. What have you 
got, George, in your Budget ? 

Master George, Not very much, I fear ! 
Master Arthur, Ah, that ’s vexatious ! 
It might have cheered us up a bit. 

Master George (indignantly). Good gracious! 
You’re always down on me, with no good 
reasons. 

You know I ’m not the ruler of the Seasons. 
Now if I ’d been inyour place — but no matter ! 
Master Robert, By Jingo, how the rain- 
drops rush and clatter ! 

Ah, Primrose-gathering is not half so joUy 
As once it used to be. 

Master Arthur, Ah ! my dear Solly, 


The springs are now so awfully wet and cold. 
The “ cry ” don’t seem so fetching as of old. 

[Ri^es up. 

Recitative, “ Who will buy my pretty-pretty 
Rri-im-ro~o-ses I 

All -fresh gathered from the va-a-a-ll-ey f ” 
Master George, The wet and cold have got 
into your throat, 

A quaver and a crack on every note ! 

Master Robert, Don’t aggravate each other, 
boys ; ’tis wrong, 

But while it rains J’ll tootle out a song : — 
(Sings,) The days we went a-Primrosing ! 

Air—** The days we went a^Gipsying /” 

The days are gone, the happy days 
When we were in our Spring ; 

When all the Primrose loved to praise, 

And join its gathering. 

Oh ! we could sing like anything, 

We felt the conqueror’s ^ow, 

In the days when we went rrimrosing, 

A long time ago., 

Chorus, — ^In the days, &o. 


Then April’s flowery return 
Was Peace- with-Honour’s ” goal. 

And the bright brimstone-buneh would burn 
In every button-hole. 

Our Dames were gaily on the wing, 

With blossoms in fiill blow, 

In the days when we went Primrosing, 

A long time ago. 

CAorws.— -In the days, &o. 

But now Progressive storms prevail 
Election blizzards chill ; 

The Primroses seem sparse and pale 
In valley and on hill. 


Yon cloud looks black as raven’s wing ! 

Things did not menace so. 

In the days when we went Primrosing 
Along time ago ! 

Chorus — In the days, &c. 

Roth, Oh, brayvo, Bobby ! 

Master Robert, Thanks . Yet my song’s 
burden 

Is dismal as the croakings of Dame Durden. 
Out holiday is spoilt by driving showers. 

I fear we shall have no great show of flowers ; 
But— anyhow my boys we ’re under cover ; 
And let us hope that storm-cloud will pass over 
Without flrst giving us a dreadful drenching, 
And all our April-hopes entirely quenching. 
All (singing together). 

Rain ! Rain ! 

Go away ! 

Come again 
Another day ! 

\Left crouching and singing. 

From the Theatres, &c. Commission.— 
“I am afraid,” said Mr. P. S. Rutland, 
speaking of the Music Halls, and in answer 
to a question of Mr. Bolton’s, “we caimot 
do a wreck. {Laughter, Mr. Woodall: 
“Without being wrecked in the attempt. 
(Renewed laughter,) Oh, witty Woodall! 
Why, encouraged by this applause, he may 
yet be led on to make a pun on his own 
name, and say, “ Would all were like him! ” 
or some such merry jest. The proceedings 
in this Committee were becoming a trifle dull, 
but it is to be hoped that they may yet hear 
something still more sparkling from the wise 
and witty Woodall. 



Tbio. “ T? Am ! RAIN’ ! GO AWAY ! COME AGAIN ANOTHER DAT ! 
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PUNCH, OE THE LONDON OHAKIVAEL 


TO MY COOK. 

Oh, hard of fayour, fat of form, 

How fairer art thou than thy looks, 

Whose heart with kitchen fires is warm, 
Thou plainest of the plainer Cooks ! 

Low down upon thy forehead ffrows 
Thick hair of no conducive dye ; 

Short and aspiring* is thy nose, 

I Watched ever by a furtive eye. 

In shy defiance rarely seen 
Where kitchen stairways darkly tend, 

A foe to judge^ thee by thy mien, 
Proclaimed in every act a friend 1 

I know thee little ; not thy views 
On pubHo or on private life, 

Whether a single lot thou’dst choose. 

Or fain would^st be a Guardsman’s wife ; 

For who can rightly read the change 
When, stiU’d the work-day traffic’s din, 

In best apparel, rich and strange, 

Thou passest weekly to thy kin ! 



SMty wis. TAKINC A SIGHT AT RIMCANDKNOCK. 

To true occasion thou art true, (^2/ Striplvn^.) 

As upon great occasions great; After the roughness of the Atlantic, in I 

Doing whatever Cook may do ^ ^ which to my taste there is far too much water 

When Phyllis, neat, alone will wait, moving about, I stepped on to America with 

As when the neighbouring viUas send hfi 

Their modish guests to statelier fare, pL+warrl 

And Phyllis, niat, is helped to tend 

By that staid man the (^^eengrocer. a ^ ^ 

Liiau BLaiu. xiiaxi. uiAc a broad-shouldcred, pug- 

Though thou art more than plain in look, nosed, Irish New York poKceman. I remember 
Thou wieldest charms that never tire — uo more till New York passed away on a 
0 Cook—we win not call thee Cook, sunny afternoon, and then I fell asleep again 

Thou Priestess of the Genial Fire. and slept till the brakeman, conductor, PuH- 

man-car conductor, negro porter and news- 

boy somehow managed to pull me out into 

T AVITCTP A PTTnQT ! themidnighttemperatureofSObelowfreez- 

LiAXilNvjr A ijilUoi . It was just like having one’s head put 

P rospective arrangements.— Owing to under the pump, but it did not quite revive 
the continued success of Hamlet^ it has been me, for I mistook my host in his sleigh for a 
decided (by arrangement with the Author) to post- walrus, and tried to harpoon him with my 

5 one, &c. — Extract from Ad/oertisement in J)a%l/y umbreHa. After matters had been explained, 

we went off, at least I did, and never woke 
ScEiOJ — Sanctum of Popular Actor-Manager up till I fell out into a snow-drift, just as we 
of Theatre Royal JEaymarhet* Popular turned a corner at our journey’s end. 

Actor -Manager dozing over a submitted In the morning, I had some idea that the 
Elay. JEe ^ses his eyes and slumbers, sky was a great sapphire, and that I was 
When to him enter Master William inside it, and that the fields were some sort 


LAYING A GHOST! 


Shaxspbare. of velvet or wool-work, going round and 

Master W. S. {.shouting). Wbat ho, Sir romid with the stm rioting over them, what- 
Player ! Wake np, Sir, wake up 1 ever that may mem, ^ my head ached. I 

P. A.-M. {rousing himself). Delighted to o^’t quite understand 
see you, Mr. Shakspeare. I hope you have ^ 
been in front and seen us ? seemed a very picto- 

Master W. S. Yes, I just had a glance, esque.impressiomstde- 
Find you have put in some new business. when I wrote 

When will aU you fellows leave me alone ? Then I went lor 

P. {.earnestly)^ I hope, Sir, that in t 

the cause of Art you do not object, that ^ ^ 

Master W, S. {interrupting). Oh, no I It about 400 miles long, 
makes little difference to me what you do. ^ ^ 

Jfy author’s fees ceased years ago! But look the end, but this was 


here, What do you mean by this ? {Produces porhaps^ owmg to my . 

Press-cutting of advertisement and reads)— imcertain^as towhich ^ \ ^ 

“Theatre Royal, Haymarket, Prospective side was the pleasanter \ 

Arrangements. Owing to the continued sue- to walk on. At last A « Ta-ra-ra-Boom ! ” 


an bJLLLa XIUW, UUU XU jyy 

seemed a very pictur- ^ 
esque^impressionist de- 
scription when I wrote 
it. Then I went for 
a walk down Main 



Arrangements. Owing to the continued suc- 
cess of Samlet, it has been decided (by ar- 
rangement with the Author) to postpone” 


ave it up, and sat 

.own on the side-walk. Now, the wisdom of 




A silken gown, that bravely stands 
Environing thy form, or no ; 

Stout gloves upon thy straining hands, 

For brooch, the breastplate cameo. 

Shod with the well-heeled hoots, whose knell 
Afar along the pavement sounds, 

Blent with the tinkling muffin-bell. 

Or milkman, shrilling on his rounds. 

Nil tangzs quod non ornas. Nay, 

’Tis not alone the parsley sprig, 

The paper frill, the fennel spray, 

The Yule-tide’s pertly-berried twig ; 

But common objects by thy art 
Some proper beauty seem to own ; 

Thy chop is as a chop apart, 

Fraught with a grace before unknown ; 

The very egg then poachest seems 
Some work of deft orfevrerie , — 

A yolk of gold that chastely gleams 
Through a thin shrine of ivory. 

From thee no pale and wilted ghost, 

Or branded by the blackening bar, 

But crisp and cheery comes the toast, 

And brown as ripening hazels are. 

Tl^ butter has not lost the voice 
Of English meads, where cowslips grow. 

And oh, the bacon of thy choice — 
Rose-jacinth lahyrinthed in snow I 

And mutton, colder than the kiss 
Of formal love, where loathing lurks 


Termont, not bein. at aJl times equal to 
call ye, ‘‘Master up a Tree,” trhat have you grasping aU the problems of eye^body else’s 
to say to that ? You see your advertisement Rf e with delicacy , sometimes makes pametio 
has caught my eye. I am here to answer it ! Ji^stakes, and it did so Jiy case, i ex- 
P, A,-M, Most wonderful! I do not know P^^^ed to the policeman that I had been 
how or wherefore my pen slipped, hut slip it ^ horse m 

did, indeed. Howeyer, I apo&gise. Is tLt 


enough ? 

Master W, S. More than enough I 
Pinter the Ghost of Hamlet’s Father 
suddenly, 

I Ghost {with a glance at W, 8,). Ah, 
Governor here already ! Still, I may h 


for the day, but it was all in vain. 

The cell at Yermont was horribly uncom- 
fortable. I dreamt that I was trying to boil 
snow in a thimble, to make maple syrup, and 
to swim on my head in deep water, with a 


, / *,7 7 J. TXT Cr \ At. SWXiiX UJi xixv JULcavx XU. ¥7 o.u<3j., vyauu » 

Ghost {wUh a glance at W, 8.). Ah, the ijfe.^^elt tied to my anHes. There was 
Governor here abeady . Still, I may have another man there, and in the early morning 
my chance if plot of about Mastodons and Plesiosauri 

Samlet , ^ ^ another ^ -^srood near the town, and how he caught 

shot? {ToP, A,-M.)— Tt)y the tails and photographed them; ’ 

But that I am forbid and also that Ringandknock, a mountain 

To tell the secrets of mv prison-house, near, was mentioned by Emerson in a verse, 

I could a tale unfold, wnose lightest word which I remembered, because he made 
Would harrow up thy soul. *t co-eval ”, rhyme with “ extended.” Only 

P, A,-M, {eagerly). The very thing for a a truly great Philosopher could have done i 
melodrama. Delighted to make your ao- that. a j v ■. xx* i j 

quaintanee—hem — ^in the Spirit ! It was all new and delightful ; and it 

Master W, 8, Nay, gooa Master Player, must have been true, because my informant 
this is scarcely business! If anything in was a quiet, slow-spoken man of the West, 
that line is to be done, I should do it. {To who refrained from laughing at me. I have 


(^host of Hamlet’s Father). Begone, Sirrah ! met very f 
Ghost, Nay, this is professional jealousy ! day all the 
{To P, A,~M,), I find thee apt- — end, and 

[-4 book falls, and Master Wm, Shaespeare New York- 
and G^host of Hamlet’s Father vanish 
together, 

P, A,-M, {opening his eyes). Was I 
dreaming ? ( Tvith a recollection of * * The This 1 

RedLamp,^^) I wonder! [Left wondering. To ear 


met very few people who could do that. Next 
day all the idleness and trifling were at an 
end, and my friends conveyed me baok_to 


EPITAPH ON A DYER. 

This Dyer with a dire liver tried ^ 

To earn a living dyeing, and he died. 
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THE CONFESSIONS OF A DUFFER. 

Ko. Yin.— THE DUFFER AS A HOST. 

Op course I don’t try to give dinners at home. The diffienlties and 
anxieties are too enormous. First there is inviting the people. I 
like to have none hut very clever men and very pretty women, but 
nobody’s acquaintance is limited to those rare beings, and, if I did 
invite them, they would all have previous engagements: I do not 
blame them. But suppose that two or three of the wits and beauties 
accept, that is worse than ever, because the rest are a Q,.C. (who 
talks about his cases) and his wife, who talks about her children. 
An old school-fellow, who has no conversation that does not begin, 
“I say, do you remember old Jack Willia.ms, ’ This does not 
entertain the beauty, who sits next him. 

A Dowager Duchess, she knows none of the other people and 
wonders audibly (to me) who they are. A clever young man, whose 
language is the language of the future, and whose humour is of a 
date to which I humbly hope my own days may not be prolonged. A 
Psychical Researcher, with a note-book ; he gets at the Duchess 
at once, and cross-examines her about a visionary Piper who plays 
audible pibrochs 
through Castle Bla- 
wearie, her ancestral 
home. Does she think 
the pibroch could be 
taken down in a phono- 
graph. Could the Piper 
be snapped in a kodak? 

The Duchess does not 
know what a phono- 
graph is; never heard 
of a kodak. She does 
not like the note-book 
any more than Mr, 

Pickwich^s cabman 
liked it. She is afraid 
of getting into print. 

Then there is the War- 
den of St. Jude’s, a 
great scholar ; he pricks 
up his ears, not the 
keenest, at the word 
kodak, and begins to 
talk about a newly- 
discovered Codex of 
PonoRiAF the J Elder, 

Nobody knows what a 
Codex is. There is a 
School-board Lady, but, 
alas, she is next the 
Warden of St. Jude’s, 
not next the enthu- 
siastic Clergyman, who 
proses about a Club for 
Milliners, There is 
Griq-sbt, who develops 
an undesirable interest 
in the Milliners’ Club. 



^ Hpe they a Strangers’ Room ? Do they 

give suppers ? Are they Friendly Girls ? Everyone thinks Grigsby 
nippant and coarse ; I vdsh I had not asked him to come. There is 
a Positivist, who sneers at the Clergyman ; there are a Squire and 
his wife from Rutlandshire : she is next the Radical Candidate for 
the Isle of Dogs. They do not seem to get on well together. Gbigsby 
and the humorist of the future are chaffing each other across the 
table : nobody understands them ; I don’t know whether they are 
quarrelling or not. Miss Jopis, the authoress of Melancholy Moods 
(in a Greek dress, with a pince-nez .* a woman should not combine 
these attributes) is next the Squire : he has never heard of any of 
her friends the Minor Poets : she takes no interest in Hay, nor in 
Tithes. I see the Guardsman and the Beauty looking at each other 
ac^ss the flowers and things: the language of them eyes is not 
difficult, nor pleasant, to read. Why is the champagne so hot, and 
why are the ices so salt and hard ? I know someftdng is the matter 
with the claret : something is always the matter with the claret. It 
has been iced, and the champagne has been standing for days in an 
equable temperature of 65®. 

When they want to go away, it is a wet night, and those who have 
come in cabs cannot get cabs to go back in. The Duchess’s coach- 
man lost Iffis Iway, coniffig here, she was half-an-hour late : she is 
anxious about his finding his way home. Gbigsby has got at the 
Psyomcal-Researcher, and I hear him telling stories, as personal 
experiences, which I know are not true. Psychical-Reseaxchers have 
n^o sense of humour. “ S. P. R„” why not “ S. P. Q. R. ? ” I hear 
Grigsby asking, and suggesting “ Society for Propagating Rubbish.” 
It is very rude of him, and not at all funny. 


However, they do go away at last, that advantage a dinner at 
home has over a dinner at the Club, there they often seem as if they 
would never go away at all. 

On the other hand, the wine is all right at the Club, I believe, for 
I know nothing about wine myself. ^ Some men talk of nothing else, 
and seem to know the vintages without looking at the names on 
the bottles. 

The worst of giving a dinner at the Club is, that I never know 
how many men I have asked, nor even who they are. It is enough 
if I remember the date. It might be a good thing to write these 
matters down in a Diary, or on a big sheet of paper, pinned up in 
one’s room. I know I have written to ask some Americans whom I 
have not seen: they brought letters of introduction. I forget their 
names— 'there is a Professor who has -written a' novel, there is a 
General, I think, and a Mad Doctor. 

My best plan will be to stand about in the drawing-room, and try 
to select them as th^ come in. Here is WiLKiisrsoisr, who was at 
St. Jude’s with me : I shake hands with him warmly- He looks 
blank. It is not Wilkiksok, after all ; it is a stranger, he is dining 
with somebody else. Some other men have come in while I am 
apologising. One of them comes up and says, “Mr. McDtjffeb!” 

He must be an Ameri- 
can. Which ? He tells 
me : he is the Mad 
Doctor. He introduces 
his countrymen; they 
all say “Mr. McDup- 


per!” How am I to 
remember which is the 
General and which is 
the Professor ? Other 
people drop in. Here 
IS CBiMPTOif. He is a 
Reviewer. Clever 
fellow, Cbimpton. 
Here is old Beilby— 
he is hot from the 
University Match. He 
begins to tell me all 
about it. Jones was 
awfully well set, but 
that niufl Smith ran 
him out. Beilby does 
not believe it was out. 
Odd the spite umpires 
always have at our 
side. Feel that I 
must tear myself from 
Beilby, the only man 
whose conversation 
really interests me. 
Here is an English -wri- 
ter on military subjects. 
I introduce him to the 
American General. 
Find he is the Professor, 
after all. Wegetdo-wn- 
stairs somehow. Beilby 
IS opposite me. Cbimpton is next the Professor. The Military 
Writer is next the General. Things do not appear to go very 
smoothly. It seems that the Military one has said something about 
General Beatjbegabi) which he should not have said. The General 
is getting red. I hate it, when men begin to talk about the American 
War. Any other war they are welcome to : the Danish War, the 
war of 1866, the war of 1870, the glorious aflair of Majuba. But 
Americans are touchy about their war, not easy to please them what- 
ever you say. Much best to say nothing. Cbimpton is laughing at 
American novels. He does not know that the Professor is an Ameri- 
can novelist. What am I to do ? I try to kick him under the table. 
I kick the Mad Doctor, and apologise. Was feeling about for a 
footstool. ^ Beilby is trying to talk about Base Ball to the General, 
who is s-till red. Nothing is more disagreeable than these inter- 
national discussions at dinner. 

Now, a clever host would know how to get out of this ; he would 
start some other subject. I can think of no other subject. Happy 
thought: gradually g:lide into^ American cookery, clams, canvas- 
backed ducks, what is that dish with a queer name — Jumbo ? I 
don’t feel as H it were Jumbo. Squambo? Terapin soup? It 
sounds rather like the Hebrew^ for a talisman, or an angel of some 
sort. However, they are talking about cookery now, and -wines. Is 
there not an American wine called Catawampus ? The Mad Doctor 
has his eye on^ me ; he seems interested. I thought I heard bi-m 
murmur Aspasia, or Aphasia, or something like that. It is not 
Catawampus — ^it is Catawba. I feel that I patauge — flounder, I 
mean. ^ I am. getting quiie nervous ; feel like a man in a powder- 
magazine, with lighted cigarettes everywhere. If one can withdraw 


*‘It is midnight; I am tired to death. Xes, Beilby will have something to drink, and another 

cigar — a very large one.” 




A PENNY FOR THE MEMBER’S THOUGHTS. 
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ME. PUNCH’S HEBEIDEAN SALMON-PLY BOOK. 
STEANGE ADYENTUEES OE A PEN-HOLDEE. 

{By WuLLiE White, Author of They Taught Eer to Death, 

A Pauper in Tulle,'' My Cloudy Glare," Green Pasterns %n 
Picalilli,^' Ban Fast to Boyston," (Ssc,, <bc , <£7C.) 

[“I now send you,” writes tins popular and deliglitful Autlior, ^‘tJie latest 
of tlie Novels in which. I mingle delicate sentiment with Hebridean or High- 
land scenery, and bring the wisdom of a Londoner to bear directly upon the 
unsophisticated innocence of a kilt- 
weaun^ population. I am now re- 
publishing my books in a series. I’ll 
take short odds about my salmon-flies 
as compared with anyone else’s, and am 
prepared to back my sunsets and cloud- 
eflfects against the world. No takers. 

I thought not. Here goes ! ”] 

Chapter I. 

I HELD it in my right hand, toy- 
ing with it curiously, and not with- 
out pleasure. It was merely a long, 
wooden pen-holder, inky and inert 
toanunapiDreciatiye eye, hut to me 
it was a bright magician, skilled in 
the painting of glowing pictures, a 
traveller in many climes, a tried 
and trusted friend, who had led me 
safely through many strange ad- 
ventures and much uncouth dialect. 

“ Old friend,” I said, addressing it 
kindly, “shall you and I set out 
together on another journey ? We 
have seen many countries, and the 
faces of many men, and yet, though 
we are advancing in years, the time 
has not yet come for me to lay you 
down, as having no need of you. 

What say you — shall we start once 
more P I hear a confused sound as of men who murmur together, 
and say, “We have supped full of horrors, and have waded chm-deep 
in Zulu blood; we have followed the Clergy of the Established 
Church into the recesses of terrible crimes, and have endured them 
as they bared their too sensitive consciences to our gaze. We pine for 
simpler, and more wholesome pleasures. Now,” I continued, ‘ ‘ if only 
Q,ueen Tita and the rest will help us, I think we can do something 
to satisfy this clamour.” For all answer, my pen-holder nestled 
lovingly in my hand. I placed my patent sunset-nib in its mouth, 
waved it twice, dipped it once, and began. 

Chapter II. 

The weary day was at length sinking peacefully to rest behind the 
distant hills. The packed and tumbled clouds lay heavily towards 
the West, where a gaunt jagged lower of rock rose sheer into the 
sky. And lo ! suddenly a broad shaft of blood-red light shot through 
the brooding cumulus and rested gorgeously upon the landscape. On 
each side of this a thin silvery veil of mist crept slowly up and hung 
in impalpable folds. The Atlantic sand stretching away to the 
North shone with the effulgence of burnished copper. And now 
brilliant dickers of coloured light, saffron, purple, green and rose 
danced over the heaven’s startled face. The piled clouds opened and 
showed in the interspace a lurid lake of blood tinged with the pale 
violet of an Irishwoman’s eyes, Creat piUars of dame sprang up 
rebelliously and spread over the burning horizon. Then a strange, 
soft, yellow and vaporous light raised its twelve bore breech-^loading 
ejector to its shoulder and shot across the Cryanlaughin hills, and 
the cattle shone red in the green pastures, and everything else 
glowed, and the whole world burned with the bewildering glare of a 
stout publican’s nose in a London fog. And silence came down upon 
the everlasting hills whose outlines gleamed in a prismatic 

“That will do,” said a mysterious Yoice, “the paint-box is 
exhausted ! ” 

Chapter III. 

I WAS shocked at this rude interruption. 

“Sir!” I said. “I cannot see you, though I hear your voice. 
Will you not disclose yourself ? ” 

“Nonsense, man,” said the aggravating, but invisible one, “do 
not waste time. Let us get on with the story. You know what 
comes next. Eevenons d nos saumons, Ha, ha ! spare the rod and 
spoil the book ! ’ 

I was vexed, but I had to obey, and this was the result : 

The pools were full of gleaming curves of silver, each one belong- 
ing to a separate salmon of gigantic size fresh run from the sea. 
The foaming Black Water tumbled headlong over its rocks and doTO 
its nanw channel. Donald, the big keeper, stood industribusly 


upon the bank arranging flies. “ I hef been told,” he observed, 
“ tat ta English will be coming to Styornoway, and there will be no 
more Graelic spoken. But perhaps it iss not true, for they will teU 
many lies. I am a tej09.e of a liar myself.” 

And lo ! as we watched, the grey sky seemed to be split in two by 
an invisible wedge, and a purple gleam of light shot 

“ Stow that !” said the Yoice, “ I have allowed you to put in a 
patch of Gaelic, but I really cannot let you do any more sun-pictures. 
Try and think that it is a close time for landscapes, and don’t let 
the light shoot again for a bit.” 

‘ ‘ All right, ’ ’ I retorted, not with- 
out annoyance, “but you’ll just 
have to make up your mind to lose 
that salmon. It was a magnificent 
forty - pounder, and, if it hadn’t 
been for your ridiculous interrup- 
tion, we should have landed him 
splendidly in another six p^es.” 

“ As you like,” said the Voice. 

Chapter IY. 

And now our journey was draw- 
ing to a close. Out of the solemn 
hush of the purple mountains we 
had passed slowly southwards back 
to the roar and the turmoil of the 
London streets. And many friends 
had said farewell to us. Sheila 
with her low, sweet brow, her ex- 
quisitely curved lips, and her soft 
blue eyes had held us enraptured, 
and we had wept with CoairETTE, 
and fiercely cheered the Whaitp 
while he held Wattie by the heels, 
and made him say a sweer. And 
we had talked with Macleod and 
grown mournful with Madcap 
Violet, and had seen many another 
fresh and charming face, and had 
talked Gaelic with gusto and discrimination. And Q,ueen Tita had 
sped with us, and we had adored Belle, and yet we cried for more. 
But now the dream-journey was past, and lo! suddenly the whole 
heaven was blazing with light, and a bright saffron band lay 
across 

“ Steady there I ” said the Yoice. “ Remember your promise ! ” 
The End. 


SAINTS OE 8INNEES ? 

[by special wire.] 

Melbourne. — ^It is said, on good authority, that the favourite books 
of the interesting prisoner now in custody are, the PUgrMs Progress. 
an Australian Summary of the Newgate Calendar, and the poetry of 
the late Dr. Watts. He has also expressed himself as pleased with 
Mrs. Humphrey Ward’s latest work of fiction, though he does not 
quite approve of the theological opinions of the writer. 

Paris, Tuesday.— Tuq supposed author of the dynamite outrages, 
is the recipient of numerous presents in prison, sent him by male and 
female adGnirers, and persons anxious for ms conversion and his 
autograph. The edition of Thomas d Kempis, recently given him, 
is a most valuable antique copy ; but he complains of the print as 
unsuited to his eyesight, 

Melbourne. Later . — ^The Solicitor engaged on behalf of our 
interesting prisoner has requested the Government to allow a com- 
mission, consisting of the medical superintendents at Broadmore, 
HanweU and Colney Hatch, with six other English experts in 
insanity, to come out to Australia to inquire into the mental con- 
dition of the prisoner. A telegram has also been despatched to 
Lord Salisbury requesting that the Lord Ceceef Justice op England 
and an Old Bailey Jury may be sent out to try the case ; otherwise 
there will be “no chance of justice being done.” ^ Tke British 
Premier’s reply has not yet been received. It is believed that he 
is consulting Mr. Goschen about the probable cost of such a step. 

Melbourne. Latest . — Through the instrumentality of sm Ofdoial 
connected with the prison, lam. enabled to send you some important 
information concerning our prisoner which yon may take as abso- 
lutely authentic. His breakfast this morning consisted of buttered 
toast, coffee, and poached eggs. He complained that the latter were 
not new-laid, and became very excited. It has also transpired that 
he is strangely in favour of Imperial Federation, and he has 
declared to his gaolers that “ The friendship between England and 
her Colonies ought to be cemented.” This expression of opinion h'a*s 
created a profound sensation. 
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THE POINT OE VIEW. 

{As Frivate Tommy Atkins puts it to Ms Comrade 
Bill,) 

[In the Kcporfc of Lord Wantage’s Committee, 
it appears that our Home Army costs seventeen 
and a-half millions per annum. The Duke of 
Cambbidge doubts ii^ we could rapidly mobilise 
one Army Corps. Sir 


But ups and pats us on the back 
In very pooty potry-verses.’* 

We ’re much obliged to ’im, I ’m sure, 
(Though potry ain’t my fav’rit reading,) 
He ’s civil, kind and not cock-sure ; 

Good sense goes sometimes with good- 
breeding. 


one Army Dorps, bir • 
EvELrNWooD holdshalf 
the men under him at 
Aldershot are not equal 
to doing a day’s service, 
even in England. The 
Duke of Connaught 
says half the battalions 
under his command are 
no good for service, can- 
not even carry their kits, 
and are not fit to march. 
Lord WoLSBLBY, it is 
stated, compares the 
British Army to a 
“ squeezed lemon.”] 

“ SaiTEEZED lemon I ” 
That ’s encourag- 
ing I 

Wish WOLSELEY 
knew ’ow much it ’s 

§ leased us. 

like to arsk one 
little thing : 

I wonder who it is 
who ’s sq.ueezed us? 
The whole Report ’s a 
thing to cheer ; 
Makes us feel proud 
and pleased, oh 1 
very ! 

And won’t the bloom- 
in’ furrineer 
Over our horacles 
make merry? 

Costs seventeen mil- 
lions and a arf , 

And carn’t go no- 
where, nor ^3.0 no- 
think I 

That tots it up ! They 
wouldn’t charf , 

Eh, Biel, these Big 
Wigs ! What do 
you think ? 
Therefore, we ’re just 
a useless lot. 

After pipe -claying 
and stiff-starching, 
We might be good for 
stopping shot. 

Only that we ’re not 
fit for marching I 

We cannot carry our 
own kits ! 

I say, Bill, ainH we 
awful dufiers ? 

Hot furrin foes, or 
Frenchy wits. 

Could more com- 
pletely give us 
I snuffers, 
i Cambridge, Con-- 
i NAUGHT, SirEVELYN 
j Wood, 






I'i 



' i -V- 

'I' ii 




I ' ■■ 'll 

' 1 . ■ ! 

















’'v‘\ 


pr -f ■ I ' 






17 - i'ii'ifft itlMf'ii 


W;l!' 


THE STATE OF THE MARKET. 


It must he nuts to Pollyvoo ! 

He needn’t feel a mite alarmy. 

Whose fault is it we cost a lot. 

And, if war comes, 7nust fail, or fiy it ? 
Well facts is facts, and bounce is rot ; 

But, blarm it, Bill, — J’J like to try it I 
* Mr. Kipling dedicates his “ Barrack-Room 
Ballads” to “Tommy Atkins” in these lines:— 

j made for you a 

song, 

, I ^ ,i iiiiiif An’ it may be right or 

■ wrong, 

■ ■ But only you can tell me 

:■ if it’s true; 

/; I’ve tried for to ex- 

> , I plain 

' ■'! ■ .! Both your pleasure and 

1 ‘ 1 yourpam, 

_.i ' And, Thomas, here’s my 

: 1 1 ' ; best respects to you ! 

|lj'' ' , . , , \- . ■ ! Ob, there’ll surely 

I'.ir ' l come a day 

_ I When they’ll grant 

£ii-^ " s'-li pay 

^ \ ■ And treat you as a Cnris- 

^ A \ I ' tian ought to do ; 

P' until that day 
tp'. _ comes round, 

' ■ Heaven keep you safe 

sound, 

. i And, Thomas, here’s my 
' DCBt respects to youl 


ROBERT ON THE 
HARTISTIC COP- 
PERASHTTN. 

Oh, ain’t the Cop- 
perashun jest a cum- 
min out in the Hi 
Art line! Why, 
dreckly as they let it 
be nown. as they was 
a willin to make 
room in their bewtif ool 
Galery for any of the 
finest picters in the 
hole country as peepel 
was wantin to send 
there, jest to let the 
world no as they ’d got 
’em, and that they wos 
considered good enuff 
by the Lord Mare and 
the Sherrijffs and all 
the hole Court of Hal- 
dermen, than they 
came a poring in in 
such kwautities, that 
pore Mr. Welsh, the 
Souperintendant, was 
obligated to arsk all 
the hole Court of com- 
mon Counselmen, 
what on airth he was 
to do with ’em, and 
they told him to hin- 
sult the Libery Com- 
mittee on the matter, 
and they, like the 
lemed .gents as they 
is, told him to take 
down sum of the 





Artist {to Customer^ who has come to buy on behalf of a large Furnishing Firm in Tottenham werry biggest and the 


All of a mind, iorl Court Road), “How would this suit you? ‘Summer*! 


once, about us I 


Customer, ‘ ‘ H’m — ‘ Summer. * 


most strikingest 


dub us no good, 1 that *s the Article 

And lackeys, snobs, ‘ 

and street-boys fiout us ? 

I see myself as others see ; 

A weedy, narrer-chested stripling. 

Can’t fight, can’t march, can’t ^ardly see I 
And yet young Mister Rudyard Kipling 
Don’t picture bus as kiddies slack, 

Wot can’t go out without our nurses, 


, , Well, Sir, the fact is we find there *s very little tfiey ’d got of their 

What wonder Bungs and for Green Goods just now. If you had a line of Autumn Tints now — hone Picters andang 
dub us no good, [that’s the Article we find most Sale for among our Customers !” ’emupintheGildhall 

Westyhool, as they 


So Tommy ’s best respects to ’^m, 

At Aldershot we’d like to treat ’im. 
Though if he bobs in Evelyn’s swim, 

He might not know us when we 
meet ’im I 

But, Bill, if all this barney ’s true 
Consarnin’ “ Our Poor Little Army,” 


calls it, coz it’s in the East, I suose, and so 
make room for a lot of the littel uns as had 
been sent to ’em, coz they was painted by 
“Old Marsters,” tho’ who “Old Marsters*^* 
was, I, for one, never could make out, xoep 
that he must have well deserved his Nick- 
name, considering the number of picters as he 
must ha’ painted. And now cums won of the 
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THE POINT OF VIEW. 

Frmohman . “Well, mok Ami, your Sir Evelyn Volseiey say you can ao nowheres and do nosing I You are a Seveezed 
^^ T ^ myAtHn $. “Well, hang it, you blooming Furbineebs haven’t always eound it so 1” 


werry cleverest dodges as even a "Welsh. Sonpermtendant of Gildhall 
pictuxs coud posserMy have thort on. Why ‘what does he do r bnt 
he has taken down out of the Gallery, won of the werry hipest, 
and one of the werry grandest, Pieters of moddern times, and has 
hung it up in the Westybool aforesaid, to take the whole shme out 
of ail the little uns as so many hemnent swells had been ony too 
glad to send to Gildhall— “ the paytron of the Harts,’ » as I herd a 
hemnent Halderman call it,— to give ’em the reel stamp as fust rate. 

And now what does my thousands of read ers suppose was the 
subieck of this werry grandest of all Pieters ? Why, no other than 
a most magniffisent, s^endid, gorgeus^ large as 
of the Lord Mare’s Show, a cummin in all its full bewty and 

splender from the middel of the Boyal Xchange ! ! i i. j.- x* 

But ewen that isn’t all. Por the Painter of this trewly hartistio 
Pieter, determined to make his grand work as truthful as it is 
striking, has lawished his hole sole, so to speak, upon what are 


undoubtedly the most commanding figures m the hole .glorious 
display, and them is the Lord Mare’s three Gentlemen ; with ^em 
wands of power, and their glorious Unyforms, not forgetting their 
luvly silk stockins; on this occasion, too, spotless as the rismg oun • 
To say that they are the hobservd of all hobservers, and the hadmi- 
rashun of all the fare sex, and the henw of the other need not 
be said, tho they do try to hide their gelesy with a sickly s^e. ! 

Heed I say that it is surrounded ewery day by a sercle of smitog 
admirers, who, I have no doubt, come agane and agane, to show it to 
their admiring friends ; and, just to prove its gr^d success, the 
werry last time as I was there, I owerheard a smiling gent say to 
his friend,— “ Well, Tom, as this is such a success, .it /would not 
supprise me if the same hemneat H^tis was to pamt the 

Mam’s Bankwet nexWear, with aE ttie Nobel Harmy of Wmtws 

arranged in front I ” 'Wioh tbrmy wdl be pnssmeUy koi^itod by 
TOUT faithfol KOBERI. 
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QUITE NATURAL. 

Mamma, “Eihel dear, why won’t you say Good-bye to this Gentleman? He is 

VERY KIND 1 ” 

Ethel , “Because, Mummy dear, you told him just now he is “the Lion of the 
Season,”-— and I am so Frightened I ” 


The Corn, M, I made out enough to cover 
a sixpence, anyhow. You didn’t expect the 
telephone to explain it all to you goin’ along, 
and give you cawfee between the Acts, did you ? 

The Ch, O. G, {sidling affably up to the 
Irritable Person as he is moving oid)* Marvel- 
lous strides Science has made of late, Sir ! 
Almost incredible, I declare to yow, while 
I was sitting there, I positively felt inclined 

to ask myself the question 

The Irr, P. Allow me to say, Sir, that 
another time, if you will obey that inclina- 
tion, and put the question to yourself instead 
of other people, you will he a more desirable 
neighbour in a Telephone Room than, I 
confess I found you ! 

[He turns on his heel^ indignantly. 
The Ch, 0, G, [to himself), ’Strordinary 
what unsociable people one does come across 
at times ! How I’m always ready to talk to 
anybody, I am — don’t care who they are. 
Well — ^well [He walks on^ musing. 


“BE PROFUroiS.” 

{By an Indignant “ Outsider,'*) 

A masteepiece, worthy of Turner, 
Was mine, there my friends all agree, 
Ho work of a pot-boiling learner, 

My “ View on the Hee,^^ 

A place on the line I expected, 

Associate shortly to be ! 

Hang me, if it isn’t rejected, 

And marked with a B I 

I will not repeat what I uttered 
When this was reported to me ; 

The mere monosyllable muttered 
Begins with a B. 


ON THE (POST) CAEDS. 

[“ Sir James Ferousson does not hesitate to 
declare his opinion that rudeness or incivility on 
the part of a Post-Office servant is, next to dis- 
honesty, one of the worst offences he can com- 
mit. This notice is not addressed to men alone. 
Of the young women employed by the department, 
there are, he says, some, if not many, whom it is im- 
possible to acquit of inattention and levity in the dis- 
charge of their official duties. It is Sir James Fer- 
gusson’s intention to ascertain, at short intervals, 
the effect of this notice on the behaviour of Post- 
Office officials generally.” — Daily Paper. \ 

Scene — Interior of a Post Office. Female 

Employees engaged in congenial pursuits. 

First Fmp, {ending story). And so she 
never got the bouquet, after all, and he went 
to Margate, without even saying good-bye. 

Second Fmp. {her Friend), Well, that was 
hard upon her ! 

First Member of the Public {entering 
briskly and putting coppers on the counter). 
How then, three penny stamps, please I 

First Fmp, {to her Friend), Yes, as you 
say, itw;a5hard, as of course the matter of 
the pic-nio was no affair of hers. 

Second Fmp, {sympathetically). Of course 
not They are all alike, my dear ! — all alike ! 

First Mem, of the Pub, {impatiently), How 
then, three penny stamps please I 

First Fmp. Well, you are in a hurry ! 
{To her Friend.) And from that day to this 
she has never heard from him. 

Second Fmp, And it would have been so 
e'^sy to drop her a postcard from Herne Bay. 

First Mem, of the Pub, Am I to be kept 
waiting all day? Three penny postage- 
stamps, please. 

First Fmp, {leisurely). What do you want? 

First Mem, of the Pub, {angrily). Three 
penny postage - stamps, and look sharp 
about it! 

First Fmp, {giving stamp). Threepence. 

First Mem, of the Pub. {furious). A three- 


penny stamp ! I want three penny stamps. 
Three stamps costing a penny each. See ? 

First Fmp, {with c<um unconcern). Then 
why didn’t yon say so before ? {Supplies 
stamps and turns to Friend) Then Maria 
of course wanted to go to Birchington. 

Second Fmp, Why Birchington? Why 
did she want to go to Birchington ? 

First Fmp. WeU — he of course was at 
Herne Bay. 

Second Fmp, Ah, now I begin to understand 
her artfulness. 

First Fmp, Ah, there yon are right, my 
dear! She was artful! [Fnter^ Second 
Member of the^ Public, covered up in cloaks 
and only showing the tip of his nose. 

Second Mem, of the Pub, {in a feeble voice). 
Can you tell me, please, when the Mail starts 
for India ? 

First Fmp, WeU, the sea air is the sea air. 
And that reminds me, what do you think of 
this tobacco-pouch for 

Second Fmp, {archly). For I know who ! 
Why, you have got his initials in forget-me- 
nots! 

First Fmp, I think them so pretty, and 
they are very easy to do. 

Second Mem. of the Pub. {in a rather louder 
voice). Can you teU me, please, when the Mail 
starts for India ? 

Second Fmp, I must say, dear, you have 


the most perfect taste. Well, he wiU he un- 
gratefxd if he isn’t charmed with them! 
Absolutely charmed ! 

Second Mem, of the Pub, {louder stilt). 
Will you be so ^ood as to say when the Mail 
starts for India r 

First Frnp, Oh, you are in a hurry ! {To 
Friend.) Yes, I took a lot of trouble in get- 
ting the gold heads. There is only one place 
where you can get them. They don’t seU 
them at the Stores. 

Second Mem. of the Pub, {in a loud tone 
of voice). Again l^ask you when the Mail 
leaves for India ? 

Second Fmp, And yet you cau get almost 
anything you want there. Only it ’ s a terrible 
nuisance going from one place to another. 

Second Mem, of the Pub, {in a voice of 
thunder). Silence ! You are an impudent set I 
You are calculated to injure the class to 
whom you belong ! I am ashamed of you ! 

First Fmp, And who may you be ? 

Second Mem. of the Pub, Whom maj I 
be? IwiUtellyou! {Throws off his disguise.) 
I am the Postmaster-General I ! ! 

[Scene closes in upon a tableau suggestive of 
astonishment, contrition and excitement. 


Its Latest Application. — Chorus for 
Royal Academicians, for Monday next: — 
“ l:a-R.A-R.A.-Boom-to-day ! ” 
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TO THE NEW “QUEEN OF THE MAY.” 

(A Hymn op Honest Labour.) 

the JPfoclamation of the AndrcMst Mani- 
festoes. ( With Apologies to the Author of 
the inccg-Mficcnt Hymn to Proserpine f ) 

[“ For tlie third time the International mobilises 
its battalions. . . . Alreac^ the mere mention of 
the magical word ‘May-Day^ throws the boitr- 
geoisie into a state of nervous trembling, and its 
cowardice only finds refuge in cynicism and fero- 
city. But whether the wretch ^the bourgeoisie) 

likes it or not, the end 

draws nigh. Capitalist 
robbery, is going to ' 'hi' 

.perish in mud and j| 1 | i • li/ \\ s\'^s ^ 

shame. . . . The con- I |J J / 

marches towards its B 

emancipation. You ) 

can have it all your \ 

own way presently; ivWW 

proletarians of the 

whole world, serfs of \ Vk' ‘ I 

the factory, the men ^ 

of the workshop, the -/ 

office, and the shop, p VA- A- « 

who are mercilessly a '► 

exploited and pitilessly 

assassinated . . . For, V V - SEIi 

lo! ’93 reappears on ~ . IWll 

the horizon . . . *Tive ■ Sjm 

I’lnternationale des sWj 

Travailleurs!”'— 

Manifesto of the May- ijK'. ji ifp, \ , M 
Hay Labour Hemon- ifti'?' r'* ' vlfi 

stration JEm ecutive B Ti F^ifak' pWfw « vV^*' 
Committee.'\ 

Have we lived long 
enough to have 
seen one thing, ; 
that hate hath no 

Goddess, and maiden, iSI .-t > 

and queen, must |'|[ 
we hail you as 
Labour’s true 'iHl 
friend F— 

Will you give us a 'r!i'- 
prosperous morrow, 
and comfort the , 

millions who weep? '/il! jiTO 

Will you give 
them joy for their ji : 
sorrow, sweet la- >111 
hour, and satisfied ''S 
sleep ? 

Sweet is the fra- 
grance of fiowers, 
and soft are the 
wings of the 

dove, i S MMgM MHIMili 

And no goodlier sift 
is there given than ' ^ 
the dower of bro- ' ' I 

therlylove; ■ > i "" 

But you, 0 May- 
Day Medusa, whose 
glance makes the 
heart turn cold. 

Art a bitter God- 
dess^ to follow, a “Who was Born in < 
terrible Queen to “Oh, of couesb — I k; 
behold. 


ifew Queen, fresh crowned in the city. And welcome the branch and the dove. But 
fiower-drest, her snake-sceptre a rod, we look, and we hold our breath, 


fiower-drest, her snake-sceptre a rod, ^ we look, and we hold our breath. 

Her orb a decked dynamite Domb, which That is not the visage of Love, and beneath 
shall shatter aU earth at her nod ; the piled blossoms lurks — Death I 


A Society all of Love and of Brotherhood I 
Beautiful dream ! 


fo’’ Promise of May ! Do not 
angel or demon when bare { Labour’s Floralia seem 

Time and old gods are at strife ; we dwell in As fiower-feasts fair to her followers ? Look 


the midst thereof. 


on the wreaths at her feet. 


And they are but foolish who curse, and they Flung by enthusiast hands from the mine, 


are but shallow who scofi. 












-'J' 


HISTORY EXAMS. 

{Effects on Education of Modern Advertising. ) 

“Who was Born in Corsica?” [ Sile / nce .) “Try and think— -and Died in St. Helena?” 
“Oh, of course— I know 1 The Great Sapolio 1” 


and the mill, and the street, i 

Piled fiower-ofier- I 

ings,_ thine, Pro- 
letariat Queen of 

the May ! 

And what means the 
new Bona Dea ? 

-■ 'Ll. "^7- - 2uid what would her 

suppliants say ? 
Organised strength, 
solidarity, power 
to hand and to 
strike, 

i Hope that is native 

^ H^e,^n alf seasons 

/ ■ Mutual trust of the 
' ' many — and menace 

' ; malign for the 

^ Citizen, capitalist, — 

{ ah I the hours of 

_ ^our empire seem 

Au empire ill-gen- 
If’rr' dered, unjust, 

-f blindly selfish, and 

heartlessly strong 
For the crushing of 
^ famishing weak- 

'/U ness, the rearing of 

wealth -founded 

'|7| F e w,^ if these 
lill throngs have their 

j! ; ! will, for the fierce 

, ' proletariat throbs 

; ■ For revenge on the 1 
full-fed Hour- 
\ Ij geoisie which ruth- 

i( ' lessly harries and 

’Tis fired with 
alarms, and it arms 
! with hot haste for 

i the imminent 

For it quakes at the 
tramp of King Mob, 
and the thought of 
this Queen of the 
■I . May. 

The bandit of Capi- 
tal falls, and shall 
perish in shame 
and in filth ! 

The harvest of 
Labour’s at 
IN St. Helena ? ” band ! The har- 


|4 f^| ^ 

jil'' 

te* 




terrible Queen to “ Oh, of course— I know 1 The Great Sapolio 1 ” vest ; but red is the 

behold. ^ ; ■' L tilth, 

We are sick of spouting— the words hum Let hate die out, take rest, poor workers, be And the reapers are wrathful and rash, and 
deep and cimfe : we are fain, all at peace ; the swift-wielded sickle that strives 

lo rest a little from clap-trap, and probe the Let the angry battle abate, and the barren For the sheaves, not the gleaners’ scant ears, 

wild promise of gain. ^ bitterness cease I seems agog for the reaping of — lives ! 

For new g^B we know not of are acclaimed Ah, pleasant and pastoral picture! Thrice Assassins of Capital? Aye! And their 
by all babbledom’s breath, welcome whoever shall bring weakening force will ye meet 


And they pronuse us love-mspired life— by The sunshine of love after Winter, the bios- With assassins of Labour? Shall Brother- 
the red road of hatred and death. soms of joy with the Spring I hood redden the field and the street ? 

The gods, det^oned and deceased, cast forth Wilt thou bring it, 0 new May Queen? Beware of the bad black old lesson I Behold, 
so the chatterers say— ^ ^ thou canst, come and rule ns, and take and look close, and beware ! 

Are banished with Flora and P^, and behold The laurel, the palm, and the psean; all There are flowers at your newly-built shrine, 
our new Queen of the May ! bondage but thine we would break, is the evil old serpent not there ? 
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The sword-edge and snake-bite, tbongb 
bidden in blossoms, are hatred’s md 
arms. 

And what is yonr May Q,ueen at heart, oh, 
true hearts, that succumb to her charms ? 

Dropped and deep in the blossoms, with eyes 
that flicker like fire. 

The asp of Murder lies hid, which with poison 
shall feed your desire. 

More than these things will she give, who 
looks fairer than all these things ? 

I^ot while her sceptre ’s a snake, and her orb 
the red horror that rings 

Devilish, foul, round the world; while the 
hiss and the roar are the voice 

Of this monstrous new Queen of the May, in 
whose rule you would bid us rejoice. 


ME. PTTMrCH’S TJP-TO-DATE POETRY 
FOR CHILDRElSr. 

No. II. LITTLE JACK HORNEE.” 

Little .Tack HonisrEE, 

^ He sat in the corner. 

And cried for his “ Mummy 1 and ** Nuss ! ” 
For, while eating his cake, 

He had got by mistake 
In a horrid piratical ’bus. 



Now, some ten minutes back, 

You ’d have seen little Jack 
From an Aerated Bread Shop emerge. 

And proceed down tne Strand — 
Slice of cake in his hand — 

In a crumb-covered suit of blue serge. 

To be perfectly frank. 

He was bound for the Bank, 

For it chanced to be dividend day. 

And he jumped on the ’bus, 

After reasoning thus— 

In his logical juvenile way : — 

“ Here ’s a ’bus passing by, 

And I cannot see why 
I should weary my infantile feet ; 

I ’ve a copper to spare. 

And the authorise fare 
Is a penny to Liverpool Street.” 

As the ’bus cantered on, 

Little cake- eating Johjs’ 

In the comer contentedly sat. 

And with that one and this 
(Whether Mister or Miss) 

Had a meteorological chat. 

Came a bolt from the blue 
When, collecting his due, 

The conductor remarked, “ Though I thank 


That young cake-eating gent 
For the penny he ’s sent, 

It ’s a tuppenni/ ride to the Bank ! ” 

“ You ’re a pirate ! ” sobbed Jack, 

“ And your colours are black ! ” 

But he heard— as he struggled to speak — 

The conductor observe, 

With remarkable verve. 

That he didn’t want none of his cheek ! 

With a want of regard. 

He demanded Jack’s card. 

And young Hoenee was summoned next day. 
When the poor little lad 
Lost the battle, and had 
All the costs in addition to pay. 

Now the Moral is this : 

Little Master and Miss, 

Whom 1 ’m writing these verses to please ; 

If your tiny feet ache. 

Then a ’bus you may take, 

JBui he sure it ’5 an X. G, O. C.’f 


A CURSORY OBSERYATION. 

From the Figaro for Dimanche, April 17, 
we make this extract:— 

^ “ Sports ATHniSTiaTJES. — Le match interna- 
tional de foot ball entre le Stade Franqais et le 
Eosslyn Park foot ball Club de Londres sera joue 
demam sur le terrain du Cursing Club de France ^ 
Levallois. L’equipe anglaise eat arriyee a Paris 
bier soir. Le match sera preside par le marquis 
de Dufferin.” 

“The Cursing Club!” What an awful 
name! For what purpose are they banded 
together ? ^ Is it to curse one another by their 
gods ? to issue forth on premih'es to damn 
a new play P What fearful language would 
be just audible, curses, not loud but deep, 
during the progress of the Foot-baR Match 
over which the Marguis of Dtjfeeeiw is to 
preside ! It is all over by now ; but the re- 
sult we have not seen. We hope there is no 
Cursing Club in England. There existed, 
once upon a time, in London, a Club with an 
awful Tartarian name, which might have 
been a parent society to a Cursing Club. Let 
us trust 

The Editor cuts short the article at this 
point, being of opinion that “ Cursing ” is only a 
misprint for Coursing or, if not, he certainly 
gives Le Figaro the benefit of the doubt. Note, 
also, that the match was to be played on “ Cursing 
Club Ground,” lent for the occasion, and was not 
to be played by Members of the C. 0.”] 


THE LAY OF THE LITERARY AUTOLYGUS. 

{See Correspofidence in the Times on 
Literary Thefts”) 

Enter Axttoeycits, singing* 

When hooks and magazines appear. 

With heigh ! the hopes of a big sale I — 
Why, then comes in the cheat o’ the year. 
And picks their plums, talk, song, or tale. 

The white sheets come, each page my “ perk,” 
With heigh! sweet bards, 0 how they 
sing ! — 

With paste and scissors I set to work ; 

Shall a stolen song cost anything ? 

The Poet tirra-lirra chants, 

With heigh ! with heigh ! he rrvust he a J. — 
His Summer songs supply my wants ; 

They cost me nought — ^but, ah! they pay* 

I have served Literature in my time, but 
now Literature is in my service. 

But shaR I pay for what comes dear, 

To the pale scribes who write, — 

For news, and jokes, and stories queer ? 

Walker! my friends, not quite ! 

Siuce filchers may have leave to live. 

And vend their “borrowed” budget, 


For aR my “ notions ” nix I ’R give. 
Then seR them as I trudge it. 

My trajOfic is (news) sheets . My father named 
me AtrxoLYCTJS, who, being as I am, littered 
xmder Mercury, was Hkewise a snapper-up of 
unconsidered trifles. With paste and scissors 
I procured this caparison ; and my revenue 
is the uninquiring public ; gaRows and gaol 
are too powerful on the highway ; picking 
and treadmiRing are terrors to burglars ; 
but in my Rne of theft I sleep free from the 
thought of them. A prize ! a prize ! . . , 

Jog on, jog on, the foot-pad way, 

In the modern Sikes’s style-a : 

PunctiRous fools prefer to pay ; 

But I at scruples smRe-a. 

. . . Ha, ha ! what a fool Honesty is ! and 
Trust, his sworn brother, a very simple 

f entleman ... I understand the business, 
do it ; to have an open ear, a quick eye, 
and a nimble hand with the shears is neces- 
sary for a (literary) cutpurse ; a good nose is 
requisite also, to smell out the good work of 
other people. I see this is the time that 
the unjust man doth thrive. 


THE WELLINGTON MONUMENT. 


At last I How long ago the time 
When England’s paltry meanness kiRed 
Her greatest Sculptor in his prime. 

And hid his work, now caRed sublime, 

In narrow space so nearly fiRed ! 


When, using Art beyond 
her taste, 

Her greatest Captain’s 
tomb he wrought, 
That noblest effort was 
disgraced, — 

It seemed to her a need- 
less waste. 

The Budget Surplus 
was her thought. 

Now may she, with some sense of shame, 
Amend the errors of the past, 

Show honour to the Great Duke’s name, 
Repair the wrong to Stephens’ fame, 

And move the Monument at last ! 



‘^KNOW ALL MEN BY THESE PRESENTS.” 

It is heReved that the Rossendale Union of 
Liberal Clubs, having given a pair of sRppers, 
a rug, and two pieces of cretonne to Mr. 
Gladstone, wiR also make the foRowing 
presents, in due course : — 

Sir W* L-ws^n* — Twelve dozen Tea-cosies, 
and ten yards of blue Ribbon, 

Mr. L-h-ch-re* — A Jester’s cap. 

Sir W, V* H-rc-rt. — A Spencer, without 
arms, but emblazoned with those of the 
Plantagenets. 

Mr* M’-cUre.-^K Hood. 

Mr* McN’-ll* — A knitted Respirator, to he 
worn in the House. 

Lord R, Ch^-rch-ll. — Twelve dozen table- 
cloths, twenty-four dozen Dinner-napkins, 
and thirty- six dozen Pudding- cloths. 

Sir F* CUrke* — A scarlet Jersey, inscribed 
“ Salvation Army.” 

Mr* R* Sp-ne^r* — ^A Smock Frock. 

Mr. R-lf-r, — Some CoRars of Irish linen, 
and one of hemp, the latter to he suppRed by 
the Irish patriots in America. 

Mr, F* St-nh-pe.^K Necktie of green 
poplin, embroiderea with shamrocks. 

Mr. M. H-ly* — An Ulster. 

Col* S-nd-rs-n. — A Cork jacket. 

Mr* W* O’jBr-w,— A pair of Tr— rs, in 
fancy cretonne. 

Sir G* O* Tr-'V-ly-^n.—A. Coat (reversible). 

1 3fr* C* C^nyh~re—A. Waistcoat (strait). 
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Wit, I did, my Lord — after I had obtained a uniform fitting 
closely to the figure; but it vas only that I might obtain the 
blessing of my mother I And when I returned home the soldiers 
followed me — and might have killed me ! 

Chair, How was that? 

Wit, When I had taken refuge in a haystack, they prodded the 
haystack with their swords ! And this is life in the Army ! 

Chair, Were you arrested on discovery ? 

Wit, No ; they spared me that indignitsr I They saw, my Lord, 
that my mother was dying, and respectfully fell back while I 
assisted the old Lady to pass away peacefully. But then, after aU, 
they were men. In spite of their red patrol jackets, brass helmets, 
and no spurs, they were men, my Lord,— men ! And, as soldiers, 
after I had broken from prison, and was accused of murder, they 
again released me, because some one promised to buy my discharge ! 

Chair, And where are jon q.uartered ? 

Wit, At the Royal Princess’s Theatre, Oxford Street, where I 
have these strange ex^riences of discipline, and where I am enlisted 
in the unconvention^, not to say illegal, way I have described, 
nightly ; nay, sometimes twice daily ! 

Chair, And why have you proffered your evidence ? 

Wit, Because I think the Public ought to know, my Lord, the 
great services afforded by the most recent Melodrama to the popu- 
larity of the Army, and— yes, the cause of recruiting ! 

[The Witness then withdrew. 


HOW THEY BRINO THE GOOD NEWS ! 


All the papers teeming 
With the news of Deeminu 
On the shore or ship ; 
Telling of his tearing 
Hair that he was wearing 
From his upper lip. 


And, verbatim printed 
All he ’s said or hinted 
As to any deeds ; 
Such a chance as this is 
Not a paper misses ! 
Everybody reads 1 


(T-ss-u, rush ! Pursue it ! 
Bi^ it, bring it, glue it 
On your model ! Quick ! ) 
Telling how he ’s looking, 
How he likes the cooking. — 
Bah, it makes one sick I 


Would they give such latest 
News of best and greatest 
Folks ? What ’s that you say ? 
Who would read of virtue. 

Or such news insert ? You 
Know it would not pay. 


Telling of his bearing. 

How tne crowds are staring. 
What may be his fate, 

Just what clothes he wore the 
D^s he came before the 
Local Magistrate. 


So, demand creating 
Such supply, they ’re stating 
All that they can tell ; 

Spite of School-Board teaching, 
Culture, science, preaching, 
This is sure to sell, 


UNDERSTOOD/’ 


SAT, Dubois, you no know how to lay it on thick, Old 
Man I I LIKE youb oheek telling Miss Brown she spoke Feench 
without the least Accent I ” 

“ Vy, certainement, MON Ami— vizouT ze least Frencec Accent I ” 


"THE (SOLDIEES’) LITE WE LIVE.” 

{Imaginary Evidence that should le added to the Eeport of Lord 
Wantage's Committee, ) 

Chairman, I think your name is Richard Redmond ? 

Witness, I beg pardon, my Lord and Gentlemen— Dick Redmond 
—simple, gushing, explosive Dick. 

Chair, Have you been known by any other name ? 

Wit, Off duty, my Lord, I have been called Charles Warner. 
Nay, why should I not confess it ? — Charlie Warner. Yes, my 
Lord, Charlie Warner! 

Chair, You wish to describe bow you were enlisted ? 

Wit, Yes, my Lord. It was in this way. I had returned from 
some races in a dog-cart with a villain. We stopped at a wayside 
pnhlic-house kept by a comic Irishman. 

Chair, Are these details necessary ? 

Wit, Hear me, my Lord ; hear me I I confess it, I took too much 
to drink. Yes, my Lord, I was drunk I And then a Sergeant in 
the Dragoon Guards gave me a shilling, and placed some ribands 
in my pot-hat, and — well— I was a soldier ! Yes, a soldier ! And as 
a soldier was refused permission to visit my dying mother ! 

Chair, Were there no other legal formalities in connection with 
your enlistment? For instance— Were you not taken before an 
attesting Magistrate ? 

^ Wit, No, my Lord, no ! I was carried off protesting, while my 
villanous friend disappeared with my sweetheart I It was cruel, 
my Lord and Gentlemen ! It was very cruel ! 

Chair, Did you desert ? 



THE END OF THE SEASON. AU REVOIR! 





STAIRCASE SCENES. — No. 1. PRIVATE VIEW, ROYAL ACADEMY. 





216 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAET. 


[Apbil 30, 1892. 


THE YOUNG GIRL’S COMPANION. 

{By Mrs. Bayley^ ) 

II.— Dining-Out. 

I CAN quite understand that a young girl may not care much for 
the mere material dinner. The palate is a pleasure of maturity. 
The woman of hfty prohahly includes a menu or two among her most 
sacred memories ; hut the young girl is capable of dining on part of 
a cutlet, any pink sweetmeat, and some tea. But I must confess 
that I was surprised at another objection to dining-out that a young 
girl, only at the end of her second season, once made to me. She 
said that she positively could not stand any longer the conversation 
of the average young man of Society. I asked her why, and she then 
asserted that this sort of young man confined himself to flat badinage 
and personal brag, which he was mistaken in believing to be veiled. 

f What^she said was^ of ^ourse, 

is responsible for the flat 
le • / civilisation 

I requires that conversation 
shall be light and amusing, 
but can provide no remedy 
for slow wits ; on the other 
hand, the personal brag is a relic 
of the original man. The badinage 
is the young man’s defect in art; 
the brag^ is his defect in nature. 
But I fail to see any objection to 
such conversation ; on the contrary, 
it is charming because it is so ave- 
rage; you know beforehand just 
what jrou will hear and just what 
you will say, and everything is 
consequently made easy. The man 
puts on that kind of talk just as he 
puts on his dress-coat ; both are 
part of the evening uniform. The 
motto of the perfect young man of 
Societ;^ is “ I resemble.” I pointed 
all this out to the young girl in 
question, and she retorted that it 
was a pity that silence was a lost 
art. However, she continued to 
dine-out and to take her part in the 
only possible conversation, and after 
all Society rather encourages theo- 
retical rebellion, provided that it 
is accompanied by practical sub- 

From the point of view of senti- 
ment, a dinner has less potentialities 
than a dance ; but the dinner may 
begin what the dance will end; 
you set light to the fuse in the 
dining-room, and the explosion takes 
place six weeks afterwards in some- 
one-else’s conservatory. Hothing 
much can be done on the staircase ; but, if you can decently pretend 
that you have heard of the young man who is taking you in, he wiB 
probably like it. If, after a few minutes, you decide that it is 
worth while to interest the young man, discourage his fiat badinage, 
and encourage his personal brag. The only tldng in which it is 
quite certain that every man wiU be interested is, the interest some- 
one else takes in him. Later on, he will probably be induced to 
illustrate the tojpie of conversation by telling you (if it would not 
bore you) of a little incident which happened to himself. The inci- 
dent will be prettily coloured for dinner-table use, and he will make 
the^ story^ prove a merit in himself, which he will take care to dis- 
claim vainly. "When he has finished, look very meitatively at your 
plate, as if you saw visions in it, and then turn on tdm suddenly 
with wide eyes— with the right kind of eyelashes, this is eifeetive. 

“ I suppose you don’t know it, Mr. Blank,” you tell him, “ Wt 
really I can’t help saying it. You behaved splendidly;— splendidly ! ” 
Droop the eyelashes quickly, and become meditative again. He 
will deprecate your compliment a little incoherently. 

“ Hot at all, not at all— Miss— er—AsTEBiSK — I really — assure you— 
nothing more than any— er — other man would have done. Some other 
people at the time told me ’ ’ — {laughs nervously) — ‘ ‘ very much — er — 
what you have just said, but— er — ^personally, I — really — could never 
see it, or of course I wouldn’t have mentioned it to you.” 

Your rejoinder will depend a good deal on how far you mean to 

f o, and how much of that kind of thing you think you can stand. 

f you like, you can drop your handkermief or your glove when you 
rise ; it will please him to pick it up for ypu, and he will feel, for a 
moment, as if he had saved your life* 


If you do not want to please the man, but only to show your own 
superiority, it may perhaps be as well to remember that women are 
better than men, as a rule, in flat badinage. Men talk best when 
they are by themselves, but they are liable to be painfully natural 
at such times. I had some little difficulty in finding this out, but I 
thought it my duty to know, and — ^well, I do know. 

The correspondence that I have received has not been altogether 
pleasant. I have had one letter from Ethel (aged thirteen) saying 
that she thinks me a mean sneak for prying into other people’s 
Diaries. I can only reply that I was acting for the public good. 
I have had a sweet letter, however, from “ Azalea.” She has been 
absolutely compelled, by force of circumstances, to allow the distinct 
attentions of three different men. She does not give the names of 
the men, only descriptions, but I should advise her to keep the 
dark one. She can see the will at Somerset House. “ Jane ” writes 
to ask what is the best cure for freckles. I do not answer questions 
of that kind. I have replied to my other correspondents privately. 

REPULSING THE AMAZONS. 

{Sec Cartoon^ Arming the Amazons^"' Dec. 5, 1891.) 

Arming the Amazons against the Greeks ? 

That Priam Salisbury tried some few short weeks 

Before the present fray* Fawcett a fair 

Had prayed ; the question then seemed “ in the air,'' 

And Priam proffered then the Franchise- spear, 

(A shadowy one, that gave no grounds for fear, 

To poor Penthesilea. 













How, ah, now 

Hollittus moves, there’s going to be a row, 

And lo ! the mingled ranks of Greece and Troy 
Close ’gainst the Amazons. Her steed, a toy, 

A hobby-horse, that any maid may mount. 

Is not— just now — of any great account. 

Her phantom spear will pierce no stout male mail ; 

But should Hollittus not — (confound him!) — fail, 

A female host, well armed, and not on hobbies, 

Might prove as dangerous as a batch of Bobbies. 

The fair Fawcetta then must be thrown over ; 
Penthesilea finds no hero-lover 
In either host. Priam, abroad, is dumb. 

Ah, maiden-hosts, man’s love for you’s a hum. 

Each fears you — in the foeman’s cohorts thrown, 

But neither side desires you in its own ! 

The false Gladstonius first, he whom you nourish, 

A snake in your spare bosoms, dares to flourish 
Fresh arms against you ; potent, though polite, 

He fain would bow you out of the big fight, 

Civilly shelve you. Don’t kick up a row, 

And — spoil my game ! Another day, not now, 

There’s a dear creature ! ” Chamberlainius, too, 

Hard as a nail, and squirmy as a screw, 

Sides with the elder hero, just for once ; 

Chaplinius also, active for the nonce 

On the Greek side, makes up the Traitrous Three, 

One from each faction I Ah I ’tis sad to see 
Penthesilea, fierce male foes unite 
In keeping female warriors from the fight ; 

Yet think, look round, and— you may find they ’re right! 


NOTICE — EejeOted Co 2 nmumcati 03 ?.s or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawiugs, or Pictures of aUy 'description, WiU 
^ no case be returned, not even whbn accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrai)per. To this xiile 
there will be no exception. x' r » » 
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THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE. 

Lady Clara liohinson {nie Vere de Vere). ^‘Thanks! How is it Omnibus 
Men ARE so much Cxviller than I told they used to be ? ” 

Conductor, “You see, Ladt, there's so many Decayed Aristocracy 
travels by us nowadays, that we picks up their Manners ! ” 


SONNET ON THE SOUTH-EASTEEN. 

{After a CeWbrated Model,) 

Composed at London Bridge Terminus, April 18, 1892. 

[“ One can do nothing with Railways. You cannot write 
sonnets on the South-Eastern.” — Mr, Barry Bain^ *‘^In the 
Smoking 

Earth has not anything to show less fair : 

Patient were he oi soul who could pass by 
A twenty minutes’ wait amidst the cry 
Of churlish clowns who worn cord jackets wear, 
Without one single, solitary swear. 

The low, unmeaning grunt, the needless lie. 

The prompt “ next platform” (which is all my eye). 
The choky waiting-room, the smoky air ; 
Refreshment-bars where nothing nice they keep, 
Whose sandwich chokes, whose whiskey makes one ill ; 
The seatless platforms ! Ne’er was gloom so deep ! 
The truck toe-crusheth at its own sweet will. 

Grreat Scott ! are pluck and common- sense asleep, 
That the long humbugged Public stands it still ? 


Reddle-turus Salutat. — A good combination of 
names is to be found in an announcement of a forth- 
coming Concert at Prince’s Hall, Piccadilly, on the 
evening of May 11, to be given by Mr. Charles Reddie 
and Mr. A. Taylor. Briefly, it might be announced as 
“A. Taylor’s REDDiE-made Concert.” If Reddie- 
money only taken at door,^ will A. Taylor give credit 
Solvitur amhulando — that is, Walk in, and you’ll find 
out. It is to be play- time for Master Jean Gerard y, 
“ Master G.,” who is going to perform on an Erard 
piano, when, as his REDDiE-witted companion play- 
fully observes, “The youthful pianist wUl out-Erard 
Erard.” 

“ Call you this Backing your Friends?’’ 

{By a Confused Conservative,) 

To stave ofi Change, and check the loud Rad Rough rage, 
Conservatism is as shield and fetter meant ; 

And now brave Balfour votes for Female Suffrage ; 

And Ritchie tells us he approves of “ Betterment” ! 

0 valiant Westminster, 0 warlike Wbmyss, 

Is this to be the end of all our dreams ? 


LA JUSTICE POUR RIRE ; OR, WHAT IT HAS NEARLY GOME TO. 

Scene — Interior of a Foreign Law Court, Numerous officials in 
attendance performing their various duties in an apprehensive 
sort of way. Audience small hut determined. 

Judge {nervously), How are we really protected from disturbance ? 

General in Command of Troops, I think so. The Court House is 
surrounded by an Army Corps, and the Engineers find that the place 
has not been undermined to at least a distance of a thousand feet. 

Judge {somewhat reassured]. Well, now I think we may proceed 
with the trial. Admit the accused. 

[The Prisoner is bowed into the doch^ and accommodated with a 
comfortably cushioned arm-chair. 

Prisoner, Good morning. ( To J udge. ) You can resume your hat. 

Judge {bowing to the Prisoner). Accused, I am deeply honoured by 
your courtesy. I trust you have been comfortable in the State 
apartments that have been recently supplied to you. 

Prisoner [firmly]. State apartment f Why it was a prison ! You 
know it, M, le Juge, and you, Gentlemen of the Jury and 
Witnesses. ( The entire audience shudder apprehensively,] And, what 
is more, my friends outside know it ! They know that I was arrested 
and thrown into prison. Yes, they know that, and will act accordingly. 

Judge {tearfully), I am sure none of us wished to offend you I 

Members of the Bar {in a breath]. Certainly not ! 

Prisoner, WeR, let the trial proceed. I suppose you don’t want 
any evidence. You ha,ve heard what I have said. You know that I 
regret havmg caused inconvenience to my innocent victims. They 
would forgive me fpr my innocent intentions. I only wished to save 
everybody by blowing everybody up. 

The Court generally. Yes, yes ! 

^Prisoner. WeR, I have just done. And now what say the Jury? 
Where are they ? 

Foreman of the Jury (white with fear], I am, Sir, — ^very pleased 
to see you, Sir,— hope you are weR, Sir ? 

P'moner (condescendingly), Tol lol. And now what do you say ? 
am I Guilty or Not Guilty ? 


Foreman of the Jury, Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir. We wiR talk 
it over, Sir— if you don’t mind, Sir. 

Prisoner. I need not teR you that my friends outside take the 
greatest possible interest in your proceedings. 

Foreman [promptly], Wh 3 r, yes. Sir! The fact is we have all had 
anonymous letters daily, saying that we shaR be blown out of house 
and home if we harm you. 

Frisoner (laughing). Oh, be under no apprehension. It is merely 
the circular of my friends. Only a compilation of hints for the 
guidance of the Gentlemen of the Jury. 

Foreman, Just so, Sir. We accepted it in that spirit. 

Frisoner. You were wise. Now, Gentlemen, you have surely had 
time to make up your minds. Do you find me Guilty or Not GuRty ? 

Foreman (earnestly). Why, Not GuRty, to be sure. 

Judge, Release the accused 1 Sir, you have my congratulations. 
Pray accept my distinguished consideration. 

Frisoner (coldly). Yon are very good. And now adieu, and off to 
breakfast vrith what appetite ye may 1 

The Entire Court [falling on their knees, and raising their hands 
inlsupplication), Mercy, Sir! For pity's sake, mercy ! 

Fx-Prisoner (fiercely), Mercy ! What, after I have been arrested 1 
Mercy ! after I have been cast into gaol ! 

Judge (in tears). They thought they were right. They were, doubt- 
less, wrong, but it was to save the remainder of the row of houses ! 
Can you not consider this a plea for extenuating circumstances ? 

Fx-Prisoner (sternly). No. It was my business, not theirs. It 
was I who paid for the dynamite— not tney. (Preparing to leave 
the Court.) Good bye. You may hear from me and from my 
friends ! 

Judge (following him to the door). Nay, stay! See ns — we kneel 
to you. (To audience,) Emeel, friends, kneel ! (Everybody obeys 
the direction,) One last appeal! (In a voice broken with emotion,) 
We aR have Mothers ! 

Ex- Prisoner [thunder -stricken). Yon all have Mothers ! I knew 
not this. I pardon you ! [The audience utter shouts of joy ^ and the 
Ex-Prisoner extends his hands towards them in the attitude of bene- 
diction, Scene closes in upon this tableaux. 
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MR. PUNCH’S ROYAL ACADEMY GUIDE, PHILOSOPHER, AND VERY FAMILIAR FRIEND FOR THE R.A. SEASON. 
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No. 20. Japanese Jenny, the F^eCon- — — — “ ... “ TTi,,, No. 164. 'Watts the douche is this? A 

juror, privately practising production of No. 287. “Forgers at Work; or, Strike while the Iron’s hot! vnmhow shower-bath > bvG- F Watts R A 
glass bowl full of water from nowhere in Portrait of the recently elected Associate making a hit immediately • 7 • • ? • • 

particular; a subject not unnaturally as- on his election. Staa’up, Stanhope Forbes, A. (and “A. 1,’’ adds 33 ^ The Coming Sneezed 

sociated with the name of W aterhouse, A. Mr. P.), prepare to receive congratulations ! Picture of a Lady evidently sayino* 


No. 16. It is called “-4 Toast. By Aones E. Walker.’^ It 
sliould be called “ A Toast without a Song,’’ as it seems to represent 
an eminent tenor unavoidably prevented by cold, &e., when staying 
at home, and taking the mixture as before. 

No. 19. A musical subject, “ The Open C,” By Henet 
Moore, A. 

No. 24. Food for Fejlection ; or^ A {Loolcing) Glass too much.^^ 

Black Eye’d Susan (hiding her Mack eye) after a row. The person 


Thomas C. S. Benhaae. 

A Scotch Race from thiS Tartan 


Oh dear ! Is it inEuenza ! ! ” 

No. 89. ^^Handicapped; or 
FoinV^ John Pextie, B.A. 

No. 95. Large and Early Something Warrior, pointing to a bald- 
headed bust, and singing to a maiden, “ Get your Hair Cut!^^ 
Ealph Peacock. 

No. 97. “ Toe- Toe chez Ta-Ta ; or, Oh, my poor Foot!^^ 

Must hide it before anyone else sees it.” Frank Dicksee, E. A. 
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No. 212. “The Left-out Grauntlet.” 
‘Come as you are, indeed! Nonsense. 
It ’s most annoying I Here am I got up 
most expensivelj’ as a Knight in Armour, 
and I’m blessed if the confounded cuss of 
a cusstumier hasn’t forgotten to send my 
right gauntlet I ” John Pettie, R.A. 


who “calls himself a Gentleman ” is ’’seen as a retiring person in 
another mirror. Ettore Tito. 

No. 40. Little JBo Feep after Lunch, supported by a tree. Early 
intemperance movement. “ Let ’m ’lone, they ’ll come home, leave 
tails b’ind ’em.” John da Costa, 

No. 56. Ben Ledi. This is a puzzle picture by Mr. James 
Elliot. Of course there is in it, somewhere or other, a portrait of 
the eminent Italian, Benjamin Ledi. Puzzle, to find him. 


No. 173 . “ A Fii'st Kehearsal.” “ The celebrated actor, Mr. Gommersal of Astley’s 
Amphitheatre, made up and attired as the Great Napoleon, entered the Manager’s 
room, where the author of the Equestrian Spectacular Melodrama of ‘ The Battle of 
Waterloo ’ was seated finishing the last Act. ‘ What do you think of this ? ’ asked 
Mr. G., triumphantly. ‘Not a bit like it,’ returned the author, sharply. ‘ What ! ’ 
exclaimed the astonished veteran, ‘ do you mean to say my make-up for Napoleon 

isn’t good! W'ell I ’m ’ ‘ Yon will be, if you appear like that,’ interrupted the 

author decisively,” — ^Yide Wlddiconib^s Ristory of the Battle of Waterloo atAstley^s. 

W. Q. Orchardson, R.A. 

No. 102. “ Attitude ^s Everything ; or, The Affected Lawn Tennis 
Flayer.^^ By Frederic A. Briduman, probably a Lillie Bridge man. 

No. 105. Dumh as a Drum with a hole in Vide Sam 
Weller. “Jot 
No. 107. 


No. 344. The Reeds’ 
Entertainment. Gallery 
of Illustration. Interval 
during change of cos- 
tume. “ Behold these 
gracefulReeds!” Arthur 
Hacker. 


^ _ _ a Drum witti a 
Jot I (G. W.) my task is done ! ” 

Outside the Fail ; or, ‘ Nell ’ the Dairing Davrymaid.^^ 
Taken in the act by E. C. Crawford (give him several inches of 
canvas, and he ’ll take a Nell) as she was about to put a little water 
out of the stream into the fresh milk pail. 




Mat 7, 1892.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


No. 130. A {Sir Donald) Currie^ 
admirably done in P. and 0. (Paint 
and Oil) by W. W. Otoess, E.A. 

No. 211. Blow, Blow, thou Win- 
ter WindJ^—As You Like It. But 
we don't like it— we mean, the wind, 
of course. Oh, so desolate and dreary I 
We suppose that in order to keep 
himself warm. Sir Johk must haye 
been thoroughly wrapped up. in Ins 
work when he painted this, bir J . Ji. 
Millais, Bart., B.A. „ 

No. 228. “ The Great Auk s JEgg'^ 

“ Auisi-ward moment : is it genuine or 
not ? He bought it at an Auk-tion ; it 
had probably been auk’d about before, 
genuine or not There ^ ^ gr^t 
tank {!) about it,” says H. S. Maej^s, 

^ No. 238. ‘ ‘ With alittle pig here and 
a little cow here. 

Here a sheep and there a sheep and 
eyerywhere a sheep.” 

old Song, illustrated by Sidney 
Cooper, B.A. 

No. 250. “ Ticklish Times ; or, the 

First Small and Early in the Far , 

“ She sat, half -mesmerised, thinking 
to herself, ‘ Shall 1 have many dances 
this season?’ You ve got a ball in 
hand,’ whispered small and early 
Eros Minimus. ‘ Ah., slm r^urned, 
dreamily, ‘a bawl in .the hand ^ is 
indeed worth a whisper in the ear. 
From the Greek of 
uikephalos. W. Adol- 
phe BOUGrUEREAU. 

No. 272. The Flying 
FariniFamily. Nothing 
like bringing ’em up to 
the acrobatic business 
quite young. Phil B. 

Morris, A. 

No. 290. Sittin' and 
Satin." IrlamBriggs. 

[N.B.— Ifr. P. always 
delighted to welcome 
the immortal name of 
Briggs. Years ago, one 
of John Leech’s boys 
drew “ Briggs a ’ang- 
ing,” and here he is,— 

hung!] -n. . 

No. 310. Eirst-rate 
portrait of a .Bailway 
Birector looking di- 
rectly at the spectator, 
and saying, ‘ ‘ Of cours.e, 

Vm the right inan in 
the right place, i.e., on 
the line." Congra^a- 
tions to Hubert Her- 
KOMER, B.A. 

No. 311.. Popping 
in on them, in not quite 



stuck-up 
Oh! I ' 


No 204:. “Three Little Maids from School.” A weaUhof.colour. 
The subject is^Ms :-After an am^e s^hoo^ 


and I do feel so — — 
my colour is gradually 

may appear a tride cracky, but no one 
can say that tHs picture represents her 
as haying gone ‘ ‘ clean mad. Anna 

Bilinska. a 

No. 553. Margate Sands in An- 
cient Times. Cruel conduct of an 
Ancient Warrior towards a young mdy 
who refused to bathe in the sea, r uli 
of life by E. M. Hale (and p^ty). 

No. 575. ‘ ‘Poor Thing .[ " Touch- 

ing picture of ideal patient in ^Esthetic 
Idiot Asylum. Lucien Bayis. . 

No. 636. “-4 Clever Examiner 

drawing him out." ^ []N.1B. Th^ ought 
to haye been exhibited at A. Tooth s 
Exhibition.] Balph Hedlet. 

No. 686. Tipper part of Augustus 
Manns, Esq. The Artist has, of 
course, chosen the better 
“Manns wants but little here below, 
but he doesn’t get anything, at .aU, 
being cut ofi, so to speak, in his prime 
about the second shirt-button. Ex- 
actly like him as he was taken before 
the Artist at “ Pettie Sessions.” 

No. 1041. Every Dog must have 
Charles's Mar- 


, j this:— After an ample school-feast, the jr)ose ; or. King C 

diwsilyvmdcranoran^se-tree,whentheyjereBudde^y^aitl^^^^^ Feed Hall. 

theappearanoqofasnake.,“DonHbcfiaghtoed.Be^^^^^ ‘'scTmTUEE. - The d 


the Lowther Harkade.” Sir Fred. Leighton, Bait., I.E. A. me uma 



No. 458. » Peas andWar^’ Club Committee orde^^ton^ See »nier 
with Cooke^ Book. The Steward ^ row began, and they “ gave him 

‘‘feLTte^'^h&'Tieage eanghV’- and managed the awkwai-d subject so as to please 
everybody ; which the limner’s name is Hubert Herkomer, E. A 

l^frk^fdlv w^y^b^CTY Much in Ernest Crofts, A. t -k i 

No 317 ^^'Stjong Op-inions." A Political Picture by a Liberal 

No. 351. “ Ordij a CcmpU of Growlers, md no Hansom . hy 

»v. » <!•< 

likeness (A 1) taken by 
Phil B. Morms, A. j 
No. 412. Mush a 
lye, Bibhy ^ €apM 
picture, speaks for itself. 

“ I know that man, he 
comes from — ^Liyer- 
pool.” Brought here hy 
Lure Eildes, B.A. 

No. 440. Poppylar 
^ Error." Old Lady 

»YerY T.ilrfl a Whale.” only it’s a (^g>)» 
very aiko eaten one o’ them nasty 


The descriptions in I 
are too painful. We prefer 
not, to giye any names, 
hut here are speci- 
mens : — ‘ * Mr. So- and- 
so, to he executed in 
bronze" \ “The late 
Thingummy — bust! 
These will sufdoe. Then 
we haye No. 1997. 

All Three going to 
Bath," by George 
Frampton ; and last, 
hut not hy any means 
least, a yery good like- 
ness of our old friend 
J. C. Horsley, B.A., 
and while we think of 
it, we’ll treat him as 
a cabman and. “take 
his number, which it ’s 
1941, done by John 
Adams- Acton, and so,, 
with this piece of 
sculiiture, we conclude 
our pick of the Pic- 
tures with this dis- 
play of fireworks ; that 
is, with one good bust 
up ! Plau dite et 
valete I 



No. 989. La Sea- 
gull. Awful fight 
between a gull and 
a boiled lobster. 
Allan J. Hook. 
[N.B. — Tour eye 
is sure to be caught 
by this Hook. But 
the picture must 
be looked at from 
our point of view, 
from the opposite 
side of the room.] 


No. 699. 
buoy not caugbt yet. 


AR8 LONGA. 

Taixutg “ Aet” is so “ smart” in. tke first week of May, 
That is ” Aex ” wliicli you start witb. a thundering A. 
sSb “ Irt ” mISt depart ; that ’s an obsolete way. 
Sonte thinlr “art" would impart all the work of to-day. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mat 7 , 1892 , 



RECKONING WITHOUT THEIR HOST. 

Mr. P.C. Bull, loquitur : — 

Humph ! There you go, suspicious lurkers. 
From lands less free ! I grudge you room 
Among my hosts of honest workers. 

Had I the settling of your doom, 

Your shrift were short, and brief your stay. 
As ’tis, I ’ll watch you on your way, 

A Land of Liberty ! Precisely. 

And curs of that advantage take. 

But, if you want my tip concisely, — 

We hate the wolf ana loathe the snake : 
And as you seem a blend of both, 

To crush you I ’d be little loth. 

Freedom we love, and, to secure it, 
j T^e rough and smooth with constant mind. 
Espionage r We ill endure it, 

But Liberty need not be blind. 

Sorrow’s asylum is our isle ; 

But we ’d not harbour ruffians vile. 

To flout that isle foes are not chary, 

When of its shelter not in need ; 

But, when in search of sanctuary. 

They fly thereto with wondrous speed. 
Asylum ? Ay ! But learn — in time — 

'Tis no Alsatia for foul crime. 

Foes dub me simster, satanic, 

A friend of Nihilists and knaves ; 

Because I will not let mere panic 
Bob me of sympathy with slaves. 

And. hatred of oppressors. Fudge ! 

Their railings will not make me budge. 

I ’ve taken up my stand for freedom, 

I ’ll jackal to no autocrat ; 


But rogues with hands as red as Edom, 
Nihilist snake, Anarchist rat, 

I ’d crush, and crime’s curst league determine. 
I have no sympathy with vermin. 

Doors open, welcome hospitable 
For all, unchallenged, is my style ; 

But trust not to the fatuous fable 
That Caliban ’s free of my isle 
With prosperous Prospet^o^s free consent. 
Such lies mad autocrats invent. 

Such for some centuries they ’ve been telling. 
Crime, like an asp, I ’d gladly crush 
Upon the threshold of my dwelling, 

But shall not join a purblind rush 
Of panic-stricken fools to play 
The oppressor’s game, for the spy’s pay ! 

But you, foul, furtive desperadoes. 

Who, frightened now by those you ’d fright, 
Would fain slink off among the shadows. 

To plot out further deeds of night. 

Our isle’s immunity you boast I — 

You ’re reckoning without your host. 

I ’ll keep my eye on you ; my Juries 
I thiiuc you ’ll And it hard to scare ; 

TTe worship no Anarchic furies. 

For menace are not wont to care. 

Here red-caught Crime in vain advances 
“ Extenuating Circumstances ! ” 


Couplet by a Cynic. 

{After reading certain Press Comments on the 
Picture Show,) 

PHiLisTn^E Art may stand aU critic shocks 
Whilst it gives Private Views — of Pretty 
Froeks ! 


THE WOELD ON WHEELS. 

Me. Stevens, the American gentleman who 
rode round the world on a bicycle, says, “ The 
bicycle is now recognised as a new social 
force.” Possibly. But certain writers to the 
Times on ‘ ‘ The Tyranny of the Koad, ” seem to 
prove that it is ^so a new «w^i-social force, 
when it frightens horses and upsets pedestrians . 
Adapting an old proverb, we may say, “ Set a 
cad on a cycle and he ’ll ride ’’—well, all over 
the road, and likely enough over old ladies 
into the bargain. Whilst welcoming the 
latest locomotive development, we must not 
allow the “ new social force ” to develop into a 
new social despotism. To put it pointedly ; — 
We welcome these new steeds of steel, 

(In spite of whistles and of “ squealers,”) 

But cannot have the common weal 

Too much disturbed hy common “"Wheelers”! 

The Boyal Academy Banquet.— After 
the Presidential orations, the success of the 
evening was Professor Butcher’s speech. 
His audience were delighted at being thus 
“ butchered to make ” an artistic “ holiday.” 
Prince Arthur Balfour expressed his regret 
that “the House of Commons did not possess 
a Hanging Committee.” Hasn’t it ? Don’t 
we now and again hear of a Member being 
“suspended” for some considerable time? 
On such occasions, the whole House is a 
Hanging Committee. There was one notable 
omission, and yet for days the air had been 
charged with the all-absorbing topic. ‘ * Odd ! ’ ’ 
murmured a noble Duke to himself, as, medi- 
tating many things, he stood by the much- 
sounding soda-water, “Odd! a lot of speeches ; 
and yet,— a word about Orme ! ” 
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BECKONING WITHOUT THEIB HOST. 

Fiest Akaechist. “ ENEIN, MON AMI !— YE SHALL NOT BE INTEREUPT IN ZIS FREE ENGLAND ! ” 

Bull {sotto voce). “DON’T BE TOO SURE, MOSSOO ! YOU’LL FIND NO JSXTENJ7ATING CIRCUM- 
STANCES HERE ! ! ” 




Mat 7, 1892.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


THE YOUNG GIRL’S COMPANION. 

By Mrs, Payley, 

III.— The Choice op a Pose. 


hats, hair and heels mnst he flat ; your denials must he particu- 
larly flat. Always take your meals in your jacket and a hurry, 
never with the rest of your family ; never have time to eat enoug’h, 
hut always have time to hrag about it. 

I cannot understand why any girl should object to the assumption 




polite or impolitic. I am quite willing to allow that a girl who i believed in her protestations that she was perfectly natural, and 
appears artificial is equally detest- managed to get some opportunities 

able. To he unnatural, and to appear for observation when she did not 

natural, is the end at which the know that she was observed. I must 

young girl should aim. ^ Much, then, own that she was quite truthful; 

will depend on the choice of a pose. managed to get married — 

It should he suitable ; there should ^ f suburban happmess and no position 

be something in your appearance and — ^hut, as I said, she was exceptional, 

abilities to support the illusion. I once Personally, I feel sure that I should 

knew a fat girl, with red hair (the \ never have been married if I had 

wrong red), a good appetite, and f \ seemed to he what I really’ was. I 

chilblains on her fingers ; she adopted \ cannot xmderstand this desire to he 

the romantic pose, and made herself // | \ natural — ^it is so affected, 

ridiculous ; of course, she was quite \ correspondence this week is not 

unable to look the part. If she had % Wm£ ^ very interesting. In spite of my 

done the Capital Housekeeper, or the iff disclaimer last week, I have been 

Cheerfully Philanthropic, she might asked several questions which are 

have married a middle-aged Rector. /'^ \ not connected with Sentiment and 

i She threw awa^ her chances by i uiiy Propriety. “Belladonna’’ asks my 

choosing an unsuitable pose. At the v advice on rather a delicate case; she 
same time the reasons for your choice ^ almost engaged to a man. A., and 

should never he obvious. There was 11 Ji . 1/ ber greatest friend is a girl, B. 

another case, which amused me Happening, the other day, to open 

slightly — a dark girl, with fine eyes. / Cli Diary by mistake for her own. 

She was originally intended to be a discovered that B. is also very 

beauty, but she had some accident in ^ much in love with A. What is 

her childhood that had crippled her. yjl y ^ J “Belladonna” to do? I think the 

She had to walk with a stick, and MM ^ honourable course would be to 

her back was bent. She posed as a I rv ^ ' ' report in her own Diary a statement 

man-hater. The part suited her well ' by A. that he loathes B., and then 

enough, for she had rather a pretty wit. “ But,” I said to her, “ it leave the Diary where B. might mistake it for her own, This is 
is too plainly a case of the fox and the grapes ; you hate men checkmate for B., because she cannot do anything nasty without 
because you are a cripple, and can never get a man to love you.” thereby implying that she has read “Belladonna’s’’ Diary. 

She did not take this friendly hint at all nicely ; in fact, since then - 

she has never spoken to me again ; but what I said to her was quite 

true. She was right in decioing that she had nothing to do with TTAT^ATinn . rM? Tnm?T)TTMn Tnn “HA'RTr 

love; if you ever have to buy yourself a wooden leg, you may as MAMLJhi , UK, RhhPiJNlj ii HARK. 

well get a wooden heart at the same time. But her pose was too Scene I. — At the JSaymarhet, — Darkness visible. Out of it come 

obvious — ^ridiculously obvious. She would have done better with Voices. 

something in the way of a religious enthusiasm— something Tery Voice iprelally on stage). “ Who's there 

mystical. It would have been impressive. -Second F. (iJro6a%w I can’t see. IsitTnEE? 

In the matter of dress a girl cm do very much towards supportmg ^hird V. '^Nay, answer me : stand and unfold yourself." 

her pose ; but she must have the intuitions and perceptions of an Fourth V. I wiA I could unfold the seat to let people pass. 

vi:i Ti i • i X -1 • Third V. You come most care fuMy upon your hour," 

The ohild-like type requmes great care, for tie young gml in Fourth V. Why on earth can’t people he more punctual ? 

London is not naturally child-like. There should be a sugpstion oi First V “ ’ Tis now struck twelve ’’ 

untidmess about tte hair; the dress should be simple, loose Md Fourth V. About a dozen people have hit my head 'scrambling 

sashed ; nurse a kitten with a blue ribbon round ite neck ; say that pg^gj^ dark. 




HAMLET; OEy KEEPING IT DARK. 

ENE I. — At the JSaymarket. — Darkness visible. Out of it come 
Voices. 

First Voice [probably^ on stage), “ Who ’5 there 9 ” 

Second V. {probably in auditorium), I can’t see. Is it Tree ? 
Third V* Nay ^ answer me : stand and unfold yourself,^'* 

Fourth V, I wish I could unfold the seat to let people pass. 

Third V, “ You come most carefully upon your hour?'' 

Fourth V, Why on earth can’t peome be more punctual ? 

First V, “ ^Tis now struck twelve?^ 

Fourth V, About a dozen people have hit my head 'scrambling 


you like chocolate-creams ; open your eyes very wide, and suck the ^ relief much thanks?' 

tip of one finger occasionally. ^ Let your manner generaUy vary Fourth V, They seem to have got in at last, 
between the pensive and the mischievous ; always ask for explana- Third V “ ’2V5 hitter cold ” 

tions, especially of things which cannot possibly be explained in Fifth V. Oh, Enwiir, dear! I do wish they ’d send away the ghost, 

public. Do not attempt this pose unless your figure is mignon ,.j^g jigj^ts. 

and your complexion pink. Do not he too realistio ; never he Third V. '' Not a mouse stirring." ICrash. 

sticky or dirty ^men do not care for it. j xt. • ai. a Sixth V, There goes my opera-glass ! Deuce of a job to find it. 

A capital pose for a girl with dark Imes under the eyes, is that Third V “ Stand ho 

of girl-’with-a-past.” These lines, wMch are mostly the Seventh 'VBleaa my ‘soul, Ma’am, are you aware that you’re 

result of liver, are commonly accepted as evidence of soul, ihe standing on my foot ? 

dress should be sombre, trailing, and rather distraught: there Third V, “ Beenaedo has my place?' 

IS a way of arranging a )?c7m which of itself suggests that the pr Here’s someone taken my seat 1 

heart beneath it is blighted. If yon happen to possess a few V, “ What, is 'K o'kmlio there 9" 


dress should be sombre, trailing, and rather distraught: there Third V, “ Beenaedo has my place?' 

IS a way of arranging a )?c7m which of itself suggests that the pr Here’s someone taken my seat 1 ’ 

heart beneath it is blighted. If yon happen to possess a few V, “ What, is 'K o'kmlio there 9" I 

ornaments which are not too expensive, distribute them among Fighth V Hullo, dear boy, how are you? Couldn’t see you— 

your girl-friends; say, in a repressed voice, that y^ do not but ^w the Hght’s a bit up {^c,,^c,), 

care for such things any more. Let it be known that there is one 

day in the year which you prefer to spend in complete solitude. 

Have a special affection for one flower; occasionally allow your ACeitebionofMobals.— Astutely doing “The Puff Preliminary ” 
emotions to master yon when yon hear music. The hair-ornament letter to the papers before the production of The Fringe of Society 

belongs exclusively to the lower middle-classes, but wear one article ^e Demi-monde freely adapted), Mr. Charles Wvndham 

of jewellery, a souvenir, which either never opens or never comes observes that “there is no such class, in any recognisable degree, as 
off. Smile sometimesj of course; but be careful to smile un- the in England.” “ Recognisable ” is good, very good, 

naturally. On all festive occasions divide your time between your tt saves the situation, as of course the demi-monde is not, on any 
bedroom and the churchyard. ^ account, to be recognised. ICheery Charles evidently belongs to 


the homes of the poor some of the luxuries of the rich;, and, on 
returning, to disseminate in the homes of the rich some of the 
diseases of the poor. Everything about you must be fiat ; your 


version as re-“ adapted i 


) Frmge? 


“Ailing- and Convalescent, 


[No others count.! 
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MR. PUNCH’S AGRICULTURAL NOVEL. 

BO AND THE BLACKSHEEP. 

A STOKY OF TMJS SEX. 

[By Thomas op Wessex, AutTwr of ^^Ghiess Tiow a Murder feels'* 
“ The Comet ilfmor,’* The Horse that Cast a Shoe'* *‘*Oneviia 
Turret^' “ The Boot of Ethel hurt her,** “ The Flight of the Bivalve** 
“ Hard on the Gadding Crowd,** “ A Lay o* Ecoeivers,** d:e,) 

[“ I am going to give you,” writes the Author of this hook, “ one of my 
powerful and fascinating stories of life in modem Wessex. It is well known, 
of course, that although I often write agricultural novels, I invariably call a 
spade a spade, and not an agricultural implement. Thus I am led to speak 
in plain language of women, their misdoings, and their undoings. Unstrained 
dialect is a speciality. If you want to know the extent of Wessex, consult 
histories of the Heptarchy with maps.”] 

Chapter I, 

In out beautiful Blackmoor or Blakemore Yale, not far from the 
point where the Melchester Road turns sharply towards Icenhurst on 
its way to Wintoncester, having on one side the hamlet of Batton, on 
the other the l^'ger town of Casterbridge, stands the farmhouse 
wherewith in this narrative we have to deal. There for generations 
had dwelt the rustic family of the Peeps, handing down from father 
to son a well-stocked cow-shed and 
a tradition of rural virtues which 

yet excluded not an overgreat ^ 

aifection on the male side for the ^ ^ 

home-brewed ale and the home- ^ ' - r. Y ^ 

made language in which, as is ^ ' 

known, the Wessex peasantry de- 

lights. On this winter i; 

the smoke rose thinly into the still ^ ^ ^ ii iJif / 

atmosphere, and faded there as /; 

though ashamed of bringing a ^ ' llilllii ‘ nnl Ait 

touch of Thermidorean warmth * * // /// , 

into a degree of temperature not \ 

far removed from the zero-mark of 

the local Fahrenheit. Within, a / / 

fire of good Wessex logs crackled I j! , 

cheerily upon the hearth. Old f/// ( / 

Abraham Peep sat on one side of I ' / ''\av 1/ 

the fireplace, his figure yet telling //// 

a tale of former vigour. On the 

other sat Polly, his wife, an aim- ' • AMmEcIiB 

less, neutral, slatternly peasant // 7 ff WjMjP 

woman, such as in these parts a M ^ 

man may find with^ the profusion 
of Wessex blackberries. An empty 
chair between them spoke with au 

an empty chair’s eloquence of an absent inmate. A butter-churn 
stood in a comer next to an ancient clock that had ticked away the 
mortality of many a past and gone Peep. 

Chapter II. 

“Where be Bonbuca?” said Abraham, shifting his body upon 
his chair so as to bring his wife’s faded tints better into view. 
“ Like enough she ’s met in with that slack-twisted ’hor’s bird of a 
feller, Tom Tatters. And she ’ll let the sheep draggle round the 
hills. My soul, but I ’d like to baste ’en for a poor slniriTninlr of a 
chap.” 

Mrs. Peep smiled feebly. She had had her troubles. Like other 
realitiesj they took on themselves a metaphysical mantle of infalli- 
sinking to minor cerebral phenomena for quiet contemplation. 
She had no notion how they did this. And, it must be added, that 
they might, had they felt so disposed, have stood as pressing concre- 
tions which chafe body and soul — a most disagreeable state of 
things, peculiar to the miserably passive existence of a Wessex 
peasant woman. 

“Bonditca went early,” she said, adding, with a weakirrele- 
vance. She mid ’a’ had her pick to-day. A mampus o' men have 
bin after her— fourteen of ’em, all the best lads round about, some 
of em wi bags and bags of gold to their names, and all wanting 
Bonduca to be their lawful wedded wife.” 

Abraham shifted ^ain, A cunning smile played about the hard 
lanes of his face., “Polly,” he said, bringing his closed fist down 
upon his knee with a sudden violence, “you pick the richest, and 
let mm carry Bonduca to the pa’son. Good looks wear badly, and 
^QQ d characters be of no account j but the gold’s the thing lor us. 
Why ” he continued, meditatively, “the old house could be new 
thatched, and you and me live like Lords and Ladies, away from 
the mulch o’ the barton, all in silks and satins, wi’ golden crowns to 
our heads, and silver buckles to our feet.” 

Polly nodded eagerly. She was a Wessex woman born, and 
toproughly understood the pure and unsophisticated nature of the 
Wessex peasant. 




A butter- churn 


Chapter III. 

Meanwhilb Bonduca Peep— little Bo Peep was the name 
by which the country-folk all knew her — sat dreaming upon the 
hill-side, looking out with a premature woman’s eyes upon the rich 
valley that stretched away to the horizon. The rest of the landscape 
was made up of agricultural scenes and incidents which the slightest 
knowledge of Wessex novels can fill in amply. There were rows of 
swedes, legions of dairymen, maidens to milk the lowing cows that 
grazed soberly upon the rich pasture, farmers speaking rough 
words of an uncouth dialect, and gentlefolk careless of a milkmaid’s 
honour. But nowhere, as far as the eye could reach, was there a 
sign of the sheep that Bo had that morning set forth to tend for her 
parents. Bo had a fiexuous and finely -drawn figure not un- 
reminisoent of many a vanished knight and dame, her remote pro- 
genitors, whose dust now mouldered in many churchyards. There 
I was about her an amplitude of curve which, joined to a certain 
luxuriance of moulding, betrayed her sex even to a careless observer. 
And when she spoke, it was often vrith a fetishistic utterance in a ! 
monotheistic falsetto which almost had the efiect of startling her : 
relations into temporary propriety. 

Chapter IY. 

Thus she sat for some time in the suspended attitude of an amiable 
tiger-cat at pause on the edge of a spring. A rustle behind her 
. caused her to turn her head, and 
she saw a strange procession ad- 
vancing over the parched fields 

‘A P'r/ A'. where [Two pages of field- 

'' i ' ''' ' scenery omitted. — ^E d J One by one 

' '' they toiled along, afar-stretching 

^ line of women sharply defined 

^ ^ ~ against the sky. All were young, 

Y ^ and most of them haughty and full 
^ / y ' of feminine waywardness. Here 
S ^ coronet sparkled on 

, / some noble brow where predestined 

V . - suffering had set its stamp. But 

" what most distinguished these re- 

^ markable processionists in the clear 

winter day was that 
// ®*^ch one carried in her arms an 

I / infant. And each one, as she 

' / reached the place where the en- 

'> thralled Bonduca sat obliviscent of 

' (' her sheep, stopped for a moment 

oaby down. First 

' ' ' ] y came the Duchess of Hamptonshire 

followed at an interval by Lady 
^ Mottispont and the Marchioness 

of Stonehenge. To them suc- 
ceeded Barbara of the House of Grebe, Lady Icenway and Squire 
Petrick’s lady. Next followed the Countess of Wessex, the 
Honourable Laura and the Lady Penelope. Anna, Lady Baxby, 
brought up the rear. 

^ Bonduca shuddered at the terrible rencounter. Was her young 
life to be surrounded with infants? She was not a baby-farm 
after all, and the audition of these squalling nurslings vexed 
her. What could the matter mean? No answer was given to 


What could the matter mean? 


answer was given to 


these questionings. A man’s figure, vast and terrible, appeared on 
the hill’s brow, with a cruel look of triumph on his wickedf face. It 
was Thomas Tatters. Bonduca cowered; the noble dames fled 
shrieking down the valley. 

“Bo,” said he, “my own sweet Bo, behold 'the blood-red ray in 
the raectrum of your young life.” 

“ Say those words quickly,” she retorted. 

“Certainly,” said Tatters. “Blood-red ray, Broo-red ray, 
Broo-re-ray, Brooray ! Tush I ” he broke off, vexed with Bonduca 
and his own imperfect tongue-power, ‘ ‘ you are fooling me. Beware ! ’ ’ 

“ I know youj I know you ! ” was all she could gasp, as she bowed j 
herself submissive before him. “ I detest you, and shall therefore 
marry you. Trample upon me 1 ” And he trampled upon her. 

Chapter Y. 

Thus Bo Peep lost her sheep, leaving these fleecy tail-bearers to 
come home solitary to the accustomed fold. She did but humble 
herself before the manifestation of a Wessex necessity. 

And Fate, sitting aloft in the careless expanse of ether, rolled her 
destined chariots thundering along the pre-ordained highways of 
heaven, crushing a soul here and a life there with the tragic com- 
pleteness of a steam-roUer, granite-smashing, steam-fed, irresistible, 
-^d butter was chiurned with a twang in it, and rustics danced, and 
i sheep that had fed in clover were “ blasted,” like poor Bonduca’ s 
bud(Mg prospects. And, from the calm nonchalance of a Wessex 
hamlet, pother novel was^ launched into a world of reviews, where 
the multitude of readers is not as to their external displacements, 
but as to their subjective experiences [The End. 
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THE NEW GALLERY. 

This is the place to see the 
“female form^ diyine” of all 
shapes and sizes. Walk up, 
walk up, and^ look at a few of 
the young Ladies : — 

No. 13. “ White Itoses:^ E. J. 
PoYHTER, E.A. Thorns here, 
eyidently, judging by the young 
woman’s look of anguish. And 
this is the moral Poynter points. 

No. 66. War Cloud:^ 

A Music-HALLE singing “ Hule 
Britarvtiia I ” with proper dress- 
ings. 

No. 18. ^^PaderewshV^ Surely 
it ought to be Patty ‘Rewsky, 
with “Miss” before the name. 
Moral, “ Get your hair cut ! ” 

No. 284. '‘^Nightfall in the 
BauphineeP “ Might fall,” it 
ought to be, and no wonder if she 
walked about on so dark a night 
with such a load in her arms I 
No, 165. ChesarasaraP A 
pedestrian match in the Metro- 
polis. In fact, Walker, London. 
A portrait of Sarah, after she 
has been let down into the punt, 
the shock having dislocated her 
shoulder. She might have kept 
CoL Neat^ 8 clothes round her neck 
to hide her back. 

No. 77. This is the gem of the 
collection. It is by Ernhi) 
Khnpfp. Our Head Critic was 
so overcome by this great .work 
that he went out to get assist- 
ance, but unfortunately, in trying 
to pronounce the painter’s name, 
he dislocated his jaw, and is now 
in a precarious state. Our Assist- 
ant Critic, Deputy Assistant Critic, 



“OH, THAT TUNE!” 

A Sketch of an Uniniei\iional amd Unwilling Imitator oj 
Miss Lottie Collins, 


Deputy Assistant Sub-Critic, and 
a few extra Supernumerary 
Critics, then -went in a body and 
looked at this young woman’s 
head, apparently taken after an 
interview with Madame Guillo- 
tine. They looked at the head 
from aU sides, and finally stood 
on their own, but they could not 
make head or tail of it. Any 
person giving information as to 
the meaning, and paying three- 
pence, will receive a presentation 
copy of this journal. 

There are other portraits of the 
latest fashion in young Ladies, 
but those mentioned ^ove are 
the most remarkable in the New 
Girlery. 

Any Man to Any Woman. 

0 WoMAisr, in our hours of ease, 
We smile, and say, “Go as you 
please ! ” [row, 

But when there ’s ^prospect of a 
You ’re best out of it anyhow. 


The Two Archees. — In the 
P. M, G. of Saturday last, 
William Aechee, in a signed 
article, criticises a book on 
to Write a Good Flay, by Erane 
Archer.” In expressing his 
opinion of the book, William 
becomes Frank — unpleasantly 
Frank, 

A Riddle. 

While Publishers their fortunes 
make 

And wax exceeding fat. 

The Author still is like a rake. 

Now, pray account for that. 


THE WATER-COLOUR ROOM AT THE ACADEMY. 

§ Oh, what a smell from the kitchen to 
, spur comers 

^ Out of this room, where we think 
X more of ham 

r Than Horsleys, of soup than Stones, 

I hashes than Herkomers, 

i Mix Millais with mutton, and 
Leighton with lamb, 

KQ Think of salmon and cucumber, stHton 
and celery. 

And not of the drawings at which we 
should look ; 

Reminded, when making a tour round 
^ this gaRery, 

' '' But little of “ Gaze,” and a great 
deal of “ Cook.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEICTEB PEOM THE DIAET OE TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, April 25. — Session resumed to-day 
after Easter Recess. As Tennyson somewhere sajs, Session comes 
but Members linger. Not forty present when business commenced. 
“MayasweR go on” said the Speaker, whom everybody glad to 
see looking brisk and hearty after his holiday. “They’R drop in 
by-and-by.”^ 

So they di(L but without evidence of overmastering haste or 
enthusiasm. Only half-dozen questions on paper ; very early got to 
business in Committee on Indian Councils Bill ; supposed to be measure 
involving closest interests of the great empire that Clive helped to 
make, and Seymour Keay now looks after. Appearance of House 
suggestive rather of some local question affecting Isle of Sheppey or 
Romney Marsh. Below Gangway, on Ministerial side, only Maclean 
present. Member for Oldham a sizeable man, but seemed a little 
lost in space. Above Gangway Richari) Temple on guard. Prince 


Arthur and George Curzon had Treasury Bench all to them- 
selves. Opportunity for observing how cares of ofidce are beginning 
to tell on George. Growing quite staid in manner, the weight of 
India adding gravity to his looks, sicklying his young face o’er with 
pale cast of thought. Pretty to see him blush to-night when 
Seymour TTtca y made graceful allusion to his genius and states- 
I manlike conduct of affairs. “ Approbation from Sir Hubert Stan- 
ley,” as he later observed, “is praise indeed.” 

Only sign of life and movement dis- 
played below and above Gangway opposite. 

Schwann evidently in running for Brad- 
laugh’ s vacant place as Member for I ndia. . yjj 

Fortunate in filnding a party brimful of ^***^^5^ ^ 
energy, enthusiasm, eloquence, and ency- ^ 

clopeedic knowledge — ^Morton, Seymour A ^ ^ 

Keay, Sam Smith, Julius ’Annibal 
P iCTON, Swift MacNeill, and the Curse 
OF Camborne, who has been as far East 
as the Cape, and therefore knows all about 

Some Members looking across the waste 
place behind Maclean whilst he was de- 
livering vigorous speech, thought of poor 
Lewis FELLY, who really knew something 

about India, and therefore would probably 

not have spoken had he been here to-night. 

A kindly, courteous, upright, vaUant gen- 

tleman, who took a little too seriously the 

joke House had with him about the Mom- 

basa business. Everyone recalls his lunn- /M 

nous speech on ^ the question, with its ^ 

graphic description of forced marches VI ^ 

“from So-and-so to So-on,” dubious 1 

flights by night “from Etcetera to So- m A 

Pelly was with us when the House .j 

adjourned. In recess he, too, has made a 
forced march, passing»from the ordinary 
So-on into the immapped So-forth. 

Maclean’ s speech stirred up the dolorous * ‘ So-Lud-S o.” 
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(iMila+P House Onlv one other movement. This when Setmoto driven ofi at pdnt of bodkin; Reporters’ table crumpled up ; pa 
HSilsi^oeeobes dronued the remark, “lam sure of the name of Bubbows seized by the throat and laid on the fla1 


Keay, in one of several speeches dropped the rema rk, * * I am sure of the name 

wfAmds near me will bear me out when I say ” Instant his back. ’ 

SmSn below Gangway. Sweet MAoREiit on his legs ; Schwann “A positi 
tumbling over Picton ; Contbeake eaimoning against Mokton. ^ 
animated by desire to take up Keat and carry him forth. He hreaA- 
lessly explained that it was merely a hgure of speech, and, they 
reluctantly resuming their seats, he went on to the bitter end. . 

JBusinGss done * — Practically none. 

l\iesdau . — Amid the pomps and vanities of a wicked world there is 
somethin/ refreshing and reassuring in spect^le of Saoe of 
Anne’s (?ate going about his daily business. One would describe him 
as childlike and bland, only for recollection that combination of harm- 
less endearing epithet has been applied in another connection and 
might be misunderstood. A pity, for there are no other words that 
so accurately describe Saoe’s manner when, just now, he rose to pose 
Prince Arthur with awkward question about Dissolution. W anted 
to know whether, supposing Parliament dissolved 
September and December in present year, a Bill would be brought in 
to accelerate Eegistration ? Terms of question being set forth on mmm 

printed paper, not necessary for the bAOE to recite them. Por this he mmmm 

seemed grateful. It reHeved hinj from the pain of appearing to mMlm 

embarrass Prince Arthur by a reference to awkward matters. No 
one could feel acutely hurt at being asked “ auestion No. 8. So the Me* 

Saoe, half rising from his seat—so delicate was his fprbearance, «M|| 

that he would not impose his Ml height on the eyesi^t of^e W M 

Minister— “ begpd to ask the First Lord of the Treasury nWW 

^ totecWi^g Prince Arthur’s start of surprise when he looked ■ .1 | ^ 
at the paper and saw, as if for the first time, the question addressed . PI J 
to him. Dear me ! here was a Member actually wanting to know . J - S 

something about the date of the Dissolution, and what would foUow 
5 ^ certain contingencies. As 

a philosopher, Prince Arthur and i 

■..JLw was familiar with the vagarms jHtous ’ ” 

of the average mind. He iniquitous. 

could not prevent the Sage, 
in his large leisure, untram- Business 
melled by no other considera- agamst lo2 
tion than that of doing the Fridatj . 


A position, I should say, not peculiarly convenient for oratorical 
effort. But you seem to have got new men at 
the various posts ? ” , ^ 

\ “Yes, Sir,” said Field-Marshal Horsley, 

lowering his voice to whisper ; “ we ’ve picked 
em out. G-one through the Force ; mustered all 
the bald-headed men. They say that at con- 
elusion of argument on Woman’s Suffrage in St. 
James’s Hall last night, floor nearly anlde-deep 
in loose hair. They don’t get much off my 
men,” said Horsley, proudly. 

Yery well, I suppose, to take those precau- 
tions. Probably they had something to do with 
the almost disappointing result.^ Everything 
passed off as quietly as if subject-matter of 
Debate had been India, or Yote in Committee of 
mmMK Supply of odd Million or two. Ladies locked up 
W^Pmma Speaker’s Chair, with lime-lights 

WMmmmi playing on placards hung on walls enforcing 

wimlMB “Silence!” Cunningly arranged that Sam 

l/M/illHI Smith should come on early with speech. This 

Iwmilm lasted full hour, and had marvellously sedative 

Jwiiif effect. Some stir in Gallery when, later, 

wfimm Asquith demolished Bill with merciless logic. 

' W'M Through the iron bars, that in this case make a 

9 '4 Cage, there came, as he spoke, a shrill whisper, 

■■=1 young and so iniquitous!” Prmce 

■JJ A Arthur, dexterously intervening, soothed the 

■'« angry breast by his chivalrous advocacy of 

Woman’s Bights. As he resumed his seat 
there floated over the charmed House, coming j 
So young and so as it were from heavenly spheres aWe the 
iniquitous!” Speaker’s Chair, a cooing whisper, “What a 
love of a man ! ” 

Business Woman’s Suffrage Bill rejected by 175 Yotes 


irhisTargrieisur^^^^ JBtmness d!on..-Woman’s Suffrage Bill rejected by ITo Votes 

melled by no other considera- against 152. 

tion than that of doing the Friday Nights — Little sparring match between Front Benches, 
greatest amount of good to and all his merry men anxious, above aU things, to know 

the largest number, induing when Dissolution wiU. dawn? Squire of Malwood starts inquiry, 
in speculations. But for Her Prince Arthur interested, but ignorant. Can’t un^rstand why 
Majesty’s Ministers, the con- people should always be talking about Dissolution. Here we have 
tingenoy referred to was so best of all Ministries, a sufficient majority, an excellent programme, 
remote and uncertain, that and barely reached the month of May. Why can’t we get on with 
they had not even contem- our work, and cease indulgence in these wild imaginings r Next 
plated taking any steps to week, on Blane’s Motion, there will be opportunity for Mr. G. to 
meet it. explain his Home Buie scheme. Let him contentedly look forward 

Then might the Sage as- to pasturing on that joy, and not trouble his head about indefinite 
sume that, if the contingency details like Dissolutions. . 

arose, the Government would jbig speech the best thing Prince Arthur has done since he became 

act in the manner he had Leader, 
suggested ? Business done,- 


on the whole. Prince 
Arthur, thinking the matter 
full view of the House, 
^ concluded the Sage might 
hardly draw that deduction 
from what he had said. 

The House, having listened 
intently to this artless con- 
versation, proceeded to busi- 
Cap-n Birkbeok. hms 9! day, which hap- 

^ pily included the adoption 

of a Besolution engaging the Government to connect with the 
mainland, by telephone or telegraph, the lighthouses and lightships 
that twinkle round our stormy coasts. It was Cap’n Birkbeok who 
moved this Besolution, seconded from other side in admirable speech 
by Marioribanks. 

Business done, — ^Excellent. 

Wednesday, — ^Much surprised, strolling down to House this after- 
noon, to find place in sort of state of siege. Policemen, policemen 
everywhere, and, as one sadly observed, “not a drop to drink.” 
Haven’t seen anything like it since Kenealy used to shake the 
dewdrops from his mane as he walked through Palace Yard, passing 
through enthusiastic crowd into House of Commons, perspiring after 
his efforts in Old W estminster Courts. Later, when Bradlaugh 
used to give dear old Gosset waltzing lessons, pirouetting between 
Bar and Table, scene was somewhat similar. 

“What’s the matter, Horsley?” I asked, coming across our 
able and indefatigable Superintendent striding about^ the Corridor, 
as Napoleon visited the outposts on the eve of Austerlitz. 

“It’s them Women, Sir,” he" said. “Perhaps you’ve heard of 
them at St. James’s HaB last night ? Platform stormed ; Chairman 


SEASONABLE WEATHER. 

The sunshine is cheerful, I ’ll call upon Stella, 

The girl I am pledged to, and ask her for tea. 

It’s a summer-suit day, I can leave my umbrella ; 

Mother Nature smiles kindly on Stella and me. 

With my silver-topped cane, and my boots (patent leather;, 
My hat polished smoothly, a gloss on my hair, 

Yes, I ^-.bink I shall charm her, and as to the weather, 

I am safe — ^the barometer points to “ Set Fair.” 

So I ’m off why, what’s that ? Yes, hy Jove, there ’s a 

sputter 

Of rain on the pavement !— the sunshine retires ; 

And I wish, oh, I wish that my tongue dared to utter 
The thoughts that this changeable weather inspires. 

Back, back to my rooms ; I am drenched and disgusted ; 

In thick boots and an ulster I ’ll tempt it again ; 

And accurst be the hour when I foolishly trusted 
The barometer’s index, which now points to “ Bain.” 

Well, I ’ll trudge it on foot with umbrella and “ bowler,”— 
My Stella thinks more of a man than his dress. 

I can buy her some bonbons or gloves to console her. 

Though I ’m rigged like a navvy, she ’ll love me no less. 

Lot the showers pour down, I am dressed to defy them 

Bad luck to the rain, wh^r, it ’s passing away ! 

The streets are quite gay with the sunshine to dry them. 
Well, there, I give up, and retire for the day I 


{r> NOTICE. — ^Rejected Commuiiications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures 

in no case he returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there wUl be no exception. 
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r^riMircrcoinMO rkc a rkjic-cc-o tossing down a glade. I don’t think I hit anything, and HiraH, 

v/UnircoolUIMo Or A DUFFER. without making any remark, took the rifle and strode off in a new 

ITo. IX.— THE DHFEER DEEE-STALXING. dead with fatigue, I was mshing Mr. Betce 

. . British Tourist my share of Access to Mountains, when we 

I AM in favour of Mr. Betce’s Access to Mountains Bill, and reached the crown of a hank above a burn, which commanded a view 
of Crofters who may be ambitious to cultivate the fertile slopes of of an opposite slope. Hugh wriggled up till his eyes were on a level 
all the Bens in Scotland. ^ In fact, I am in favour of anything that with the crest, and got his long glass out. After some interval of 

will, or may, interfere with the tedious toil of Deer-stalking. Mr. time, he wakened me, to say that if I snored like that, I would not get 

Betce’s Bill, I am afraid, will do no good. People want Access to a shot. Then he showed me, or tried to show me, through the glass, 
Mountains when they cannot get it ; when once they can, they will a stag and three hinds, far off to our right. I did not see them, 3 
stay where the beer is, and not go padding the wet and weary hoof very seldom see anything that people point out to me, but I thought 
through peat-bogs, over rocks, and along stupid and fatiguing accli- it wise to humour him, and professed my satisfaction. Was I to 
yities, rugged with heather.^ Oh, preserve me from Deer-stalking ; shoot at them ? No, they were about half a mile off, but, if I waited, 


it is a sport of which I cherish only the most sombre memories. 


they would feed up to us, so we waited, Hugh nudging me at 


They may laugh, and say it was my own fault, aU my misfortune intervals to keep me awake. Meanwhile I was practising aiming at 
on the stalk, but a f eelmg reader will admit that I have merely been a distant rock, about the place where I expected to get my shot, as 
unlucky. My first adventure, or misadventure if you like, was at Hugh instructed me. I thought the wretched rifle was at half-cock, 
Cauldkail Castle, Lord G-ABEELxntrziE’s place, which had been rented and I aimed away, very conscientiously, for practice; Presently the 


Cauldkail Castle, Lord G-abeblue-zie’s place, whin 

by a man who made a fortune in 

patent corkscrews. The house 

was pretty nearly empty, as 

everyone had gone south for the 

Leger, so it fell to my lot to go 

out under the orders of the head 

stalker. He was a man of six 

foot three, he walked like that 

giant of iron, Talus his name 

was, I think, who used to peram- r 

bulate the shores of Crete, an 
early mythical coast - guard. , 

Hugh’s step on the mountain 

was like that of the red deer, and " — i 

he had an eye like the eagle’s of 

his native wastes. — r 

It was not pleasant, marching — 
beside Hugh, and I was often 
anxious to sit down and admire y 

the scenery, if he would have let / yv® 

me. I had no rifle of my own, / 
but one was lent me, with all the / 
latest i mpr ovements, confound / 

them! Well, we staggered j ^ 

through marshes, under a blind- / 
ing sun, and clambered up cliffs, \ 
and sneaked in the beds of bums, 
and crawled through bogs on our ' 

stomachs. My only intervals of 
repose were when Hugh lay down ^ 

on his back, and explored the 
surrounding regions with his / cf 
field-glass. Even then I was not Z' 

allowed to smoke, and while I was 2 

baked to a blister with the sun, I 
was wet through with black peat 
water. Never a deer could we 
see, or could Hugh see, rather, 
for I am short-sighted, and cannot 
tell a stag from a bracken bush. 


“ I had been bitten by an Adder.*’ 


rifle went off with a bang, and I 
saw the dust fly on the stone I 
had been practising at. It had 
not been at half-cock, after all ; 
warned by my earlier misfor- 
tunes, Hugh had handed the 
rifle to me^ cocked. The stag 
and the hinds were in wild 
retreat at a considerable distance. 
I had some difGlculty in explain- 
ing to Hugh, how this accident 
had occurred, nor did he seem, to 
share my satisfaction in having 
hit the stone, at all events. 

We began a difficult march 
homewards, we were about thir- 
teen miles now from Cauldkail 
Castle. Hugh stiU, from habit, 
would sit down and take a view 
through that glass of his. At 
last he shut it up, like Wel- 
LiNGioiT at Watenoo, and said, 
“ Maybe ye ’ll be having a chance 
yet, Sir.” He then began crawl- 
ing up a slope of heather, I 
following, like the Prophet’s 
donkey. He reached the top, 
whence he signalled that there 
was a shot, and passed the rifle 
to me, cocked this time. I took 
it, put my hand down in the 
heather — ^felt something cold and 
slimy, then something astonish- 
ingly sharp and painful, and 
jumped to my feet with a yell ! 
I had been bitten by an adder, 
that was aU ! Now, was that my 
fault? Hugh picked up the 
rifle, bowled over the stag, and 
then, with some consideration. 


At last Hugh, who was crawling some yards ahead, in an unin- applied ammonia to my finger, and made me swallow all the whiskey 
teresting plain, broken by a few low round hillocks, beckoned to me we had. 

to come on. I writhed up to him, where he lay on the side of one It was a long business, and Dr. Mactavish, who was brought 

of those mounds, when he put the rifle in my hand, whispering from a hamlet about thirty miles away, nearly gave me up. My 

“ Shoot ! ” arm was about three feet in circumference, and I was very ill 

“Shoot what?” said I, for my head was not yet above the"crest indeed. I have not tried Deer-stalking again; and, as I said, I 

of the hhlock. He only made a gesture, and getting my eye-glass wish the British Tourist joy of his Access to Mountains, 
above the level, I saw quite a lot of deer, stags, and Mnds, within 


fifty yards of us. They were interested, apparently, in a party of 
shepherds, walking on a road which crossed the moor at a distance, 
and had no thoughts to spare for us. “Which am I to shoot ? ” I 
whi^ered. 

“The big one, him between the two hinds to the left.” I took 


EAELY SPBING. 


OircE more the North-east wind 
Chills all anew, ^ ^ . 


"The big one, him between the two hmds to the iett.^' i too& m 

deadly aim, my heart beating audibly, like a rusty pump in a dry redden d 


season. My hands were shaking likV aspen leaves,* but* 1 got the -rriSf?® u -li *| 

sight on him, under his shoulder, and pidled the trigger. Nothing colder bme ; 

happened, I pulled the trigger of the second barrel. Nothing ^akes blackbirds 
occurred. “Ye have the safety-bolts in,” whispered Hugh, and hoarse as crows, ^ 
he accommodated that portion of the machinery, which I do not poets too. 

understand. Was all this calculated to set a man at his ease? I The town with nip- 
took aim afresh, pulled the trigger again. Nothing! “Ye’re on ping blasts 
half-cock,” whispered Hugh, adSng some remark in Gaelic, which. How wildly blown ; 
of course, I did not understand. Was it my fault ? It was not mv Around my hapless 
own rifle, I repeat, and the hammers, at haif-coek, looked as high head 
as those of my gun, full-cocked. Loose tiles are 

All this conversation had aroused the attention of the deer. Off thrown, 
they scuttled at full speed, and I sent a couple of bullets vaguely Slates, chimney-pots, and lead 
after them, in the direction of a small forest oi horns which went Of weight unknown. 


ilfy tile and chimney-pot 

Flies through the air, 
^ My^eyes are full of 

R head is bare, 

A state of things that 
must 

Soonmakemeswear! 


When thus in early 

spring 

k ' My joys are few, 

f ^ ) I’ll warm myself at 

With “ Mountain 
Dew,” 

Or fly to Nice, or Home, 

Or Timbuctoo. 


VOL. on. 
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A STUDIED INSULT. 

Box-Office Keeper at the Imperial Music-JIaU (to Farmer Murphy^ who is in Town ^or the 
IslinQton Horse Show), “Box or Two Stalls, Sir?” 

^ Murphy, the dev’l d 'ye mane? D 'ye take mb an' the Missus for a pair 

o Proize 'Osses ? Oi 'll have two sates in the Dhrbss Circle, and let 'em be as 
Dhbessy as possible, moind ! '' 

A BIKD OP PEEY. 


The Laureate, seeking Love’s last law, 
Finds “ Kature red in tooth and claw 
With ravin” ; fierce and ruthless. 
But Woman ? Bard who so should sing 
Of her, the sweet soft-bosomed thing, 
Would be tabooed as truthless. 

Yet what is this she-ereature, plumed 
And poised in air ? Iris-illumed, 

She gleams, in borrowed glory, 

A portent of modernity, 

Out-marvelling strangest phantasy 
That chequered classic story. 


Fair-locked and winged. So Hesiod drew 
The legendary Harpy crew, 

^ The “ Spoilers” of old fable ; 

Maidens, yet monsters, woman-faced, 

With iron hearts that had disgraced 
The slaughterer of Abel. 

Chimaera dire I The Sirens three, 

Ulysses shunned were such as she, 

Though robed in simpler raiment. 

Is there no modern Nemesis 
To deal out to such ghouls as this 
Just destiny’s repayment ? 


0 modish Moloch of the air ! 

The eagle swooping from his lair 
On bird- world’s lesser creatures. 

Is spoiler less intent to slay 
Than this unsparing Bird of Prey, 

With Woman’s form and features. 

Woman ? We know her slavish thrall 
To the strange sway despotical 

Of that strong figment. Fashion ; 

But is there nougat in this to move 
The being born for grace and love 
To shamed rebellious passion ? 

’Tis a she-shape by Mode arrayed ! 
The’dove that coos in verdant shade. 

The lark that shrills in ether, 
The5humming-bird with jewelled wings, — 
Ten thousand tiny songful things 
Have lent her plume and feather. 
They die in hordes that she may fly, 

A glittering horror, through the sky. 

Their voices, hushed in anguish, 

Find no soft echoes in her ears. 

Or the vile trade in pangs and fears 
Her whims support would languish. 

'What cares she that those wings were torn 
From shuddering things, of plumage shorn 
To make her plumes imposing ? 

That when — for her — bird-mothers die. 
Their broods in long-drawn agony 
Their eyes— for Acr— are closing ? 

What cares she that the woods, bereft 
Of feathered denizens, are left 
To swarming insect scourges ? 

On Woman’s heart, when once made hard 
By Fashion, Pity’s gentlest bard 
Love’s plea all vainly urges. 

A Harpy, she, a Bird of Prey, 

Who on her slaughtering skyey way, 
Beak-striketh and claw-olutcheth. 

But Ladies who own not her sway, 

Will you not lift white hands to stay 
The shameless slaughter which to-day 
Your sex’s honour toucheth ? 


I THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN. 

(As Sir James Crichton Browne seems 
prophetically to see them. ) 

Woman’s world ’s a stage, 
iind modern women will be ill-cast players ; 
They ’ll have new exits and strange entrances, 
A.nd one She will play many mannish ^arts, 
^Lud these her Seven Ages. First the infant 
“ Grinding ” and “ sapping ” in its mother’s 
arms, 

Aad then the pinched High-School girl, with 
packed satchel, 

A.nd worn anaemic face, creeping like cripple 
Short-sightedly to school. Then the “ free- 
lover,” 

Mouthing out Ibsen, or some cynic ballad 
Made against matrimony. Then a spouter, 
Full of long words and windy ; a wire-puller. 
Jealous of office, fond of platform-posing. 
Seeking that bubble She-enfranchisement 
E’en with abusive mouth. Then County- 
Councillor, 

Her meagre bosom shrunk and harshly lined. 
Full of land -laws” and “unearned in- 

crement ” ; 

Or playing M.P. part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the withered sour She-pantaloon, 

With spectacles on nose and “ Gamp ” at side. 
Her azure hose, well-darned, a world too wide 
For her shrunk shanks; her once sweet 
! woman’s voice, 

Verjuiced to Virgin- vinegarishness, 

Grates harshly in its sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange new-fangled history, 
Is sheer unwomanliness, mere sex-negation — 
Sans love, sans charm, sans grace, sans every- 
thing. 
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BIRD OF PREY. 


[Despite the laudable endeavours of “The Society for 
Birds the harpy Fashion appears still, and even increasingly, to make 

& hokSof smau for °r dSe^d 

minsrs^for the fair sex. We are told that to obtain the 

beautiful spiral plume called the “ Osprey,” the old birds are ^ 

in scores, Aile employed iu feedmg their jouug, who are left to sta^e to 

death in their nests ^hundreds. Their dying cnes are described as >®8.n 
rending.” But they evidently do not rend the hearts of our fashionable 


ladies or induce them to rend their much-beplumed garments. Thirty 
thousand black partridges ha^ been killed ^ 

few days’ time to supply the European demand for their skins. One de^er 
in London is said to have received, as a single consignment, 32,0^ dead 
humming-birds, 80,000 aquatic birds, and 800,000 pairs of 
told too that often “ after the birds are shot down, the wmgs are wrenched off 

and starvation.”] . 
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ART IM TUP r^lTV Robert {loudly). He ’s not jooorZy, Aunt ; lie ’s a he ’s 

Mri I IlM I nt v/i I T. supposed to be {quoting from Uatalogue) “ thinking out a composi- 

{A Sketch in the Q(yrporation Galhry at the Guildhall.) imagining an orchestral effect, with the occasional help of an 

The Qa^y u crowded, and there is the peculi^ huzs in the air °^^Mrst Aunt. I see the organ plain enough— but where’s the 
that denotes pcmular interest and curiosity. The majority of the orchestral effect ? si' 5 

*/jf’ Tf yonwouUn't seethat, youknow, he only it. 

te * V? less Mhtonahle suburbs ; but Second Aunt. Oh, yes, I see. Subject to delusions, pwr man ! I 

1.^ ,c 'ijt>rtnhhng of smaH and Superior Persons, pros- thought he looked as ii h4 wanted someone to look after him. 

iZTo " F^st Logal Old Lady {reading from Catalogue). “No. 35. ‘Lent 

yoMny_ Commemaf jifcn, toAose /eefejy /or i,y Her Majesty the auElOT.’’ 
precwefy passwnaU, ltd who have turned in to pass Second Bitto, Bitto. Lent by Her Majestt, my dear ! Oh. I don’t 
vL/fc ’.vTf the Fxhibitwn is graUitom, earnest -want to miss <Aat— which is it— where ? ^ 

w i ong air, sof a s, an caped n sters, ffc., ^e. \_8he prepares her self to regard it with a special and reverent interest. 

Before Deiaroche’s “DRewNED Marttr.” ^MONa the Pre-Kaphaelite Paihters. 

First ViUa Resident {appreciatively). Such a death-like evgres- Matter -of- Fact Person {to her Irreleyant Friend). Here’s a 

sion,isn_tit? ^ Millais, you see. OpAehu drowning 

herself. 


First Villa Resident {appreciatwely). Such a death-dike expres- 
sion, isn’t it ? 

Second Ditto, Ditto. Yes, indeed! 

And how beautifully her halo ’s done I 
Third Ditto, Ditto. Will those 
two men on the bank be the execu- 
tioners, should you think ? 

Fourth Ditto, Ditto {doubtfully). 

It says in the Catalogue that they ’re 
two Christians. 

An Intelligent Child. Then why 
don’t they jump in and pull her out. 

Mother ? [The Child is reproved. 

A Languid Young Lady. Is that 
intended for Opheliah 9 
\The rest regard her with shocked 
disapproval, mingled with pity, 
before passing on. 

Before Hold’s “Patbcerless 
Pamily.” 

First Matter -of - Fact Ferson. 

They’re just come back from the 
funeral, I expect. 

Second Ditto, Ditto. I shouldn’t 
wonder. {Feels hound to show that 
she too can be observant.) Yes, they’re 
all ia mourning— even the servant. 

Do you see the black ribbon in her 
cap P I do like that. 

^ An Irrelevant Person. It ’s just a 
little melancholy, though, don’t you 
think? — which reminds me — how 
much did you say that jet trimming 
was a yard — nine pence three-far- 
things ? 

Her Friend. Hine pence halfpenny 
at the shop in St. Paul’s Churchyard. 

The child has her frock open at the 
top behind, you see — evidently a poerr 
family ! 

The I. P. Yes, andtheworkbasket 
with the reels of cotton and all. ■ 

{Looking suddenly down.) Don’t you 
call this a handsome carpet ? 

A Finvolous Frenchman {fresh 
from ‘ The Casual Ward* and'^ The 
Martyr* to his companion). Tenez, \J cU 

mon cher, encore des choses gaies ! u -n . 

\IIe passes on with a shrug.'] Earnest youths 

^^AGood Young Man with a train of three Maiden Aunts in tow 



m.y. 


The Irrelevant Friend {who doesn^t 
approve of suicide). YeSj dear, very 
peculiar — but I don’t quite like it, I 
must say. Do you remember 
whether I told Sarah to put out the 
fiddle-pattern forks andf the best 
cruetstand before I came away? 
Dear Mr. Homerton is coming in to 
supper to-night, and I want every- 
thing to be nice for him. 

The Good Young Man. There’s 
Ophelia again, you see. {Searches for 
an appropriate remark.) She — ah— 
evidently understood the art of 
natation. 

First Aunt. She looks almost too 
comfortable in the water, I think. 
Her mouth’s open, as if she was 
singing. 

Second Aunt {extenuatingly). Yes — 
but those wild roses are very natu- 
rally done— and so are her teeth. 

A Discriminating Person. I like it 
all but thej^ywre. 

A WelUInformed Person. There ’s 
the Dream of Dante,** d’ye see? 
No mistaking the figure of Dante, 
Here he is, down below, having his 
dream — that’s the dream in that 
cloud— and up above you get the 
dream done life-size— queer sort of 
idea, isn’t it ? 

A Ponderous Person {finding him~ 
self in front of The Vale of Rest**). 
Ha !— what are those two Nuns up to ? 

His Companion, Digging their own 
graves, I think. 

The Pond. P. {with a ^ supreme 
mental effort). Oh, Cremation, eh? 
[Goes out, conceiving that he has 

sacrificed at the shrine of Art 

sufficiently for one afternoon. 

Young Discount {to Young Turn- 
over — before “ Claudio and Isa- 
bella**). Something out of Shak- 
SPEARE here, you see. 

Young Turnover. Yairss. {Giving 


li'heu insvect it ^th^docUitu Tt tr -.tA/ -a > 1 ^ 'St*/?' 7®* mine— takes too much time making it out, 

^ ^ A Armour y’know. Thu ain’t bad— “ Vmetian, Washerwomen ”-is that the 

wvi.” ^ <fadsurrounded by sedwtive Wood-nymphs, way they get np linen orer there ? 

those jirls is ptying, Temg Tamfi.ho hoe '‘done” Italy) Prettyarash. {By way of 

mills RobertT^ ^ ^ ° ^ ^ Arthur, and are they fairies or they are. They bring out all those old umhreUas and stalls and 
^e G Y M ia liitlfi nf <t 0 n n.z. 7 ^ j baskets twice a-week, and clear ’em aU off again next day, so that 

maids **i}miifi^f^ ^ WeZ/). Oskold and the MU- you ’d hardly know they ’d ^here ! 
mams, xnem^is. _ r t at. 


Third Awit. l^olding the Elements! 
Robert ? 

Robert {in her ear). “ Oskold and the L 


Who*s scolding them. 


Oskold and the A7Z^-maids 1 ” it ’s a Scandi- 


Y^ng Disc, {intelligently). I see. After Yarmouth style. 

Young Tu7'n. Well, something that way— only rather different 
style, y’ know. 

Before “ The Huguenot.” 


navian l^end. Aunt Tabitha. Before “ The Huguenot.” 

suWeSs to^naint^lbr^m^^'oT^^^ -^IW^ciotive Lady. Ah I yes, it is wonderfully painted I Isnft 

‘^S*^*il.’TDeafmT T ^ it lovely tke way that figured sDk is done ? You cm hardly teU it 

to he sure I » at young man looks dreadfully poorly , isn t real, and the plush coat he ’s wearing ; such m exquisite shade 

‘ violet, and the ivy-leaves, and the nasturtiums and the old red 
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brick; yes, it \yery beautiful—and y&t^ do you know, {meditatwely) \ 
I almost think it prettier in the engravings ! ’ 

Befoee the Bxjene-Joneses. 

A Fiance* This is the “ Wheel of Fortune^'^ Emily, you see. {Feads*\ 
“Sad, but inexorable, the fateful figure turns the wheel. The sceptred 
King, once uppermost, is now beneath his Slaye, . . . while beneath 
the King is seen the laurelled head of the Poet.” 

FLis Fiancee {who would he charming if she would not try^against 
Nature--^ he funny)* It’s a kind of giddy-go-round then, I sup- 
pose; or is it Bueite-Joites’s idea of a revolution— don’t you see — 
revolving f 

Fiance [who makes a practice — even already — of discouraging 
these sallies)* It ’s only an allegorical way of representing that the 
Slave’s turn has come to triumph. 

FiancSe* Well, I don’t see that he has much to triumph about — 
he ’s tied on like the rest of them, and it must be just as uncomfort- 
able on the top of that wheel as the bottom. 

\JE[er Fiance recognises that allegory is thrown away upon her^ and 
pr(moses to take her into the Sail and show her Gog and Magog, 

A Niece {to an Impenetrable Relative — whom she planks^ like a 
heavy piece of ordnance^ in front of a particular canvas)* There, 
Aunt, what do you think of that now? 

The Aunt {after solemnly staring at it with a consmniious effort 
to take it m)* Well, my dear, I must say it — it ’s very ’ighly 
varnished. [/SAe is taken home as hopeless* 


COURT CARDS. 

A SPLENDIH hand is just now held by Mr. Aethue CHtmLEiOH, 
Sole Lessee and Manager of the Court Theatre. Full of trumps, 
honours and odd tricks. A perfect entertainment in three pieces. 
You pay your money and you take your choice. You can come in at 
8*15 and see The New Suh, by Seymotje Hicks (Brayvo, ’IcKS ! and 
may your success be Hickstraordinary !) or at 915 for W. S. Q-ilbeex’s 
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, or at 10 for A Pantomime Rehearsal^ 
which, as I remarked long ago on seeing it for the first time, might 
last for ever if only judiciously refreshed, say once in every three 
months, and on this plan it might continue until it should be played 
in 1992 by the great -great -grandchildren of the members of the 
present company. 

There is one charming line in the bill — a bill which, on account of 
its colour, must be “taken as red” — not to be missed by visitors. 
It comes immediately after the cast of The New Suh ; it is this, — 
“ The Uniforms hy Nathan^ Coventry StreeV^ It has a 

line all to itself, which is, most appropriately, ‘ ‘ a thin red line.” Now 

the officers in the programme are ^ven as belonging to the “ 

shire Regime^it,"*^ Le*^ Blankshire Regiment, but as they are all 
wearing the Nathan uniform, why not describe them as officers of 



Tt\"0 Trumps. 

Brandon Thomas plays the King. Gertrude Queen-and-Kingston. 

the Nathanshire Regiment? Perhaps such a title might be more 
suggestive of Sheriff’s Officers than of those belonging to Her 
Majesty’s Army; yet, as these gallant Dramatis Personae are 
avowedly wearmg Nathah’’s uniiorm (which may they never, 
never disgrace !) why should they not bear the proud title of 
“The First Royal Coventry Street Costumiers”? Let those most 
concerned see to it ; our advice is gratis, and, at that price, valuable, 
9T5. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern* Excellent piece of genuine 


fun. If Mr. W. S. Gilbeet could be induced to add to it, I am sure it 
would stand an extension of ten minutes to allow Samlet to return 
and have a grand combat with the King, and then for aU the 
characters to be poisoned by mistake, and so to end happily. 

To everyone who does not look upon Shakspeabe’s work as “ Holy 
Writ,” the 9 .uestion must have occurred, why did the Divine Wil- 
liams put his excellent rules and regulations for play-actors into the 
mouth of a noble amateur addressing distinguished members of “ 
Profession ” ? Imagine some royal or noble personage telling Heney 
lEYTKa how to play Cardinal Wolsey^ or instructing Sir Febdeeick 
Leiohtom in painting, or telling J. L. Toole how to ‘ ‘ get his laughs ” ! 
Probably actor and artist would listen in courtier-like silence to the 
illustrious lecturer, just as Shakspeaee makes his players behave 
when Samlet is favouring them with his views on the histrionic 



An Awful Moment of Suspense. Miles. May, Christine, Ellaline, and Decima 
implore Lord Arthur Grossnez not to throw up the part. He cannot 
renise them ; il n'^oas pas. 


art. In Mr. Gllbeet’s skit the leading Player makes a neat retort, 
and completely shuts np Samlet* — who, being mad, deserves to be 
“ shut up,” — much to the delight of King and Court. But, the 
question remains, why did Shakspeaee ever put this speech to the 
players in Samlet'' s mouth ? My theory is, that he did not want 
Bubjbage to play the part, hut coul^’t help himself, and so, out 
of pure revenge, he introduced this speech in which he makes 
Bttebage himself condemn all his own faults. Later on the Queen 
describes Samlet as “fat and scant of breath,” which certainly was 
not the author’s ideal Prince of Denmark ; and this is evidently inter- 
polated as “a nasty one” for Buebage. At the Court Theatre the 
skit is capitally played all round, though I confess I should have 
preferred seeing Samlet made up as a sort of fat and fiabby Chad-- 
puffing and wheezing, — an expression, hy the way, that suggests 
another excellent performer in this part, namely, Mr. Heemann- 
Wheezin’, who might be induced to appear after a lot of “ puffin’.” 

Finally, A Pantomime Rehearsal is still about the very funniest 
thing to be seen in any London Theatre at the present time. The 
ladies are, all of them, as the old gentleman in Pink Dominoes used 
to say, “ Pretty dears ! ” They dance charmingly, especially Miss 
Ellaline Teeeiss and Miss Decima Mooee, wnose two duets and 
character-dances are things of joy for ever. The representative of 
Jack Dee^s^ Barrister-at-Law and Gifted Author, is Little and 
good, and the services of Mr. Deaycott as the Lime-Light Comedian 
are invaluable. Weedon Geossmith and Beandon Thomas are 
better than ever : their duet is immense, hut their combat is too 
short. Why not introduce a Corsican Brothers duel ? The music, 
by Mx. Edwaed Jones, is thoroughly appropriate and very catching. 
By the way, one of the songs most encored goes with the exquisitely 
sensible and touching refrain of “Biddle doddle diddle chip chop 
cho choorial li lay,’’ wMch was enormously popular about thirty 
years ago when it was sung at Evans’s hy Sam Cowell, and by 
Chaeles Young as Dido on the stage of the St. James’s Theatre, 
Odd this ! The air has been a hit altered, but I thought that comic 
gongs once out of date were dead and done for. The snocess of this 
is proof to the contrary. Will “ Ta-ra-ra-boom” achieve a second 
success in 1922 ? Perhaps. A capital entertainment, which has 
caught on at the Court, says 

* The Humble B. in Box. 
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DRAWING-ROOM INANITIES. 

Shi . “l^o, don’t sit theee, Mr. Splosher — that’s my Ugly Side!” 

He {wishing to please), “Well — — really — I don’t see any Dipference ' 


^^NOT AT HOME!^^ 

( A Duologue on a Doorstep , ) 


Z^d pamphlet the wily old word-spiimer. 

Mr, Bill, Ah I I Ve no doubt ; 

But wot can we do when his fl^mkey assures 
^ us he ’s out ? 

Miss Sarah, TTe ’re out, anyhow. 


Scene— TA e G, O, M,^s front door. Two ex- S 7 ® anyhow. 

pectant callers, Eight-^Hotjrs Bill and see you ain’t n 

Miss Sarah Stiefrage, 2 Vz sore x> *. STOtm. . , 

ment and some disgust, interlocute : — pardner and pal I It 

shame, and a sin ! 


Mr, Bill, And though 
he seems cocksure the 
Gen’l Election he ’ll 
win, 

Maybe if he’s out to me 
always, he may not 
get in / j^Bxeuiit, 
Grand Old Voice {with- 
in), Look nasty! Now 
have I done wisely this 
time — on reflection ? 

One must be so careful — 
“in view of the Gene- 
ral Election 1 ” 


I : RECOLLECTIONS OF 

I', (COCKNEY) “ARABIAN” 
i DAYS AND NICHTS. 

I'V [Mr. Montagu Williams, 
0, C., is about to publish, in 
' the pages of jETows^Ao/o! 7Fbrrf5, 
*. a series of descriptive articles, 
embodying his more than W el- 
lerishly “ extensive and pecu- 
> ^ liar ” knowledge of London, 
and entitled “ Round London, 
7, Down East, Up West.”] 

When the breeze of ro- 
^ yohth 

' “AW elcome Guest ’ ’ I was 

It was^ right good time 

' A j oyf ul, book-devouring 

; Far ^bout London I was 

; From nigit to night, from 
^ mom to morn ; 

From Street to^P^k, from 

I was conveyed “Twice 
Round the Clock.” 
True Sala-ite was I and 

For it was in the golden 
Of graphic George Au- 

- GUSTUS: 

And now I find me revel- 
ling through 

A magazine of saffron hue, 
Called “ Said's Journal^^ 
and I swim 

Once more in London’s 
” rushing tide, 

Piloted as of old by him 

Through “ London Up to Date.” With pride, 
I own I have a goo^y time, 

For still it seems the golden prime 
Of graphic George Augustus. 






With a statistic measuring-rod, 

... — stame, andasini Or philanthropic gauge. In sooth 

Mr. Bill {sardonically). Jom too? Ah! he He’s throwed lots of cold water of late I Q-eoege Sims, there is CHAnr.ES 

ain’t no respecter ^pnssons, A« ain’t! am hlowed if I likes w Booth. 

ilftss Sarah {tartiy). WeU, this tries the His wohhleyfied -dews about Payment of aow search out the Social Truth ; 

............ Cj..XC -I-- ■■■■ s *' ...... a. «*jr u u*. A o./\ArflYr Tvlon IT, fhA aIH +'ITT,a 


temper of even a Suffrage she-saint. 


temper oi 
did think, — 


Members, and Strikes. 


but ther^ y^ cannot trust And then that Hood bizness ! Long rigmarole 
n Grand Old Ones I —cheered by the Tories I 


A goodly plan, in the old time 
Foreshadowed in the golden prime 
Of worthy Henry Mayhew. 


Mr. Bill. Trust? Them as do trust Party I fear it ’s all Ikybod nowwith our G. 0. M.’s Now London Labour, London Poor, 

jjeadftTa arA o-pTi^rnllxr ifA/W ATiAo n. . 3 


Leaders are gen’rallj sold ones. 

It don’t a mite matter which side. 

Miss Sarah, Well, as far as I see, 

The other side shows the most signs, Bill, of 
favouring Me I 


_ ... Occupy pen and pencil more 

Miss Suffrage, I never quite liked him — at Than Pictures in the Passing Show 
heart. Mrs. Fawcett, she warned me. Of the Immense Metropolis, 

Mr , Bill, Well, now, I did love him ! You And few have knowledge such as his, 
see, he so buttered and yarned me ; (The great Q.C., the worthy Beak !) 


T>tv, £ m ••Til axxu. jra-iiAcu. JJJ.C , VJ.11C g^jTcau LHC wormy rjcaii i 

i m sure Mister Balfour was awfully cml And now— he won’t see me I 0 Willyum, Of modern Babylon, high and low ; 
and. nice. T AOf-n’f a_j -L-n t ^ ° ^ , * 


and nice. 

Mr, Bill, You won’t trust Prince Arthur 
^ too far, if you ’ll take my advice. 


I carn’t understand it. 

Miss Suffrage, I ’ve asked him politely this 
time. P’raps next time I ’ll demand it. 


H/T' Cl i TTr TI T -r . , . '... v**w.v/. a. j. u.j^43 VAUU.VS< JL JJL WS'lit/UiUiUl XU. 

Miss barah, WeU, no, ^hut I should like Unsex me? Aha! I am willing to wager 
T , j ^ pay out— the other. Ah, drat him I Stonehenge 

I d comb his scant wool, the old fox, could I To a pebble, when canvassing ’s wanted, I ’ll 
only get at him. • ’ 


have my revenge ! 


And so shall I with interest seek 
These pages, full of interest, 

“ Bound Dondon, Down Bast, and Up 
WesV^ 

True picture of the present time, 

Drawn for us by the pencil prime 
Of good Montagu Williams ! 
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AN OVER-EXTENDED FRANCHISE. 


BUENING WOEDS. 

{From a Worlcing Man,) 

[“How many of you men would contribute to a Working 
Men’s Fund the shilling you put on Orme, who, by the way, 1 
am sorry to see was not poisoned to death.” — Mr, John JBurns 
in the Farh,) 

Look ^ere, John, yon stow it; you ’re nuts on the spoutin’ ; 

I don’t mind a man as can ’oiler a bit ; 

And if shillings are goin’, I ’d back you for shoutin’, 
Though your game ’s an Aunt Sally, all miss and no ’it. 
But the blusterin’ chap as keeps naggin’ the boys on 
To fight and get beat all for nothing ’s an ass. ^ 

And I’m certain o’ this, that the wust kind o’ poison 
Is the stuff as you fellers ’ave lots of —that ’s gas ! 

What ’s Orme done to you ? ^JS can’t ’elp a cove bettin’. 

To get at ’im for that is a triile too warm. 

And poisonin’ racers ain’t m^/ kind o’ vettin’. 

I likes a good ’orse, so ’ere ’s ’ealth to old Orme, 

Take a bolus yourself, it might stop you from roarin’ ; 

There ’s nothin’ like trym’ these games on yourself ! 
And I ’U throw Benny Tulett and one or two more in, 
Just to lay the whole lot o* you up on the shelf. 

Ben Tillett talks big of a mind that ’s a sewer ; 

Well', ’e knows what it is, for I ’ll lay ’e ’s bin there. 
And you ’d make a ’orse into cat|smeat on skewer. 

My eye, but just ain’t you a nice-s^ken pair ! 

I ain’t goin’ to foUer you two like a ladder, 

Your ’eads is a darned sight too swelled up with brag. 
If you don’t want to bust and go pop like a bladder, 
Wky you ’d best take my tip— put ’em both in a bag. 

So ta-ta, John. I ain’t the least wish to offend you, 

But plain words to fellers like you is the best. 

If they ’d give me my way, why I ’d jolly soon end you, 
Beard, blather and aU ; you ’re no more than a pest. 

I can fight and take knocks, and I ’ll stand by my folk, 
Sir, 

I ’ll ’elp them as ’elps me with whatever 1 earns ; 

But I’ve this for your pipe, if you’re wantin’ a smoke, 
Sir, — 

I ain’t one for poison, nor yet for John Bijens ! 


{Tlie Radical Grocer has just been elected County Councillor,) 

My Lady {to her pet proUg6e), “Prat whom did your Husband vote for?” 
Martha Stubbs, “I don’t know, my Lady.” 

My Lady. “But surely your Husband told you?” 

Mourtha Stubbs, “ He doesn’t know himself, my Lady. He *s such a poor 
Ignorant Creature ! ” 


“ Murder in Jest,” — ^Is it not an extraordinary plea 
on behalf of a person under sentence of death for murder, 
that, like Ibsen's heroine, “she had never been able to 
take life in earnest ? ’ ’ Surely it should be added that 
“ when she took somebody else’s life she did take it very 
much in earnest.” 


POPULAE SONGS EE-SUNG. 

Writing of the brilliant Boanerges of the 
Liberal Party, the Titrws says: — “Sir Wil- 
liam is the strongest stimulant known to the 
Gladstonian wire-pullers, and his appearance 
is always an indication that the vital ener- 
gies of the patient are low. It is well under- 
stood that his proper place is by his own 
fireside, and that his true function is to 
evolve epigrams and construct original sys- 
tems of finance in that calm retreat. . . .But 
whenever they feel particularly downcast 
and unhappy, they break in upon his fecund 
meditations, and get him to nre off a roys- 


Chorus, 

“Get your Harcourt! Get your Ear- 
court ! ” 

Oh ! whenever I ’m on spout. 

You can hear the Tories shout, 

‘ ‘ Get your Harcourt I Get your Harcourt ! 
To cheer you when your spirits are down ! ” 

I started in the Buffo line. 

When things seem getting slack, 

I ’m to the front, with lots of go. 

My critics may cry “ Quack ! ” 

But quacking ’s not confined to me, 

I do extremely well. 

And the more “ I give them physic,” why 
The more they squirm and yell — 


Chorus, 

“Get your Harcourt! Get your Har- 
court! ” 

But, with quip, and jibe, and fiout, 

I completely put them out. [court ! 
“Get your Harcourt! Get your Har- 
But I beat them, and their sun goes down ! 

They try all sorts of “ counters” to 
My sloggiag strokes— in vain. 

The “ Thunderer” slates me every day, 
But stiU I slog again. 

Old W. G. in ’Ninety-Three 
May form a Cabinet ; 

Then his first thought will be of Me, 

And all will cry (you bet !) — 


This affectionate and admiring tribute 
from the Thunderer to its old favourite con- 
tributor “Histobicus,” is worthy of cele- 
brating in deathless verse. How well a 
dithyramb on the subject would go to a 
certain popular tune ! As thus : — 

Ho. YIII.— GET YOUR HARCOURT! 

Air — “ Get yowr Maw Gut I ” 

’Twould serve them right if never I came 
From my own fireside again ! 

The way the “ Thunderer ” cuts me up 
Is vixenish— as vain. ^ 

I was bom an Opportunist, 

In a general sort of way, 

But it ’s really very impertinent 
For the Ttmes to grin and say 


Chorus, 

“Get your Harcourt! Get your Har- 
court ! ” 

But they know my sparkling spout— 

Will help to turn them out. 

“Get your Harcourt! Get your Har- 
court ! ” 

But I’ll meet them when their sun goes down. 

To play the great “ Historicus” part, 

I years ago appeared. 

The Thunderer^s stage then knew my art, 
But now that pitch is queered ! 

They swear that I apostatised 
Tofollow W. G., , . 

And patter about “ PaineBite juice,” 

Ana holloa after me — 


Chorus, 

* ‘ Get your Harcourt I Get your Harcourt ! 
Whoever may stand out, 

Malwood’s Squire must join, no doubt. 

Get your Harcourt ! Get your Harcourt ! ” 
And I ’R mock them when their sun goes down ! 


To the Grand Old Tory. 

{By the Wife of a Dissenting Cwnbrim Workman,) 

0 William, you have managed to offend 
The Workmen, and the Women, and the 
Welsh. 

Beware, or you ’ll discover ere the end, 

That the three W.’s the great one can 
squelch I 
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” '' ' ' '• very probably die at it. Qo in and 

ENCOURAGING, VERY! lL?CAMS'SccteSd“l& fe 

Cockney ArU Teacher (newly arrived, and nervous— after a Img silerwe). ‘‘If you seould see a mont, with Claek in reserve. I think 
CHANCE o’ Drorin’ ANYTHING CORRECTLY — DO SO 1 ! ” [Collapse of expectant student, you^ll enjoy yourself.” 

— j thoroughly pleasant 

-r^A-nTT*Tir-rnvTm aftemoon from two o’clock to seven. Lord - Advo^cate visibly 

ESSENCE OE xAELIAM-ENa. growing leaner in body, greyer in face. Campbell-Bannerman’s 

EXTEACTED FSOM THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. |u“ted B. loo^ infro^E^bS 

Kouse of Commons, Monday^ May 2.—“ Would that midnight or professes thoroughly to enjoy the business. But then he ’s fresh to 
Closure would come ! ” murmured Prince Arthur just now, looking it. Pretty large attendance of Members, but reserve themselves 
wearily up at clock. solely for Division. When bell rings three 

It is onfy eleven ; still another hour ; hard even for trained nerves, hundred^ odd come trooping in to follow the 
For more than six hours been discussing Scotch Equivalent Grant. Whips into either lobby ; then troop forth 
Clark’s musical voice has floated through the House by the half again. Long John O’Connor beams genially 
hour. down on scene. ^ 




[Mat U, 1892. 


gard ; but very soon after he found it 
convenient to withdraw from the focus 
of Caldwell’s eye, and take refuge 
on the Scotch Bench. As for Cald- 
well, he withdrew his support from 
Ministers, tore up his ticket of mem- 
bership as a Unionist, and returned 
to the Gladstonian fold. A tragic 
story which Scott might have 
worked up into three volumes had 
he been alive. He is not, but Cald- 
well is, and so are we — at least par- 
tially after this six hours’ talk round 
rates in Scotland, whether at ten 
shillings per head or twelve shillings. 
At half past eleven human nature 
could stand it no longer; progress re- 
ported although there still remained 
half-an-hour available time. 

Business done .' — Scotch Members 
avenged Culloden. 












ENCOURAGING, VERY ! 

Cockney Art^ Teacher (newly arrived and nervous — after a long silence). “If you seouljo see a 
chance o’ Drorin’ anything Correctly — DO SO 1 ! ” [Collapse of expectant Student 


“ A bagpipe with bronchitis nothing to it,” says Farquharson, 


down on scene. 

“ Gla(^ou ’re having this for a change,” he 



0 it,” says FARQUHARSON, Glac^ou 're Having this lor a change,” ne 
curling himself up with says. “You grumble when we Irish take the 
delight as he hears sounds floor. Now the Scotch will oblige. Hope you ’ll 
that remind him of his like Caledonian and Caldwell better than 
mountain home. Hunter Home Rule and Erin G O’Brien.” 


has relentlessly pursued “ Yes, 1 do,” I boldly answered. Only dis- 
the unhappy Lord-Advo- traught between conflicting charms of Cald- 
CATE, and Caldwell has " 



CATE, and Caldwell has well and Sinclair. There is a cold massivity 
thoroughly enjoyed him- about Sinclair, a pointedness of profile, when 
self. His life, it will be he declares “the Nose have it.” But there is 
remembered, was tern- a loftiness about Caldwell’s tone, a subdued 
porarily blighted by action fire in his manner when he is discussing the 
of Robertson when he difference between a rate of ten shillings and 
was Lord- Advocate. Got one of twelve, a withering indignation tor all 
up, following Caldwell that is false or truculent (in short, anything 
in debate,^ and dismissed connected with the office of Lord-Advo- 
a subject in a quarter of cate) that strangely moves the listener, 
an hour’s speech without The very mystery of his ordinary bearing 


:Z^:F 

** Curling himself up with delight.” 


an hour’s speech without The very mystery of his ordinary bearing 
reference to oration hour- weaves a spell of enchantment around 
and-half long with which him. For days and weeks he will sit 
Caldwell had delighted silent, watchful, with his eye on the 'Cfy 
House. Don’t remember paralysed Scotch Law Officers. Then, 


House. Don’t remember paralysed Scotch Law Officers. Then, 
what the subject was, but suddenly, as in this debate on the Equi- 
never forget Caldwell’s valent Grant, he comes to the front, and 
seething indignation, his pours forth an apparently inexhaustible 
righteous anger,his wither- flood of argumentative oratory, delivered 
ing wrath. Robertson with exhilarating animation, “ Give me 
smiled in affected disre- Peebles for pleasure,” said the loyal 


“ The Nose have it 
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business done , — Citizen Geaham susiwnded 


k/- 

V£/.:^ 


v4. 


V ■ '... /J 








Lowlaiider home from a fortnight’s jaunt in Paris.^ ** Give me so afraid,” he whispered, “of the old A- dam coming out.” And it 
Caldwell for persuasive argument,” says PLxnsrcET, himself a born did, Citizen Graham himself immediately after going out stopning 
orator who has missed scarcely five minutes of this two days’ debate, at the Bar to shuffle through a few steps of the Carmagnole and 

Curious how influence of the hour permeates and dominates trumpet defiance on his blood-red handkerchief. * 

everything, even to the distant Lake Ky’yassa. Question asked After this, a mere flash of lightning through the low clouds of a 
when House met as to how things were going on there under Com- dull afternoon, Asquith went on with his speech, debate proceeded 
missioner JomisTON. Ho one at all surprised when, in replv, Low- as if nothing had happened, and Haldane’s Bill thrown out bv 223 
THER referred to the two powerful Chiefs, Jumre and McPonda.” Votes against 148. Business Citizen Graham suspended 

Should hke to hear the views of the last gen- | 

tleman on the Scotch Equivalent Grant, its i> y/ 

application to secondary education in Scotland, ' li/A '// 'i [ , 

and the probable ultimate destination of the ' ^ 

£26,000 allotted to parochial boards. "j/Q 

Business done. — ^More of the Scotch Equi- , //// 

valent Graat. g ///WA£ ^ n 

Wednesday. — May Day passed off quietly /n 

enough; but you can’t have air charged with ' - • / / 

electricity, and your back-cellars filled with ^ 

dynamite, without danger of explosion. Burst 

to-day m unlooked-for place, in unexpected If 

circumstances. Haldane ''' % I 

Suke ofSv'ESiMiNSTEifand other great land- \ J > ' /' 1 

owners benefit of xmearned increment. Pros- 

S ict alluring, but debate not exhilarating. ^ ^ 

ouse nearly empty ; Asquith delivering able ^ y \ 

but not exciting speech in favour of Bill. Just Jf ^ 

sort of time and circumstances when, in ano- 1 \ 

ther place, Judge might be expected to fall 

asleep on Bench. Citizen Eobert Galnioad M 2PI/ 

Bontine Cuninghame Graham, sitting on ^ /'Hip 

Bench behind Asquith, listening like the rest f/ 

of us to his well-ordered argument. The 1. '■ - 

Citizen a Ettle tired with Sunday’s peregrina- /// a if 

tion. Been walking about all day with stout /// \ 1 c 

stick in hand, and olood-red handlcercliief in f jj IM i / j 

pocket, ready for any emergency. At favour- j / ^ i / if, I 

I able moment blood-red handkerchief would ' y X . r /^SL 

flash forth, tied on to stick with timely twine, yl ^ 

and there ’s your flag I Eepublio proclaimed ; V r A 

Citizen Graham first President, under title T \ /< W / 

Galnigad I., and before Secretary-of-State / i > 

Matthews quite knew where he was, he would i 

be viewing the scene from an elevated position n I 

Chance had not come ; Graham still plain 

Citizen, in House of Commons listening to *' — ^ i V \i v 

commonplace proposals about unearned incre- Effect of a great big D in the House. 

meEt. This evidently wouldn’t do. Suddenly jumped up ; shook JFrtV«y.-House met to-day as it did yesterday and day before to 
fist at hack of Asquith’s imoffending head, and^ apropoe de hottes, discuss Bills and Motions. But aU the talk re^y turns upon date 
‘ wanted to know about the swindling companies and their share- of Dissolution, and what is Hkely to happen after a General Eleotiom 
nolaers r n ■. v -.,11 . . Squire OF Malwood serenely confident in the future. 

Asquith ready hadn t been saying any tlung about them ; tiramg “Yes,” I said to him to-night, “ it must be a great comfort to 














Effect of a great big D in the House. 

Friday. ^R oxisq met to-day as it did yesterday and day before to 
discuss Bills and Motions, But all the talk really turns npon date 
of Dissolution, and what is likely to happen after a General Election. 
Squire of Malwood serenely confident m the future. 

“Yes,’’ I said to him to-night, “it must he a great comfort to 


y 1 y, ’ ^ — . o * WM.XVL i/v uxxu. uw-iu.5jj.u, xb xuusu uc a great uomiort to 

round beheld Citizen Q-r^am glaring you to reflect that when you come into office you will not have to 
upon mm, thr(^ng abont his arms as if beat about for a programme. You ’ve got your Hewcastle platform. 


he were semaphore signalling to the rear- and 
guard of Eepublioan Army. “ ‘ 

“Order! Order!” cried Speaker, look, 
sternly. to tl 


beat about tor a programme. You ’ve got your Hewcastle platform, 
and I suppose a Liberal Ministry will stand upon that.” 

V me, dear Toby,” said the Squire, with a far-away 

look, of a story Coleridge brought home from his memorable visit 
to the United States, On his way down to Chicago he went out on 


o suspend me if you Hke, t^ platf wm of the car to breathe the air and look at the scenery, 

said Citizen Graham, a^y, as if it were Come off that,’ said the Conductor, following him, ‘you can’t 
no hanging matter. Members angrdy stand on the platform.’ ‘My good man,’ saia John DuKE~you 
joined m cry of Order!” know his silver voice and hw bland manner — ‘ what is a platform 

Speaker prqmptlv named the Citizen for, if not to stand on?’ ‘Platforms,’ said the Conductor, senten- 
— not with his full list of names, for time tiously, ‘are not made to stand on, they are made to get in on.’ ” 
was pressing. Business done. — ^Miscellaneous. 

JName away!” roared the Citizen, — - ^ 

whom nothing could disconcert. Home ■» 

Secretary having no fear of the lamp- Row among tHe Romancers. 

T 0 t* .1 r*i ,. .. « — 


f post before bis eyes, formally moved that Trust me, scribes who fight and 
the Citizen be suspended. Graham jeer, [us bent, 

snapped his fingers at Home Secretary. From yon blue heavens above 
‘ Suspend away I ” he shouted. Dickens and Thackeray and 

Members looked on aghast. Rowlands Scott [gent, 

stan^g at the Bar, conscious of his hair Smile at the grumbling Yankee 

slowly uplifting. Belonged to ^ the ad- 

vanoed guard himself; but tlds going Too Conscientious. — “Asapj 


Howe’er it be, it seems to 
me 

A Novel needs but to be good ; 
Romancer ’s more than Realist, 
And True Love’s course than 
too much “ Blood” ! 


• ^^sciENTious. — “ As a protest against gambling in connec- 


» • - ^ I .w — - jxjlx * r? • JJJlUXU 

notice how the queen bee, the Derby among the “heathen races” in connection with Orme I 


“ Hair slowly ■uplifting,” whcnpho^ia * ^j^^tice how the queen bee, the Derby among the “heathen races ” in connection with. Orme f 
gen&ee-mMter ” Citizen, roughly shaking ofi the ,,^^111 ^peop^tEj—“ Acorn,” says Robert, “it’s the rite 

SXM Smith shuMeringly covered his face vrith his hands. »I»m Rfl^ce ottheTo^M^^°^’^^^ behonnerd mth 

0 : 5 * NOTICE — ^Eejeirted Coxnmmiicatioiis or Contributions, whether HS., Printed Matter, Drawinirs or Piotnroa of anv «ii 
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luirkDC TUAM eATiecicpk! touch, the ground as I sped swiftly from one to the other, still I 

1*1 out I HAIM oATISF I ED ! felt considerahle relief when, on my urgent protestations that I was 

( WUh Mr. Punch’s apologies to the Daily Telegraph's convinced of their proficiency in tMs amusement, they were 

" Academii Enthusiast.”) prev^ed utou to brinff this pastime to a close. 

“ We are breaking the rule oi silence in this room,” said the lair- 
“ SHE-Pantaloons ? seedy ? Now, do we look like it ? haired one. “ And you do ask such a lot of (Questions ! But, as you 

The speaker was a tall, robust maiden with fair hair ; on her knee seem curious about our athletic pursuits, come and I will try to 
was an edition (without notes) of Anabasis of Xenophon^ and by show you.” 

her side was Liddell and Scotfs Lexicon^ in which she had just been I crawled after my guide without a word, inwardly redeoting that 
tracking an exceptionally difB.crdt — but, let me hasten to add, a I was sorry I had spoken, and heartily cursing (though without 
perfectly regular — Greek verb to its lair. There were a considerable pronouncing it aloud) the very name of that eminent Physician, 
number of roseate specimens of English womanhood in the library of Dr. Crichton Browne. She took me first of all to a field where a 
Girnham College, where, with some natural (Bffidence, I had bevy of maidens were engaged in a game of hockey. 


ventured to put the rather delicate question to which I received the 
above reply. 


“We are keen on hockey,” said my guide, and, as she spoke, a 
girl, flushed and radiant, caught me across the most sensitive part 


AAU.i3JLLCU. ajULU. XCLVAXCLIXU, DdUgJLLLi JUULC OiUXUOS tJLlC JLilUOU OCJUOXUX V O 

For I had been much troubled in my soul about Sir James of the shin with a hockey-stick. No need to ask her if she felt well. 
Crichton Browne’s recent deliverances with regard to the injurious I limped away, and, in another part of the field, saw a comely and 
physical effect of the Higher Education upon women, and, as a robust maiden practising drop-Hcks, utterly regardless of the fact 
devoted— if hitherto unappreciated— admirer of the Fair Sex, I felt that I was looking on. I received the football in the pit of my 
I had a theoretical interest in the question, and was bound to verify stomach, and the name of Crichton Browne died on my Bps. 

Dr. ^ Browne’s views. ^ The most obvious way of satisfying my My guide smiled as she saw that I had taken in the scene that was 


anxiety was to go to Girnham myself and 
ask the lady students what they thought 
about it, and so I did. 

“I quite agree, I said, mildly, as I 
unwound my comforter, “that your course 
of studies seems to suit you remarkably 
well. Q,uite a bevy of female admirable 
ClICHT ! ” 

The effect was immediate ; an unmistak- 
able rush of lexicons— or were they Tod- 
hunters ? — ^hurtled around my devoted head 
from the fair hands of disturbed and rufiSLed 
girlhood. 

“Pray don’t mention that person 
again ! ” said my fair-haired interlocutor, 
and I thought I wouldn’t. 

“Well, but,” I began, with heroic 
daring, as I laid aside my respirator, “as 
to weak chests now ? ” 

I was interrupted by a paroxysm of 
coughing, which I tried to explain, as my 
young friends thumped my back with 
unnecessary zeal, was, owing to my having 
imprudently ventured out without my 
chest-protector. As soon as I was able, 
I feebly hazarded the suggestion that, for 
growing girls, the habit of stooping over 
their booKS seemed calculated to induce 
weakness in the lungs— but their roars of 
merriment at the idea instantly convinced 
me that any uneasiness on this score was 
entirely superfluous. 

“You certainly all look remarkably 




being enacted under my very nose. 

“Do you play cricket? ” she asked, with something 
like pity in her eyes. I did but I was by this 
time in such condign fear of this young Amazon that 
I was really afraid to admit my total ignorance of 
the sport. She made me wicket-keep for her, with^ 
out pads, for an entire hour, at the end of which I 
readily assented to_an invitation for further explora- 
tion. 

We went through endless passages to an endless 
gymnasium, and every now and then I came across 
an Indian club or a dumb-bell, wielded by energetic 
female athletes. I should have liked to ask them 
whether they felt well, but I realised— only just in 
time — that the question would have been an 
impertinence. 

“Are you getting satisfied?” said my 
unwearied guide, with another of her 
smiles, “or, do you still think we are a 
^ puny misshapen race ? ” 

“Quite satisfied!” I replied, faintly, as 
I endeavoured to unclose a rapidly dis- 
^ colouring eye, ‘ ‘ in fact, I begin to discredit 

that alarmist cry 

Before I could complete the sentence, I 
Cw found myself executing an involuntary 
W parabola over some adjacent parallel bars, 

^ My young friend’s brows had contracted 

into a frown, although she waited politely 
for me to pick myself up. 

“I thought we agreed not to mention 
, „ that name ! ” she said, coldly, 
omach. j £Q]Lt that any attempt to explain my 


“You certainly aU look remarkably “ I received tbefootbafi in the pit of my stomach.” ^ I felt that amy attempt to explain my 

well,” I observed, genially, “ particularly sunburnt and brow ” innocence would be received with quiet scorn. “I — I should like to 

Here there was a roar of quite another kind. I endeavoured to ask you just one thing more,” I said, desperately, as I lay on my 
protest, as I got behind an arm-chair and dodged a Differential back, “ I am really entirely converted— quite ashamed. I do hope 
Calculus and a large glass inkstand, that I hadn’t meant to allude to you won’t think me — er— inquisitive— but I have been so often told 

the obnoxious Physician at all, but had merely intended^to^convey —it has been so constantly asserted ” I found myself bungling 

my hearty admir horribly in my desire not to offend. 


‘ Pknow what you ’re going to say I ” interrupted the fair -haired 
girl, vivaciously. ‘ ‘ And you had better not.” 

As she spoke, she raised me from my seat by the coat-collar with 
no apparent effort, and deposited me on the top of a tall bookcase, 
from which I found myself compelled to prosecute my inquiries. 

“Nature has been very bountiful to you — very much so, I am 


“ Pray go on,” she said, “ we try to be simple and sincere, and we 
re always ready to satisfy an intelligent inquirer.” 

“ Well,” I said, desperately, “ people do say that you aU wear — er 


spectacles I wear to correct a slight tendency to strabismus. “ Stfil, 

don’t you — er — find that your eyes ” 

I got no further ; I thought some of them would have died I 
“ How about the effect of learning on your looks, now ? ” I next 
inquired. “ Is it true that classical and mathematical pursuits are 
apt to exercise a disfiguring effect ? Not that, with such blooming 

faces as I see around me— er— if you will allow me to say so ” 

But they wouldn’t ; on the contrary, I was given to understand, 
somewhat plainly, that compliments were perhaps ill-advised in 
that gathering. 

“ Are you— hem— fond of athletics ? ” was the question I put next 
from my lofty perch. “ Do you go in for qames at aU, now ? ” 

“ Of course we do I ” said the fair-haired girl, affording a practical 
demonstration of the fact by taking me down and proceeding with 
her lively companions to engage in the old classical game of pila or 
fftpaipiffTiK'fjj thG recreation in which Ulysses long ago found Nausicaa 
engaged with her maidens. On this occasion, however, I repre- 
I sent’ed the pila, or ball, and although, in j ustice to their accuracy of 
1 eye and hand, I am bound to admit that I was seldom allowed to 


with “ Well,” I said, desperately, “ people do say that you aU wear— er 
lease, —blue stockings. But J am sure,” I added quickly, “that it is not 
true” , . . 

, I am It was too late. When the friend who had smuggled me into the 
sure,” I murmured, blinbdng amiably down upon them through the building came to my rescue, he asked me, rather noisily, “ if I was 
spectacles I wear to correct a slight tendency to strabismus. “ StiU, feeling well ? ” I replied that I was not, and that I did not think I 

ever should again. And I never have. 


TRUE MODESTY. 

[A West-end hosier advertises suits of Pyjamas in his window as “ the 
latest styles in slumber-wear.”] 

All hail, 0 hosier ; deem me not absurd 
That I should thank thee for so apt a word. 

’Tis thus that Modesty our language trims ; 

Where men say “legs” she softly whispers “ limhs.” 

And, wbile they fume and rage in angry pother. 

Stills the big D — and substitutes a “ bother,” 

Speaks not of “ trousers ’’—that were sin and shame ; 

“ Continuations” is the gentler name. 

Turns “ shirts ” to “ shifts,” and, blushing like the rose, 
Converts the lowly stocking into “ hose.” 

Thus thou, my hosier, profcercst me a pair 
Of these, the latest style of sltimher-wear. 


VOL cm. 
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THE GENERAL'S LITTLE EUND. 

{See “ Times May 11.) 

Oh wteTe, oh. 'wh.ere is my little wee fund ? 

Oh where, oh where can it he ? [long ; 
With the pence cut short and the pounds out 
Oh where, oh where can it he ? 


I want to stump through Switzerland'; 

On the 24th proximo. 

To Germany, Sweden, Norway, and 
To Denmark I want to go ; 

I We held out my hat to every flat, 

And begged over land and sea. 

Humanity dunned, but I have no fund — 

Oh where, oh where can it be ? 

If ever you see a stray bawbee 
Whenever, wherever you roam. 

Oh, tell him the woe that troubles me so. 

And say that it keeps me at honae, 

I may mention that what you do, like a shot 
Must be done to be useM to me ; 

At once send a cheque to save us from wreck. 
Or the Army will go to the D ! 










I We travelled about with my little wee f und- 
It used to pay for me : 

But now it ’s gone I ’m lorn and lone ; 

Oh where, oh where can it be ? 


MR. PUNCH 

TO 

THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS. 

071 the happy occasion of the Jubilee of that 
excellent Journal^ May 14, 1892, 

From Forty-Two to Ninety-Two I 
A full half-century of story ! 

And now, our Century’s end in view. 

May’s back once more in vernal glory. 

And with it brings y our Jubilee, 

{Funch came to his one year before you!) 
“Many Keturns,” Ma’am, may you see, 
"And honoured be the hour that bore you ! 

Good faith I it scarcely seems so long 
To us old boys, who can remember 
The tale, the picture, and the song 
We pored o^er by the winiry ember ; 


And how our young and eager eyes ! 

Were kept from childhood’s easy slumbers 
By the awakening ecstasies 
Of cheery coloured Christmas Numbers. 

We loved great Gilbert, Glorious John I— 
Sir John to-day, good knight, fine painter I 
Our eyes dwelt lingeringly upon 
His work, by which all else showed fainter. 
His dashing pencil “ go ” could give 
To simplest scene ; a wondrous gift ’tis ! 
How his bold line could make things live 
In those far Forties and old Fifties ! 

And humorous “ Phtz ” and spectral Bead, 
Made us ^ternate smile and shiver. ^ 

Ah ! ghosts. Ma’am, then were ghosts indeed, 
Bom of the brain and not the liver. 

You shared our Lemon and our Leech ; 

Our Brooks for you ran bright and sunny. 
May you live long, to limn and teach. 

Be graphic, genial, sage, and funny I 

We like you well, we owe you much, | 

True record, blent with critic strictures, 
And culture of the artist touch 
Through half a century of pictures. 

We wish you many gay returns [plumper 
Of this May day! You’re brighter. 
Than then ; and Funch, who envy spurns, 
Drinks your Good Health, Ma’am, in a 
bumper ! 

“Orme! Sweet Orme!” — Orme is still 
of solid food, and is kept alive entirely by 
Porter. It is the opinion of the best informed 
that “Porter with a head on ” will pull him 
through. Smoking is not permitted in the 
stable, but there is evidence of there being 
several “ strong backers” about. 









MR. PUNCH CONGRATULATES MADAME ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS ON ATTAINING 
HER JUBILEE AND BEING YOUNGER THAN EVER. 
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MEMS. OE THEATRES, &o., COMMISSION. 

Mr. John Hare, Lessee of the G-arrick Theatre, in his evidence 
before the Theatres and Music Halls Committee, descrihed himseM, 
according to the T/mes Beport, as having “been for about thirty 
years an actor, and for fifteen years a manager.” This gives him 


with his elastic step, his twinkling eye, his clear enunciation, and his 
energetic style, is tbe youngest sexagenarian to be met with on or off 
the stage ; and it is probable that when he reaches the Gladstonian 
age he will be more sprightly than even the Grand One himself, 

In answer to a question put by Yiscount Ebrin&ton, Mr. Edward 
Terry gave it as his opinion that “if officers ”~he was speaking of 
the army not the police — “ were prouder of their uniforms, and did 
not take the earliest opportunity of divesting themselves of them, the 
uniform would be more resiiected.” He ought to have put it, 
“would be uniformly more respected.” But how about the man 
inside the uniform? But why should a soldier wear his uniform 
when ofi duty any more than a ]^oliceman when off duty, or any more 
than a barrister should wear his wig, bands, and gown, when not 
practising in the Courts? There is one person who sho^d always 
wear a distinctive uniform, and that is a Clergyman, who is never off 
duty. Perhaps this is already provided for by the Act of Uniformity. 

Mr. John Hollingshead, after expressing his opinion that Mr. 
Irving had been “seeing visions,” — which of course is quite an 
Irvingite characteristic, —proposed to put everything right every- 
where, and be the Universal Legislator and Official Bepresentative 
of Everybody. Salary not so much an object as a comfortable home, 
a recognised official position, and “Ho Fees.” (The Commission 
still sitting may perhaps dissolve itself, and appoint the last witness 
as Sole Theatrical and Music Hall Commissioner, with no power to 
add to his number.) 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ May 9. — House dealt with just now 
after manner of Horticultural Exhibition at Earl’s Court. Laid out 
as three acres, through which Jesse Codlings might be expected to 
lead the cow. But, as SuuiRE OE Malwood (a great authority on 

t stock matters) says, the esteemed quad- 
ruped is dead, abandoned by its protector 
at time of disruption of Liberal Party. 
Exists now only in the form of carcass, to 
be found rather in butchers’ shops than 
on quiet pastures. Pity, this. Dimcult to 
imagine any better arrangement for what 
theatrical people call “properties” than 
the cow— probably with a blue ribbon round 
its neck— led through three acres of green 
meadow bv Jesse Codlings, in clean smock- 
frock, with a crook in his hand. 

Dr. Clark says they don’t drive cattle 
with crooks. But that’s a detail. Clark 
sure to contradict in any case. 

Things very quiet to-night ; quite pas- 
toral, Only one outburst ; that arose when 
Foster accused Chamberlain of saying 
the thing that is not. Chamberlain hotly 
rose, and awealed to Chairman to say 
whether the Doctor-Baronet was in order. 
Courtney said, since he was asked, he 
must say he thought not. So Foster 
changed the prescription. Cbcaplin much I 
gratified at this speedy close ®f rupture 
that threatened progress with BOl. Pre- 
sided over discussion with urbanity that 
rpi, -n A T> A was irresistible. 

The Doctor-Baronet. “Beminds me,” said Wilfrid Lawson, 
looking across at Right Hon. Gentleman seated on Treasury Bench, 
with deeply-baved shirt-front, and head closely bent over copy of 
Bill, “ of a motherly hen gathering its brood under its wings, and 
trying to make things Comfortable all rennd. Sometimes, when one 
of the brood grows a trifie importunate, the motherly expression on 
the expansive face sharpens, and the chicken is pecked at. But, on 
the whole, little to disturb the serenity of the coop.” 

Hever before thought of^ Chaplin as an old hen. But, really, 
vdth the place permeated with agricultural and farm-yard associa- 
tions, Lawson’s idea not so far out of it as it might appear to the 
domestic circle at Blankney Hall. 

At half -past eleven those Scotchmen came up again. Upset the 
henroost, devoured what was left of the cow, dug up the verdurous 
three acres, and till two o’clock in the morning harried the Commis- 


sioners under the Scotch University Act. Business done * — In Com- 
mittee on the Small Holdings Bill. 

Tuesday* — Don’t know what we shall do when Wiggin leaves ns, 
as he threatens to do after Dissolution. Hot much here just now, 
hut sometimes his face seen in House or Lobbies, piercing surround- 
ing gloom like what Swift MacHeill distantly alludes to as “the 
I orb of day.” ' Only Wiggin could have thought of the little 
divertissement that for a few ^ ^ 

moments raised depressed ^ ^ ) 

spirits of House this after- \ \ V 

noon. Resumed at morning \ \ j 

Sitting (so called because it V \ W 

takes place iu the afternoon) 
discussion of Small Holdings 
BOl. Seale-Hayne,— whose 
reputation as a humorist stOI 
lingers a tradition in the 
playing fields at Eton, hut 
whose subsequent political 
career has subdued nis vi- 
vacity, — moved Amendment. ^ 

Something about compensa- " 
tion for cow - sheds. Cobb v 
airily addressed the Com- 
mittee ; and Chaplin whis- 
pared a few confidential re- 

marks across Table. ^/l/’ 

Curious how this “ eminent 
authority,” as the Marziss 
calls quite another personage. I 

has lost his voice since Bill /\ ^ 

got into Committee. Seems (J 

so awestruck by enormity of ‘If'v'' '/M 

his responsibility, not inclined ^ — 

to raise his voice above whis- • 


“Order! Order I » 


per. Effort to catch purport of his remarks completed depression 
under which Committee sinking. Went out to vote as if they were 
conducting Chaplin to a too early funeral. Then it was that an 
idea dawned on the mind of the wanton Wiggin.^ 

“ J’U show ’em sport, Toby, dear boy,” he said to me in passing, 
“ J ’ll give their spirits a leg up ! ” 

Forgotten about this in passing through Division Lobby ; coming 
back startled by an^pry roar. Courtney on his feet solemnly shouting 
“ Order, Order 1 ” like minnte-gun at sea. Hothing came of this ; 
excitement increased ; Courtney crying “ Order, Order ! ” in sterner 
voice. Looked about for explanation, and lo ! there was the waggish 
Wiggin with his hat cooked well on one side of his head, waddling 
down the fioor of the House past the Chair. You may do almost 
anything in the House of Commons hut walk about with your hat 
on, and here was Wiggin, not only doing it, hut persisting in the 
offence, smiling hack innocently on the increasing circle of Members 
roaring at him, and Courtney, with increasing stridency, shouting 
“ Order I ” behind his back. Having got nearly to the Bar, the wily 
Wiggin, affecting to wonder 
what all the row was about, turned 
round and found himself pierced f ^ 

through and through with the 
flaming eye of outraged Chairman, 

Pretty to see how, all of a sudden, 
it seemed to flash upon him that 
he was the culprit, and that it was 
his hat at which Members, like so 
many William Tells, were per- 
sistently firing. The sunset face 
flushed deeper still; with quick 
movement the wayward Wiggin 
removed his offending hat, and, 

bowing apologetically to the Chair, ////SHH 

went forth with quickened pace. 

Excellently done ; took in the MM 

whole House, including Chairman. ^ M 

But Wiggin’ s benevolent inten- wmm 

tion secured, and, if only tempo- 
rarily, spirits of House jubilantly ymS 

rose. Bminess done* — In Com- 
mittee on Small Holdings. mm 

Wednesday* — Municipal Cor- Wm 

porations Act, 1882 (Amend- vM 

ment) Bill fir^ Order of Day. 

Doesn’t seem to promise anything 'tmttUKKV n 

exciting ; Debate, however, not 

gone far before discovery made ^ 

that it hides a deep design. 

1 Wouldn’t think, looking at For- 4* i 

I ’WOOD as he sits at rem5® end of Porwooder! 


Treasury Bench, that he had anything to do with Hecuba, or Hecuba 
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■with him. Only suspicious thing about him is, his extreme desire 
to keep out of sight. When Speaxeu took Chair he was standing 
at Bar surveying House, and wondering when it would be made. 
As soon as Mattinson rose to move Second Beading of Bill, 
PoEWOOD. so to speak, went backward, and planted himself well in 
shadow of Speikee’s Chair. 

Turns out in course of interesting Debate that, though the speech 
on moving Second Reading is the voice of Mattinson, the Bill is the 
Bill of POEWOOD, whose interest in the political ajffairs of Liverpool 
is said to be extensive and peculiar. Seville puts it in another 
way. “ Whenever,’’ he said, “ any pohtieal manipulation is afoot in 
Liverpool, be sure the Secretary to the Admiralty will not be far away.” 

At first, POEWOOD affected indifference to proceedings. “His 
Bill! s’elp him, never seen it before. ‘L’pooL’ What’s that?” 
But as Debate went forward, and gentlemen opposite insisted on 
dragging him in, he finally yielded, and taking on coat, “ went for” 
other side. Rev. Sam Smith interposed with charming story about 
a gentleman whom Liverpool Tones had appointed Chairman of 
Watch Committee, “he being solicitor to the two largest publicans 
in Liverpool.” That didn’t at first sight seem much to point, sup- 
posing even the united cubit measurement of the worthy tradesmen 
exceeded twelve feet. But Reverend Sam went on to explain what 
he meant was that, “ between them, they owned about 120 public- 
houses.” Curious movement in Strangers’ Gallery as of involuntary 
smackmg of many lips. PoEWOOD said this (which he daintily 
alluded to as “an allegation”) had been denied. Sam, couching 
the retort in clerical language, said in effect, “You’re another! ” 
whereupon Ministerialists roared, “Oh! oh!” and Foewood,^ now 
thoroughly roused, proceeded to show that Samuel and his Liberal 
allies were the real Gerrymanders, and that he, Foewood, was the 
spotless advocate of the ferae interests of the Working-Man. 

House began to look askance on S. S. Never suspected him of 
being a man of that kind. Glad when painful discussion came to 
end. Bill read Second Time ; but jubila- 
tion of promoters suddenly chilled by Tim 
Healt, of whom no one was thinking at 
the moment, stepping in and adroitly put- 
ting spoke in wneel of Bill, by moving to 
refer it to Select Committee ; which, being 
translated, means it will get no Forwooder 
this Session. 

Business done.—Hm Healt puts Foe- 
wood’s clock back. 

Edwaed Watkin home from 
honeymooning trip. Pleased to find his 
Bill giving the Manchester, Sheffield, and 
Lincolnshire Railway direct access to Lon- 
don passed all its stages in the Commons. 

“ It ’s a new way to London, good Toby,” 
he said, when I congratulated him on the 
double event. “ Some gentlemen who 
paint in St. John’s Wood objected on what 
I believe are called a3sthetical grounds. 
But there are several big towns between 
here and Sheffield wanted the short cut, 
and I determined they should have it. 
Things looked bad last Session, a,nd per- 
haps some fellows would have given up. 
I have a little way of never giving up, and 
it’s astonishing how far it’ll carry you. 
W e ’re not through the Lords yet,— though, 
as you say, we are through their cricket- 
ground. But you’ll see, before twelve 
months are over, I ’ll bring a train strmght 
from Sheffield into our own station in London, and u you only live a 
little longer, you shall come -with me on the first trip from Charing 
Cross to Paris under the Channel Tunnel. Everything, Toby, cher 
amiy comes to the man who won’t wait.” 

Business done. — Small Holdings Bill practicaRy through Committee. 


TEAMWATS. 

{Brom the Newspapers of the Future. ) 

April 2, 1894. — The County Council at yesterday’s meeting dis- 
cussed the proposed new Tramway from Westminster Bridge to the 
Round Pond, through the Abbey, St. James’s Park and Rotten Row. 
Deputations from all the artistic and archseological Societies presented 
petitions against it, but the Council refused to read them. Deputa- 
tions from the Institute of Architects and the^ Society for the 
Protection of Ancient Buildings also attended to give their views op 
the partial demolition of the Abbey, but they q.uarre]led so much 
amongst themselves that it was necessary to eject them, in order to 
prevent a free fight in the Council Chamber. Three Labour Candidates 
were then received, the Council standing respeetfuRy, and stated 
that at least twenty -seven persons residing m Southwark would 



“WHEN PAIH AND ANGUISH WRING THE BROW.” 

The Minister. “Well, Janet, how did you like youe new 
Doctoe, De. Elizabeth Squills ? ” 

Janet. “ Weel, Sie, only teetty -well. Ye see, Sib, Dr. Eliza- 
beth isn’t so Leddylixe as some of our AIN Men Doctors ! ” 


benefit by the direct route to Kensington Gardens. It was at once 
resolved that the Tramway should be made. 

May 2, 1901.— Yesterday au immense Demonstration of Working- 
Men was held in Hyde Park to protest against the extension of the 
Tramways. Mr. John Scalds presided, and observed in his speech, 
“ What is the good of taking the Working-Man from his own door to 
a park, if there is no park at the other end, only asphalte and tram- 
Rnes and some stumps of trees cut down ? What is the good of 
taldng him to Westminster Abbey, if Poets’ Corner has been made 
into a tramcar-shed? Besides, now the Working-Man is so much 
richer, and pays no rates or taxes, he does not want trams. They 
are only fit for the miserable Middle Class, and who cares about 
them?’’ This was greeted -with loud shouts of, “Down with the 
CouncR ! ” and the vast assemblage marched with threatening cries 
and gestures towards the recently completed County CouncR Offices. 
Our readers are aware that this sumptuous building, which cost over 
two millions, occupies the site where St. Paul’s Cathedral formerly 
stood. It was found, however, that the CouncR had suddenly ad- 
journed, and that all the officials had filed. The workmen accordingly 
entered, and, having voted Mr. Scalds to the chair, unanimously 
resolved that all the Tramways should be removed and the Parks re- 
planted and returfed. It was decided that nothing could be done to 
replace the Cathedral or the Abbey, but it was resolved that the 
foRowing inscription should be placed on the ruins at Westminster ; — 
“ To the lasting disgrace of ^ the EngRsh Nation, this BuRding, 
together with the other beautiful and interesting parts of London, 
was ruined, for the sake of some impossible and imbecRe schemes, by 
an assemblage of the most Despicable Dolts that ever Rved.” 


Mixed. — Under the heading “ A Tragic Affair,” it was recently 
stated in a paragraph, how “ a Lady had been shot by a discharged 
Servant.” It woxRd have been better if the Servant, on being 
discharged, had gone off and injured nobody. 
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IN DIFFICULTIES. 

Effie {wTio can't make her sum come right), “Os, I do wish I was a Eabbit so ! ” 

Maud. ‘‘What for, Dablino?” Effic. “Papa says they Multiply so quickly T 


Or was not meant to run, then their course 
would he clear. 

[^Es^ies Stranger approaching. 

Hillo ! Not too near, Arthur ! {Aside.) 
Whom have we here ? 

Polite Stranger {insinuatingly). Beg pardon, 
my Lord ! A hit out of my track. 

Missed my way. But-^ahem! — is that really 
the “ crack 

Why, he looks cherry ripe— at a distance. I Ve 
heard 

All sorts of reports— gossips are so absurd! 

But — would you mind telling me— Aas the 
Q-reat Horse 

Been really — got at ? Entre nous, mind I — 
Mohle Owner [drily). Of course ! 

Dissolution's shy backers would much like to 
know. 

But — tell them who sent you to ash — it ^s no go ! 

\^Exit, leaving Polite Stranger plants Id. 


THE OTHER ‘‘WESTMINSTER STABLE.” 

Mohle Owner (watching the Favourite out 
for exercise). Ah I donH look so bad, 
Arthur, after his spin 1 

They are asking allround if he run, if he’ll 
win. 

They would like much to know, I’ve no 
manner of doubt. 

Why, there isn’t a Bookie, a Tipster, or Tout, 

Not to mention an Owner, or Trainer, or Yet, 

But desires the straight tip— which I wish 
they may get 1 

If they knew he’d been “nobbled,” they’d 
greatly rejoice ; 

Then they ’d back other cracks — Dissolution 
for choice — 


With a confident mind, “ Nobbled I ” Ah I 
were they able 

To get at his groom, or sneak into his stable, 

How gladly some oi them would give him a 
dose ! 

That ’s right, Arthur ; watch him, my lad, 
and— keep close ! 

Trainer. Lj, ay. Sir ! They will not get 
much out of me. Sir I 

A stOl tongue to Tipsters and Touts is a teaser. 

They ’re awfully curious about t'other horse ; 

DtssolvUon, you know. Try to pump me. 

Nohle Owner. Of course I 

Yery natural, you know. I should be, in their 
case. 

If they knew that this nag couldn’t win the 
big race, 


A LAY SERMON. 

{Suggested hy certain recent manifestations of the 
J/oncont^ormist consdeTwe, ) 

Thou shalt not steal ! That ’s a command 
Which grips us with an iron hand ; 

And “ he who prigs what isn’t his ’n. 

When he is ootched shall go to prison ! ” 

So runs the Cockney doggerel, clear 
If ungrammatical, austere, 

With not a saving clause to qualify 
Its rigid Spartan rule, or mollify 
Theft’s Nemesis. Thou shalt not steal I 
At least, — ahem! — ^well, all must feel 
That property in thoughts and phrases, 

The verbal filagree that raises 
Flat fustian into “ oratory,” 

And-makes the pulpit place of glory, 

Such property is not so easy 
To settle, and a conscience queasy 
O’er picking pockets, oft remains 
Q,uite unperturbed while— brains ! 

A Sermon is not minted com ; 

It you may borrow, buy, purloin, 

In part or wholly, and yet preach it 
As your own work. Who ’ll dare impeach it. 
This innocent transaction ? Not 
Your “brethren,” save, perchance, some hot 
And ultra-honest (which means * ‘ rancorous ’ ’ ) 
Parsouic rival. “ How oautankerous ! ” 

The reverend Assembly shonts. 

It mocks at scruples, flames at doubts, 

Hints at the stern objector’s animus, 

In the prig’s praises is unanimous.^ 

Oh, Happy Cleric Land^ where unity 
Breeds such unquestioning commumty 
Of property — in Sermons i True it 
Strikes some as queer ; but they all do it,^ 

If one may trust advertisement, 

And an Assembly’s calm content 
At what to the Lay mind seems robbery. 
Steal ? Nay ! But do not raise a bobbery. 

If bard-up preachers glean their shelves 
And take the credit to themselves. 

How wise, how good, how kind, how just ! 
And how the poor Lay mind must trust 
Those who so skilfully reveal 
The meaning of “ Thou shalt not Steal! ” 


“Regi^ts antd' Greaves.” — But for a 
recent trial, who of the outside public would 
even have guessed that the unromantic and 
quite Bozzian name of “ Mr. and Mrs. Til- 
kins” meant the clever musician, Mr. Ivan 
Cartel and the charming and accomplished 
actress and soprano, Miss Geraldine 
Ulhar ? The Tilkinses are to be congra- 
tulated on their winning the recent action 
of Tilkins v. Greaves with the award 
of one thousand pounds damage, which is 
the price the transmitter of scandal to the 
Mew York World has had to pay for his 
^ industry. 



THE OTHER. “WESTMINSTER STABLE 

“I BEG TOUR PARDON, SIR; 'VyOULD TOH KINDLY INFORM ME IF HE’S 
H’M !— AH !— WOULDN’T THE BACKERS OF DISSOLUTION LIKE TO KNOW 
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OUR COOKERY-BOOKERY. grimalkin in disguise. Some cats are very deceitful at heart. 

’nr ri 1 T» 1 1 T -r T " rabbit home, and then send to the nearest livery stables 

Most Cookery^ooks are bosh. I have read them all — ^from the and borrow a curry-comb, then proceed to curry your rabbit. If 

(1904 B.c.) to the Ai/er Ahheri; Bunny resists, hit him over the head with the comb. He wOl pos- 
^ Ue^peBof compiled in Sanskrit, sibly run away to rejoin his brethren at Ostend, or in Hew South 

raJi, bmgnau^ Hmdustam, Bengali, and the Marowsky Wales ; but at all events you will have the curry-comb. One can 

language, tor the Jvit<m^s me^ureless to man” (see Coalridge), be good and happy without returning the things you borrow. See 
OT the u-olden Dome of Kubla Khan; from Mrs. Glasse to Dr. jmy “Essay on Books, Cartes-de-visite, and Umbrellas,” in the next 


Kitchener ; from Ude to Alex- 
andre Dtjmas; from Car^me to 
Mrs. Markham (who is said to 
have adopted the pseudonym of 
‘ ‘ Kundell ” for her culinary mis- 
tress-piece) ; and from Miss Acton 
(who was also the distinguished > 
authoress of Austen Fryers^ Fies > 
and Frejudice^ Sense and Salt^ 
cellars^ &o.) to SoxER. The only 
modern culinary manual which 
{with one exception) is worth any- 
thing is by Mrs. De Salis, whose , 
name has a happy afSnity to that 
of The Only Trustworthy Autho- 
rity as a Cookery-Bookerist, and 
whose immortal contributions to 
mageiristic lore are appearing 

weekly ^ in Sal {Here the 

M,S» is firmly scored out hy 
the Editorial blue pencil; but, 
faintly legible, is, ^^circulation, 
5,599,862f.”)i From this “Golden 
Treasury” of gormandising I have 
been permitted to cull a few re- 
cipes. Here are two or three for 
scholastic bed-room suppers. The 
first will be invaluable in Semi- 
naries for Young Ladies : — 
Saucissons en Fetite Toilette . — 
Purchase your sausages on the 
sly, and keep them carefully in 
your glove-box, or your hand- 
kerchief case till wanted. Prick 
them all over writh a hair-pin 
before cooking. Sprinkle them 
lightly with violet powder, and 
fry in cold cream (bear’s ^ease 
wiU do as well) on the back of 
your handglass over the bed-room 
candle. If the glass gets broken, 
say it was the housemaid, or the 
cat did it. Turn with the curling- 
tonffs. When done to a rich 
golden brown, put your sausages 

on a neatly folded copy of S 

{Editorial blue pencil again), and 
serve hot. Thin bread and butter, 












number of Salads {Edito- 

rial blue-pencil again.) 

Fotage d la Jambe de Bois 
P (Wooden-leg Soup). — Procure a 
i fine fresh wooden-leg, one from 
Chelsea is the best. Wash it 
* carefully in six waters, blanch it, 
and trim neatly. Lay it at the 
>[ bottom of a large pot, into which 
_ place eight pounds of the under- 
% cut of prime beef, half a Bayonne 
- ham, two young chickens, and a 
sweetbread. To these add leeks, 
chervil, carrots, turnips, fifty 
\ heads of asparagus, a few truf- 
^ fies, a large cow-cabbage, a pint 
of French beans, a peck of very 
young peas, a tomato cut in 
__ slices, some potatoes, and a couple 
^ of bananas. Pour in three gallons 
of water, and boil furiously tOl 
your soup is reduced to about a 
pint and a-half . As it boils, add, 
drop by drop, a bottle of Jules 
^ Mumm’s Extra Dry, and a giU of 
_ Scotch whiskey; then take out 
» your wooden leg, which wipe care- 

r fully and serve separately with a 
/ neat frill, which can be easily 
r- cut from the cover of Salads 

Jo {Editorial blue pencil 

I again), round the top. The soup 
I itself is best served in a silver 
tureen, or in a Dresden china 
punch-bowl. The above obviously 
IS intended neither for school- 
boys nor school-girls, nor is it 
meant for the tables of the wealthy 
/ and luxurious. It is emphatic- 
ally a Poor Man’s Dish, other- 
wise it would never have found 
" a place in the cookery column of 
that essentially popular periodi- 
cal, Salads Journal, Hurrah ! 
the Editor has gone out to ‘ ‘ chop, ’ ’ 
and there was no blue pencil to 
mar the last touching fusions. 
H.B. — Circulation, eimt millions, 


plum-cake or shortbread may accompany this appetising dish, and a nine hundred and thirty-three thousand, two hundred and sixty- 
partially ripe apple munched between each sausage certainly one and a-half. Guaranteed by five firms of Magna Chartered 
give it a zest ; but it would perhaps be as well not to eat too many Accountants. Old Artful. 

chocolate creams afterwards. , - . , 

Souffle ^ Fromage de Hollande . — This is a very favourite dish for 


the dormitory in Young Gentlemen’s schools. Procure, on credit, a 
fine Dutch cheese, keep it carefully in your play-box or in your dest; 
but don’t let your white mice get at it. Before cookiug in the dormi- 
tory, you and your young friends can have a nice game of ball with 


THE NEW LEARNING. 

Mr, Stuart Rendel, having stated at Llanfair-Caerecinion that 
“ a day with Mr. Gladstone was a whole liberal education,” the 


xory, you ana your young inenas can nave a mce game oi ball witn a aay witn Mr. u-ladstone was a wnoie noerai eauoaxion," me 
the merry Dutchman, oiuy refrain from trying his relative hardness London School Board has at last decided to alter the present system 
or softness by hammering the head of Muqg, the stupidest boy in the completely. After many days’ deliberation, it has been arranged 
school, with it. How cut up your cheese into small dice and care- to Mre the Albert Palace and Mr. Gladstone for a week. It is 


school, with it. How cut up your cheese into small dice and care- to Mre the Albert Palace and Mr. Gladstone for a week. It is 
fuUy toast them on a triangular piece of slate, which you will cause estimated that during six days, all the children now in the London 
Gyp Minor ” to hold over a spint-lamp. "V^en, as tne slate grows schools can, in detacbments, he squeezed into the building and spend 
hotter, “Gyp Minor” will probably howl, box his ears smartly, a day there with the Eight Honourable Gentleman. Seats will be 
and the cheese will thus become a souffle or rather soujfflet,” provided on the platform for the Members of the Board, as this 
Serve a la main chaude, but I must indignantly protest against- the instruction would be a great benefit to many of them. At the end 
practice of some youths of eating peppermint drops with this ^^platJ of the six days the present work of the Board will be finished, and 
A hath bun is much better. Beverage, gingerbeer or a little ginger it will adjourn for ten years, when another week in the society 
wine. of the Grand Old Educator will again suffice for the needs of the 

Toumedos d la Bushy . — It is a very astonishing thing that I never rising generation* ^ The numerous Board ^hools will therefore 
could persuade school-hoys that is a most succulent, scholastic become useless, hut it is not proposed to demolish them, as experience 
snpper-dish, exceptionally brisk and pungent in its flavour. Perhaps has shown that they are sure to fall down of their own accord before 
their aversion to it is based on the fact that the toumedos is usually long. The sumptuous offices of the Board will be converted into a 
served very hot indeed towards the conclusion of the repast by the Home for Destitute Schoolmasters. 

Rev. Principal. It is accompanied, by a brown sanoe made of a *W^e have reason to believe that Mr. Gladstone, after fulfilling his 
bov^aet de bouleau full of buds and xHarinaded in mild pickle. engagement at the Albert Palace, will m^e a tour in the provinces, 

Ourried Proceed to Ostend procure a rabbit ; and later on will have classes for journalists and other literary men, 

honestly if possible, but procure it. Pinch its scut or bite its ears, whose style, in many cases, would he vastly improved by two minutes, 
and when it exclaims, “Mianw I” it is not a genuine rabbit, but a or even less, in the same room with him. 
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

A Dirge. 

{Adapted from Thomas Hood,) 

A jolly place,*’ said lie, “ in times of old. 

But sometMng ails it now : the place is curst.” 

HarU Leap Well^^ by Wordsworth, 

I, 

A RESIDENCE for Tory, y^g or Rad, 
Where yet none had abiding habitation ; 


Prince Arthtte twined one lank leg t’other In Eighty-Six’s curious Party tangle, 

round, [ladies ; Who for the votes which helped him head 

Drooninsr a loner chin like Burne-Jones’s the poll 


Drooping a long chin like Burne-Jones’s 
And Harcourt, sickening of the strident 


the poll 

In vain again may angle. 


Wished Contbbarb in Hades, [sound, The Grahams and the Caldwells may look 
For over all there hung a cloud of fear, ’ bold, j 3 

A sense of imminent doom the spirit daunted, So may the Conydbares, and Cobjbs and 


And said, as plain as whisper in the ear. 
The House is Haunted I 


Oh, very gloomy is this House of Woe, 


A House — ^but darkened by the influence sad Where yawns are numerous while Big Ben is 


Of slow disintegration. 

O’er all there hung a shadow 
and a fear, 

A sense of mystery the spirit 
daunted, 

And said as plain as whisper in 
the ear. 

The place is Haunted I 

There speech grew wild and 
rankly as the weed, 

Graham with Tanner waged 
competitive trials, 

And vulgar bores of BiUings- 
gatish breed 

V oided spleen’ s venomed vials- 
I But gay or gloomy, fluent or 
infirm, 

Hone heeded their dull drawls, 
of hours’ duration. 

The House was clearly in for a 
long term 

Of desolate stagnation. 

The Speaxer yawned upon his 
Chair, he found 

It tiring work, a placid brow to 
furrow, 

To sit out speeches arguing 
round and round, 

From County or from Borough. 

The Members, like wild rabbits, 
scudded through 

Tlie lobbies, took their seats, 
lounged, yawned — and 
vanished. 

The WTiips like spectres wan- 
dered ; well they knew 

All discipline was banished. 

The blatant bore, — ^the faddist, 
and the fool, 

Were listened to with an indif- 
ferenttameness. 

The windbag of the new Hiber- 
nian school 

Bailed on with shocking 
sameness. 

The moping M.P, motionless 
and stiff. 

Who, on his bench sat silently 
and stilly, 

Gawped with round eyes and 
pendulous lips, as if 

He had been stricken siUy : 


knelling. 
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Tanners ; 

But the next House quite other men may 
hold, 

And (let ’s hope) other manners. 

They ’d like to know when this will close its 
door 

Upon each moribund and mournful Member, 

And wbo will stand upon the 

House’s floor 

/ After, say, next November. 

/ ' // I ^ That’s why the M.P.’s sit in 
> K silent doubt, 

‘i ' Why spirits flag, and cheeks are 

pale and livid, 

r.-'' And why the Dissolution Spook 

• stands out 

■ N ‘ ^ ominously vivid, [appeal 

P ' Some key to the result of the 
-y' i / . jii \ They yearn for vainly, all their 
' - 5 nerves a-quiver ; 

' ilfj- lfii 'J' The presence of tne Shadow they 
j I ^ f //’/!., )ii yc/ all feel, 

■(' ‘ j 'A.nd sit, and brood, and shiver. 

|k y There is a sombre rumour in the 

» air, [atrocious; 

K i v The shadow of a Presence dim, 
n No human creature can be 

J ; p, . I" festive there, 

[; 'j] Even the most ferocious. 

*'< An Omen in the place there 
seems to be, 

- Both sides with spectral per- 
turbation covering. 

EfS Hl B The straining eyeballs are pre- 
pared to see 

gEje The Apparition hovering. 

With doubt, with fear, their 

features axe o’ercast ; { 

Salisbury at Covent Garden 
. . might have spoken, | 

* But, save for Rumour’s whisjyers 
y > on the blast, 

■ The silence is unbroken. 

■ And over aU there hangs aeloud 

of fear, [daunted. 

The Spook of Dissolution all has 
And says as plain as whisper in 
the eaTj 

BSSSHfe The House is Haunted I 


sameBess. ; ^ - 'r' ' OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

The moping M.P, motionless " • ■’ * “ Upon what principle,” one 

and stiff, ^ ^ of my Baronites writes, “do 

Who, on his bench sat silently " people collecting a number of 

andsMy, SOCIAL PROBLEMS NOT HAPPILY SOLVED. short stories for publication in 

Gawped witn round eyes and one volume, select that winch 

pendulous lips, as if Smlx/md, “Oh, Sir John, so glad you have called and so shall give the hook its title ? ” 

He had been stricken siUy : kind op Lady Dashwood to hate asked us to her Party ! — but Of course I know, but shan’t 
No cheery sound, except when we are quite in a Fix when to comb, because the Card says say ; am not here to answer 


far away 

Came echoes of ’cute Labbx’s 
cynic laughter. 

Which, sick of Dumblehorough’s 
chattering jay. 

His listeners rambled after. 
But Echo’s self tires of i 
_ _ ^ tongue, ^ 


‘ Early and Late.’ ” 

Bir John, “Oh, I think I can tell you. Send your "W 
Early indeed, and you can comb as Late as you like 1 ” 


Husband {who does not quite see U), 
Thanks 1 ” 


conundrums. After interval of 
Send your Wife very chilling silence, my Baronite 
s you like 1” continues, “ Lady Lindsay has 


‘Thanks! thanks! very many brought together ten stories 

which A. & C. Black publish in 


like vine unpruned, Sexton’s exuberant 
speech 

Sprawled o’er the question with the which 
he’d grapple ; 

PiCTON proseif on, — ^the style in which men 
preach 

In a dissenting chapel. 


. — — I ^ comely volume. She calls it 

But Echo’s self tires of a Graham’s It is not on the Session dull and slow, A Philosopher's Window,^ that being the title 

tongue, These pale M.P.’s pe dwelling. of the first in the procession. I have looked 

Rot blent with rudeness gentlest nymph can’t Oh, very, very dreary is the gloom, _ through the Philosopher's Window, and don’t 

pa^on, ^ But M.P.’s heed not Healy’s elocution ; see much, except perhaps a reminiscence of 

Why e en the G. 0 . M. his grey head hung. Each one is wondering what may he his doom A Christmas Carol, There are others, far 

-^nd wished he were at Hawarden. After the Dissolution I better, notably ‘ Mias Dairsie’s Diary.’ This 

T.ilre viTiA imnwiTiA/i fixrrrrATr»a ^ simple narrative, set in charming 

That House of Woe must soon he closed to all Scottish scenery, which Lady Lindsay evi- 

U J.T •i.'L -L _ 1 nrn 


Again may pass its portal. ney,’ and ‘Poor Miss Brackenthorpe,’ for 

There’s many a one who o’er its threshold example. AU are set in a minor kej% but it 
stole is simple, natural music,” B. de B.-W. 
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THE YOUNG GIRL’S COMPANION. 

{By Mrs, Payhy, ) 

No. IV.— -The Choice of a Husband. 

Ant woman, my dear young girls, can niarry any man she likes, 
provided that she is careful about two points. She must let him 
know that she would accept a proposal from him, but she must 
never let him know that she has let him know. The encouragement 
must be very strong but very delicate. To let him know that you 
would marry him is to appeal to his vanity, and this appeal never 
fails ; but to let him know that you have given him the information 
is to appeal to his pity, and this appeal never succeeds. Besides, you 
awake his disgust. Half the art of the woman of the world consists in 
doing disgusting things delicately. Be deHeate, be indirect, avoid 
simplicity, and there is hardly any limit to your choice of a husband. 

I need say nothing about 
detrimental people. The eon- 
fiict between a daughter and 
parents on this point — so 
^ popular in fiction— very rarely 

takes place. It is well under- 
stood. You may fall in love 
kV— detrimental person, 

^ 

with you. But at present 
talking about marriage. 

W\ Never marry a man with i 

1 / artistic temperament. By i 

artistic temperament one 
> - W means morbid tastes, un- 

certain temper and excessive 
^ vanity. It may be witty at 

^ dinner; it must be snappish at 
^ breakfast. It never has any 

monejr. In its dress it is dirty 
‘ ^ a-iid picturesque, unless under 

' \ ■the pressure of an occasion. 

J ' 3 Itflirts well, but marries badly. 

H '' I have described, of course, 

^ ■ rather a pronounced case of 

^ artistic temperament. But it 

hardly safe to marry any 
“i3,n who appreciates things 
'' artistic, because, as a rule, he 

^ only does it in order that 

. people may appreciate his 

appreciation ; and after a time that becomes wearisome. 

Do not marry an imperial man. The young girl of seventeen 
believes in strength ; by this she means a large chin and a persistent 
neglect of herself. She adores that kind of tMng, and she marry 
it if she is not warned. It is not good to fall in love with Restrained 
Horce, and afterwards find that you have married Apathy, 

The man whom you marry must, of course, have an income ; he 
should have a better social position than you have any right to 
expect. You know all that— it is a commonplace. But also he must 
be perfectly even. In everything he should remind you constantly 
of most other men. Everything in him and about him should be 
uniform. Even his sins should be so monotonous that it is impossible 
to call them romantic. Avoid the romantic. Shun supreme 
moments. Chocolate - creams are very well, but as a daily food 
dry toast is better. Seek for the man who has the qualities of 
dry toast — a hard exterior manner, and an interior temperament 
that is at once soft and insipid. The man that I describe is 
amenable to flattery, even as dry toast is amenable to butter. 
You can guide him. And, as he never varies, you can calcrdate 
upon him. Marry the dry -toast man. He is easy to obtain. 
There are hundreds of him in Piccadilly. None of them wants 
to marry, and all of them will. He gives no trouble. He will 

g o to the Club when he wants to talk, and to the theatre when 
e wants to be amused. He will come to you when he wants 

A-TT* Tl T Tm T T 




reading trashy novels, I suppose ; at any rate, she fell in love with 
her own husband. She went in dafly dread that he would find it 
out. I argued with her, reasoned with her, entreated her to give up 
such ruinous foUy. It was of no use. She wrote him letters — three 
sheets, crossed and underlined. I warned her that sooner or later 
he would read one of them. He did ; and he never forgave her. 
That happy home is all broken up now — simply because that woman 
could not remember that there is a time for sentiment and a time 
for propriety, and that marriage is the time for propriety. The 
passions are all very well .until you are married ; but the fashions 
win last you all your life. 

I have no more to say on the choice of a husband. It is quite the 
simplest thing that a young girl has to learn, — you must find a quite 
colourless person, and flatter him a little; his vanity will do the 
rest. And when you are married to him, you will find him much 
easier to tolerate than a man who has any strong characteristic. Do 
not get into the habit of thinking marriage important ; it is only 
i important in so far as it affects externals ; it need not touch the 
interior of your life. 

I have received several letters. Ella has had poetry sent to her 
by her fiance^ and wishes to know if this would justify her in breaking 
the engagement. I think not. She can never be quite certain that 
it is the man^s own make ; and, besides, plenty of men are like that 
during the engagement period, but never suffer from it afterwards. 
The other letters must be answered privately. 


^^THE DEADLY CIGARETTE.^^ 

Have you heard the Yankee threat to suppress the Cigarette ? 

Ten dollars tax per thousand — as the French would say, par mille- 
Is the scheme proposed, forsooth, to protect the Yankee youth 
From poisons just discovered in his papier pur fill 

Such things might well have been in staring . 1?!®^ 
emerald green, 

Or even in the paler tint that *s christened ' 

“ Eau-de-mi:^ 

But it simply makes one sick to imagine 

arsenic ||< \ 

Is lurking in the spotless white of papier 


Strange the smoking French survive ! Surely 
none should be alive ; 

Fair France should be one mighty morgue 
from Biarritz to Lille, 

If there ^s also phosphorus, bringing deadly 
loss for us. 

In Hygiene’s new victim, luckless papier 
pur fi. 




Do not think that I am, for one moment, depreciating sentiment. 
I worship it ; I^ am a sentimentalist myself. But everything has its 
place, and sentiment of this kind belongs to young unmarried life — 
to the period when you are engaged, or when you ought to be 
engaged. The young man whom I have described— the crisp, perfect, 
ins^dy dry-toast man — would only be bored by a wife who wanted 
to be on sentimental terms mth him. I remember a case in point. 
A young rirl, whom I knew intimately, married a man who was, as 
a husbU.nd, perieot. They lived hapjSly enough for three or four 
years ; she had a oraple of children^ a beautiitil house, everything 
that cotad be desired. And then the trouble daifle. She had been 


Yet some Frenchmen live to tell they are 
feeling pretty well ; 

From dozing Concierge at home to marching ^ r 
Garde Mobile, 

You might safely bet your boots that, with loud derisive hoots, 
They ^d scout the thought of poison in their papier pur JiU 

Then how foolish to conclude that, because they hurt the dude. 
Smoking all day in the country, half the night as well en ville, 
After dinner Cigarettes, two or three, mean paying debts 
Of nature, or mean going mad, from papier pur HI 1 


YANS DE LUXE. 

Sir, — I am going to start a Caravan! It’s all the go now, and 
nothing like it for fresh air and seeing out-of-the-way country 
places. What ’s the good of Samlet with all the hamlets left out, 
eh ? We shall sleep in bunks, and have six horses to pull us up any 
Bunker's Sill we may come to. I intend doing the thing in style, 
like the Duke of Newcastle and Dr. Ooelon Stables. No gipsy- 
ing for yours truly I ^ I ’ve been calculating how many people I fiiall 
want, and I don’t think I can get on comfortably without all the 
following (they ’U be my following, d’ye see ?) 

1. Head Driver; 2. Understudy for Driver; 3. Butler; 4. Foot- 
man; 5. Yeterinary Surgeon ; 6. Carpenter (if wheel comes off, &c.) ; 
L Handy working Orator (to^ explain to people that we ’re not a 
Political yojD . ; 8. Electrician (in case horses go lame, and we have to 
use electricity) ; 9, 10, 11. Female Servants. 

T The Servants will have to occupy a separate van, of course. They ’ll 
be in ^e van and in the rear at the same time I I ’ll let your readers 
know how we get on. At present we haven’t even got off* 

Yours jauntily, 

The Htghwat-man {pro team). 


(cr SOIME—iUaeowd Commi^tions or Coatrilnitioao, whether MS., Priated Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desenption, will 
wiU^be no^iS^ptiou!*^ 'W'hen accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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VFNIPP RFQFRVFH ten paces and signalling to Poriza that he is all right so far, and 

vc,i\iv/c. rvCoCLriV cu. that she is not to he at all uneasy on his account. On coming in 

(A Sketch -^rom a Numhered Stall at Olympia.) sight of the caskets, he pauses and turns to the audience, as if it 

t liad only just occurred to him that the odds were two to one against 

On the Smge, the Scene represents A Public Place before the him, and he must be careful. Presently he jerks his right arm 
Arsenal, whore a number of artisans are apparently busily engaged above his head and strikes his forehead, to indicate a happy thought, 
in makmg horse-shoes on cold anvils in preparation for the launch of rushes at the golden casket, opens it, and slams the lid disgustedly. 

‘ The Adriatica. On extreme R. enter who expresses com- After which he signals to Portia that it is not such an amusing 

mercml embar^ssment by going through a sort of dumb-bell exercise game as he thought, and he doesn’t mean to play any more, beckons 
on a midge. On extreme l. enter Lorenzo, and Antomo, to his retinue and goes off, throwing his cloak over Ms shoulder with 

who observe, with mild surprise, that there are several other persons a gesture of manly and not unnatural annoyance. The Prince of 
present, and proc^d^ to point out objects of, local interest to one Arragon tries the silver casket next, with similar unsuccess. Then 
pother with the officious amiability of persons in the foreground of Passanio — ^with an elaborate pretence of uncertainty, considering he 
hotel advertisements. [Ilere a Small Boy in a hox, who has an im^^ can hardly have helped witnessing the proceedings — advances to the 
pression he is going to see a Pantomime, inquires audibly “ when the caskets, in front of which he performs a little mental calculation. 
Clown Part will begin and has to be answered and consoled.) finally arriving at the conclusion that, as the portrait is not in the 

Bassanio perceives afar off, and advances towards Mm with gold and silver boxes, it may not improbably be in the leaden one. 

stately deliberation, throwing out signals with one arm at intervals ; He actually does find it there, and exMbits it to Portia with extreme 
Antonio goes to meet him ; they shake each other by both hands with astonishment, as if it was Quite the last tMng he expected. Then 


affectionate cordiality, and then turn their 
backs on one another, as though, on reflec- 
tion, they found they had less to say than 
they had imagined. Presently Bassanio 
recollects why he wanted to see Antonio so 
particularly, and, by describing a circle in 
the air, and pointing from the electric lights 
above to the balcony stalls in front, and 
tapping Ms belt, puts Antonio at once in 
possession of Ms chronic impecuniosity, his 
passion for Portia, and his need for a small 
temporary loan. Antonio curls^ up Ms fists, 
raises them to the level of Ms ears, and 
then pretends to take his heart out of his 
doublet and throw it at Bassanio, who 
fields it with graceful dexterity, instantly 
comprehending with Italian intuition that 
his friend is, like Mmself , rather pressed for 
ready money, but is prepared to back a 
bill for any amount. Shyloch passes that 
way, and is introduced by Antonio as a 
gentleman in the city who is in the habit 
of making advances on personal security 
without inquiry. Shyloch extracts ima- 
ginary ink from his chest, and writes with 
one hand on the palm of the other, and 
cringingly produces a paper-knife— where- 
upon the transaction is complete, and the 
parties, becoming aware that a Grand Tri- 
umphal Procession is waiting to come in, 
and that they are likely to be in the way, 
tactfully suggest to one another the pro- 
priety of retiring. After the Procession, 
Valentina, “the lovely daughter of the 
proud Visconti , embarks on a barge with 
ter maidens to meet her betrothed. 

[In the Stalls, a Lady with a Catalogue, 
who hasn't been here before, mistakes this 
proceeding for “ The Launch of the Adria- 
tica,'^ but is set right by a friend who has, 
and is consequently^ able to inform her that 
Valentina is Portia on her way to plead 
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he advances to meet her, comparing her 
frequently with the picture, and expressing 
his approval of it as a likeness, and his 
determination to be taken by the same 
artist. Mutual satisfaction, interrupted 
by the arrival of a gondola with a letter 
from Antonio. To read it and impart its 
contents and the entire history of the bond 
to Portia, by a seniicircular sweep of the 
arm and sounding his chest, takes Bassanio 
exactly two seconds and a haH, after 
which he departs in the gondola, and the 
scene changes to the Piazzetta, where a 
variety of exciting events — ^including the 
Trial, a Musical Ballet, and a Call to Arms 
— ^take place, culminating in the embarka- 
tion of Venetian soldiers to recapture 
CMoggia, in three MgMy omamentai but 
slightly unseaworthy barges, as the Curtain 
falls on Act I. 

Interval of Fifteen Minutes, spent by 
some of the lady spectators in speculation 
whether the dark and light patches on the 
blue curtains are due to design or the 
action of damp. After wMch the Fortress 
of Chioggia is disclosed, with a bivouac of 
the Genoese garrison. A bevy of well- 
meaning maiuens enter with fruit and 
vegetables for the military, but, on the 
discovery that their wares are properties, 
and too firmly glued to the baskets to be 
detached, they retire in confusion. A small 
sail is seen behind the battlements; the 
soldiers poke at it with halberds until it 
retreats, whereupon, soldier - like, they 
dance. The sail returns with a stiU smaller 
one ; red Are is burnt under the walls, 
wMch so demoralises the Genoese soldiery 
that they all tumble down with precaution, 
and the Venetians burst in and stand over 
them in attitudes as the scene changes to 
an Island near Venice and a Grand 


“ Signals to Portia that it is not such an amusing 
game as he thought.” 


Skylock.) « Signals to Portia that it is not such an amusing Aqiiatu) Procession. mfeagent 

A mimic battle takes place on a bridge ^ game as he thought,” ^ Spectators in the Stalls identify the first 

— i.e., rival factions shake their fists ^ ® ^ four pairs of gondolas, — which are draped 

with prudent defiance over one another’s shoulders. [An Old respectively in icicles, pale green, rose-colour, and saffron, — as 
Lady in the Balcony, who has been watching this desperate typifying the Seasons; another pair come in^ draped in violet, 
encounter, finds that she has missed a very important Scene between which they find some difficulty in satisfactorily accounting for, 
Shylock and Jessica at the other end of the stage, and remorsefully When two more appear hung with white and gold with a harp and 
resolves to be more observant in future, as the Scene changes to palette at the prows, they grow doubtful, and the entrance of the two 
“ Portia's Palatial Home.") Portia enters [the Lady in the Stalls, last couples, which carry shrines and images, reduces them to hopeless 
who has been, here before, tells her companion that Portia’s dress was mystification. The Small Boy wishes to know whether anybody will 
“ lovely when it was clean"), and greets her guests hy extending be upset in the water, and being told that this is not a feature in the 
both arms and inviting them to inspect the palms of her hands, entertainment, conceives a poor opinion of the capacity of Mediceval 
thereby intimating that the abundance of canopied recesses, and the Venice for lighthearted revelry.) 

absence of any furniture to sit down upon, is due to the fact that Terrace near Portia’s Palace, Portia, Bassanio and the Doge 
the apartment has been recently cleared for a parlour game. The discovered enjoying a pasteboard banquet. 

company express a well-bred gratification hy bowing. Enter the [A Lady in the Stalls wonders whether it is correct to represent 
Prince of Morocco [who is of course identified by various Spectators Portia as knowing ' a Doge so intimately as all that," and doubts 
in the Stalls without Catalogues as “Othello,” or '"'‘the Duke of whether it is in Shakspeare.) 


Thingumbob — ^you know the chap I mean ”), followed hy Ms retinue ; The supper-table is removed, and the proceedings terminate hy a 
he kisses Portia's hand, as she explains to him, the Prince of Grand A1 Fresco Carnival. Ladies of the ballet dance hewitch- 
Arragon, and Bassanio, the rules of the game in three simple ges- ingly, while soldiers play at Bo-Peep betod enormous red hoops, 
tures. They reply, hy nourishes, that they have freq,uently played Finally the entire strength of the ballet link arms in one immense , 
it at home, and promise faithfully not to cheat. The three caskets line, and simultaneously execute a wonderful chromatic lack, upon 
are brought in and placed on a table ; the Prince of Morocco is the which the blue draperies descend amidst prolonged and thoroughly j 
first player, and walks towards them very slowly, stopping at every well-deserVed applause from a delighted audience. 


VOL. cn. 


z 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[Mat 28, 1892. 


THE (POLITICAL) LALY-OEIOKETEES. 

(A Colloquy near the Nets . ) 

[At the meeting of the Womeii’s Liberal Federation the following “ opera- 
tiye mandatory lesolution” Avas carried: — “That in pursuance of the 
resolution passed in May 1890, the Council now instructs the Executive - 
Committee that they shall promote the enfranchisement of women, including | 


infinite variety. ^ Wonderful, all the same, what perversely bad hits 
he will persist in making, at times. Does things now and again 
yon ’d think a school-girl with a bat would be ashamed of. 

First A. B. Ah, by the way, what do you think of these here 
new-fangled Lady- Cricketers ? 

Second A. B. {significantly)* Ask the Old ^Un what he thinks 
of ^em. 

First A* B* Ah ! can’t abide ’em, can he ? And yet he likes the 










approaching Election.”] ' now 

Scene — At the , 

Nets^^ on the St, [ ' ,1' >.//;. ‘I'r. . l, .. 

Stephen's Crichet ] • \ h , '' . 

Ground. "The (vioV ^ ' 

Champion'; has ■^!; I '!»„*} JrMst '-'llv, , . 

tme that m a ^ nmtch ^ 

tremendous sloggers * 

at the nets make a \'f'7 .> il'r ^ If fhm 

wonderful poor show , ,■' / j ! ■ ' / //V^/ W/vV/i 

when between wickets , ^ f 

with a watchful / ■' - y "/ <1 ’’J im'if'* *ii 

“ field ” round ’em. / 

Second A, B, {with r^DAr^c: i e 

candour). Ah, quite VanAvt“Lt 

so, of course. Every- Nu/rsery Gov&roiess, “Now, Ethel, say tour G 
one must have noticed Ethel, ‘ ' Shan’t I ’* 

that. With a demon Nursery Governess, “Oh, Ethel 1 Don’t you 

bowler in front of yer Thankful, and for suoh a nice Pudding too? 

flisnrlTnoi* ^otvi -ttjlt •» it t i. . •» 


Ir 















GRACE-LESS ! 


Nursery Governess, “Now, Ethel, say your Grace, like a good little Girl 1” 
Ethel, “ Shan’t r* 


ood friends of his, and 
me. 1 fancy it’s put 
their backs up a bit, 
eh? 

Fh st A, B, You bet I 
And it do seem ray- 
ther ongrateful like, 
don’t it now? Though 
; as fur as that goes J 
I don’t believe Cricket’s 
I a game for the petti- 
coats. 

Second A,B, Nor me 
neither. But bless 
yer they gets their 
I foot in in everything 
now; tennis, and golf, 

, and rowing and cetrer. 
And if you let ’em in 
at all, for your own 
pleasure, I don’t quite 
see how you ’re going 
to draw the line arbi- 
trary^ like just where 
it suits vow, as the 
Grand Old Slogger 
seems to fancy. 

First A, B, No; 
and, if you ask me, 
I say they won’t stand 
it, even from Mm, 
“ No,” says they, 
[“fair’s fair,” they 
Isays. “All very well 
I to treat us like vo- 
lunteer scouts at a 
country game, or at 
the nets, returning 
! the balls whilst you 
slog and show off. But 
I when we want to put 
; on the gloves and pads, 
i and take a hand at the 
I bat in a businesslike 
I way, you boggle, and 
! hint that it’s degra- 
! ding, unsexing, and 
' all that stuff.” 

Second A, B, Ah, 
that won’t wash. If 
it unsexes ’em to bat, 
it unsexes ’em to 
scout. And if the old 
} cricketing gan^ didn’t 
want the Ladies be- 
tween wickets, why, 
they shouldn’t have 
let ’em into the field, 
I say. Strikes me 
Lady Carlisle ’ll 
show ’em a thing or 
two. That “ operative 
mandatory resolu- 
tion” of hers means 
mischief — after the 


I WOULD BE THANKFUL, BUT” — {much distressed)— I can’t Finish it T 


that. With a demon Nursery Governess, “Oh, Ethel 1 Don’t you know it’s very Naughty not to be J-®3:t big match any- 
bowler in front of yer Thankful, and for such a nice Pudding too?” • Ladies wait, 

sendpg em down like Ethel, “I would be thankful, but” — {much distressed)— I can’t Finish it 1 ” and wait a bit more, 

hundred-tonners, and \ __J 1 wait in truth till the 

a blarmed cat of a wicket-keeper on the grab just at your back, day after to-morrow.” Yes ; but they won’t wait for ever, 
not to mention a pouncer at point, it puzzles the best of them to First A, B, Not they. Why, look youder ! There ’s one of ’em 
get ’em away, though “ in a position of greater freedom and less in full fig. Lady- Cricketer from cap to shoes— short skirt, kuickers, 
responsibifity,” practising at the nets, to wit, with only the ground- belt, blouse, gloves, and aU the rest of it. D’ye think that sort 
bowler and a few scouts fielding, they may punish ’em properly. means volunteer scouting only ? Not a bit of it. Mean playing the 
First A, B, Ah, well, one must allow that the Champion plays the game, Sir, and having regular teams of their own. 
game right away all the time. ^ _ Second A, B, Look at her! She’s a speaking to the Grand '.Old 

Second A. B, Yes. Age cannot wither bim, nor custom stale his Champion himself ! 
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THE POLITICAL LADY-CRICKETERS. 

Lady CricJceter, ** A Team of oue own ? I should think so 1 If we 'eb good enough to Scout foe tou, why shouldn’t we 

TAKE A TUEN AT THE BaT ? ** 


First A, J?. G^iying: him a Mt of her mind, you bet. What that doesn’t want to s^oil his game ; but that, after the next g^eat All 
she ’s sa3ring ? England Match, if not sooner, they mean to haye a team of their own, 

Second A, B, Why, that she admires his style immensely, and and go in for the game all round I First A, B. Ah, what did I say? 





I don’t pretend to be a judge of a borse ; except for their colour 
CONFESSIONS OF A DUFFER. they all seem pretty much alike to me. Nor did I haunt race-courses 

Y TTTT? ATT TTn7 TTI-RP much, people there are (^ten Very Unrefined, ^d the King IS extremely 

No. X. THE HTJrFER ON THE TUIi . noisy and confusing. Once I heard a_man offering to lay considerable 

“A HOESE for a protection is a deceitful thing,” as the Scotch against the ;geld, and I offered in a shy and hesitating ma^er, 

translator of King David has it, and I entirely agree with him. I to accept them. He asked me what horse I hacked r I said none in 
rather wish to he protected from a horse, than expect any succour particular, the Fidd at large, aU of them, ^ 

from a creature so large, muscular and irrational. Far from being very remarkable, f 

“courageous,” as his friends say, the horse (I am not speaking of shout in rather a discourteous manner. Once, too, when I had won 
the war?horse) is afraid of almost everything, that is why I am afraid some money, I lost it all on the hack, 

of him. He is a most nervous animal, and I am a nervous rider, cards, not nearly so complex and difficult as whist. One need only 
He is afraid of a bicycle or a wheel-barrow, which do not alarm the to say which of three cards, in the dealer s hand, J^as the card one 


most timid bipeds, and when he is afraid he shies, and when he shies had cnosen. ler here i was nnany 

I no longer remain. Irrational he is, or he would not let people ride at first, and I am led to suppose that some kind of deight of han^ 
him, however, I never met a horse that would let me do so. It is had been employed; or, pemaps, thay^he card of my choice had m 
witll the horse as an instrument of gambKng that I am concerned, some manner been smuggled away, ^oweve^ once on a racecourse 
In that sense I have “backed” him, in no other sense to any I saw a horse which I fancied on his merits. He looked very Ml and 
satisfactory result. With all his four legs he stumbles more than strong, and was-of a pretty colour, also he had a mce^ He was 
one does , with only a pair , — — . w/anrf'got" “on” \t 


easy opulence seemed open. |L_ any'where, and I haw 

Then I took to backing • , \ -■=: 

horses, a brief madness. 1 •, WW \ \ about him ten pounds the 

read all the sporting papers, hi wfi ^ amount of my bet, which he 

and came to the conclusion Vm fM msi^ed on receiving as 

that the prophets are naught. iiot necessarily 

If you look at their vatioina- I ^ |pr publication, he said, 

tions, you wiU find that they hmL ^ i “ but ag a guarantee of good 

all select their winners out A % v/.l faith. Kace - courses are 

of the first four favourites. i crowded, confusing places, 

Anybody could do that. Now ^ I// ttilllW l I doubt not, that so 

the first four favourites do ^ If ii||||^^ loSuig^^or^ met°^ ^But ^w^ 

how’ short are the od(£ you \ ^ W. |Pij|™Tj meets his eye, probably he 
get — hardly worth mention- I Ml nillll will send a cheq^ for £700 

ingl l^or^s occasionally ^ jjj to^he 

Se SSsSThich**Ims / M Wm^K most fortunate cow on the 

in search, not the hackneyed ^ Vu Turf, and above all, reflected 

favomites of M Press^and \ \V ^ m ^ credit on my judgment of a 

you win find, is ukally the 1 1| M|| afterwards 

attitude of the Duffer, who, m ijh ^ with a friend on this event, 

in my time, was known, I V I expressed surprise that my 

cannot say why, as the . VA/u .il horse had not been a la- 

“ Juggins.” I liked to bring vV\Av^ ^ ^ vounte, considering his 

a little romance into my '--J ^ Ws. agreeable exterior. ^ 

speculations. Often I have nnA^ " ‘ Why, you Juggms, he 

backed a horse for his name, .v-,, >j c .. , answered, ‘ Humtifoo was 

for something curious, or lite- / a moral — everybody knew 

rary, or classical ab(mt his “Yet here I ^as finally unsuccessful.” 

name. Xanthus^ or Fodar^- he wasn t meant , ne was 

yw5, or Fhaeton, or Lampusa has often carried my investment to an being kept for the Polehampton Stakes. ^ He only won because he 
inconspicuous position in the ruck. Another plan of mine, which I got the better of little Bothekby, his jockey, 'vmo couldn t hold 
believe every Duffer adopts, was backing my dreams— those horses of him. Why, the crowd nearly murdered him, and his master sacked 
air. About the time of the Derby one always reads about lucky him on the spot— the little idiot ! ” , -n 

persons who backed a dream. But one does not read about the I do not quite understand this explanation. Poor Rumtifqo was 
unluckjr persons who take the same precaution. Several millions of “moral,” like the “ moral mare ” mentioned by Aeistotle in the 
people in this county read, talk, and think about nothing but race- Mhtcs, He did his best to win, and he did win ; what else can you | 
horses. WTien the Socialists have their way, may I advise them to ask for in a horse ? 

keep up Hovemment or communal racing studs and stables ? What There is, apparently, more in horse-racing than meets the eye. 1 
the Dotting is to be done in, if there is no money f^which is con- am not addicted to remembering much about the “ previous per- 
templated as I understand), is not obvious. But the p^le will f ormances ” of horses, as some men are, who will tell you that C^mc 
insist on having races, and what is a race without a bet ? ELowever, was third in the Kelso Hunt Cup for last year, and that you ought 
1 these considerations wander from the subject in hand. With a to keep an eye on him for the Ayrshire Handicap. But I have 
fourth of the population thinking about horses, a large proportion remarked that horses are not like men ; they do not always run 
must dream about horses. Out of these dreams, perhaps one in one almost equally well, though the conditions of the race seem similar, 
hundred and fifty thousand comes true, and about that dream we No doubt this is owing to the nervousness of the animal, who may 


hardly mentioned in the bet- 
ting, and I got “on” at 
seventy to one, very reason- 
able odds. I backed him 
then, and he won, with great 
apparent ease, for his jockey 
actually seemed to be hold- 
ing him in, rather than 
spurring him in the regret- 
table way which you some- 
times see. But when I went 
to look for the person with 
whom I had made my bet, 
I was unable to find him 
anywhere, and I have never 
met him since. He had 
about him ten pounds, the 
amount of my bet, which he 
had insisted on receiving as 
a deposit, “ not necessarily 
for publication,” he said, 
“ but as a guarantee of good 
faith.” Kace - courses are 
crowded, confusing places, 
and I doubt not, that so 
scrupulous a man was also 
lookmg for me. But we 
have never met. If this 
meets his eye, probably he 
will send a cheque for £700 
to the office of 3fr. Ftmch, 
I have often regretted the 
circumstance, as it was my 
most fortunate coujy on the 
Turf, and above all, reflected 
credit on my judgment of a 
horse. 

Conversing afterwards 
with a friend on this event, 
I expressed surprise that my 
horse had not been a fa- 
vourite, considering his 
agreeable exterior. 

“Why, you Juggins,” he 
answered, ‘ ‘ Fumtifoo was 
a moral — everybody knew 
that ; but everybody knew 
he wasn’t meant ; he was 
3 s. He only won because he 
is jockey, who couldn’t hold 
d him, and his master sacked 


Gate, and my money followed them, 


lost my betting-book. It is really extraordinary how things do get 
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lost. Perhaps I left it in a railway carriage. Afterwards I tried to mezzo, foreboding ill, presaging tragedy, — magnificent ! And as 
put my bets, as far as I conld remember them, down on a large sheet Mancinelli bows from his seat, acknowledges the thunder of 
of paper, and I think I got it very nearly right. But I left the applause — ^this was the thunder in the atmospnere— and pulls his 
paper lyin|: about in the ubrary in a very interesting first edition of forces together again to repeat and emphasize the triumph— IDetirio- 
Fhtinus,^ I believe, and either the housemaid burnedf it, or my host lan’tjs shuts up his lorgnette, beams on the world around, and 
threw it into the waste-paper basket. At all events, it was lost, and murmurs to himself, “Waterloo is won!” Decides thereupon to 
I have no head for figures, and things got mixed somehow. The give the same performance on Thursday, and does so, with repetition 

I book-maker’s recollection of the circumstances was not the same as i of triumph. 

I mine. But I began quite a fresh book, on imaginative principles, on ! Kow one word as to a picturesque detail. The action takes place 
the course. I had not a good Ascot. And as Racing gives me a i on Easter Sunday, not on Palm Sunday ; but Archbishop Deubio- 


tne course, i naa not a gooa Ascot. Ana as Jiacing gives me a on Jhiaster bunaay, not on raim Sunday ; but Arcnbisnop Deueio- 
headache, and I seldom meet any people on the Turf ymo are at all LAinrs has issued a pastoral melody dispensing his flock from the 
interested in the same things as myself, I have ^yen it up for good, usual custom, and allowing them to have the palms distributed on 
They say I am a good deal regretted by the Ring. It is always Easter Sunday, for the s^e of the show. Palmam qui meruit 


They say I am a good deal regretted by the 


pleasant to remember having made a favourable impression. \ fer at, — and well does each one of the Chorus deserve his or her palm. 

And do not those in front who are nervous as to splitting their glove - 
seams, also bare their palms to applaud this Opera ? Why certainly. 
THE OP ERA- GOER’S DIARY. Tmljr, sir Deueioiantjs Aechiepiscopus Dispeysatoe, well hast 

thou inaugurated the palmy days of this Opera Season. 

Monday^ May 16. — Sound the trumpets. Beat the drums ! All Friday » — Faust selected because alliteration in Faust and Friday. 
Hail to Sir DEimiOLAircrs Opebaticits, the most successful Knight A trifle, but as Deueiolantts says, “ The world is governed by trifles.” 
of the Season ! A brilliant audience in a brilliant house lighted by Wise saw this, with practical modem instance. Yak" Dyck look- 


It is always Easter Sunday, for the s^e of the show. Palmam qui meruit 

• /» i T n 1 _ 1 (» 1 1 • 1 1 


OPERA-GOER’S DIARY. 


thousands of additional electric 
lights, acclaimed with rapture the 
awakening of Opera. Philemon 
et Baucis began it, a work by 
Q-ootod (which is not intended for 
swearing) of great sweetness and 
light; and this was followed bj 
PiETEO MASCAOisn’s Gavollena 
Busticana, “Rustic Chivalry,” 
which might be ep^ammatically 
described as a “ Clod-hopper a.” 
PhiUmon et Baucis is charming. 
M. Montaeiol was a capital 
PhiUmon, and Mile. Sigeid 
Aenolusen as Baucis, a sort of 
classical Little Bo-peep, received 
a hearty welcome on her return to 
the Covent Garden House and 
Home. M. PLANgoir was the 
thoroughly French Jupin, and 
M. Castelmaey an amiable 
Vulcan; both most accomplished 
Divines. Altogether, a perfect 
quartette. The graceful inter- 
mezzo only escaped an encore be- 
cause the knowing ones among 
the gods and groundlings felt 
that too much enthusiasm at first 
might do serious damage to the 
subsequent reception of the great 
intermezzo of the evening. All on 
qxd vive for great intermezzo. 
Anticipations of event heard in 
the lobbies. Anxiety depicted on 
some countenances, but most 
features looking happy and hope- 
ful. The members of what was 
once known as “the Organising 
Committee ” nod encouragingly to 
one another as they pass^ to and 
fro ; the ofdcials and habituis ex- 











The G-ood and Great Archbishop Drunolanus Coventgardenus giving 
his Chorus Block permission to use Palms on Easter Sunday, 
Quite “the palmy days” of the Opera. 


ing like a Rembrandt, a Faust- 
rate Faust, and Miss Emma Eames 
a charming Marguerite. Mens. 
PLANgoN’s Mephistopheles d la 
Frangaise, Mons. Ceste good as 
Valentine. A propos of Valentine 
and his soldiers, why do the army 
and their friends who come to 
welcome them, invariably turn 
their hacks on the trium]phal pro- 
oessien, taking no sort ot interest 
in it whatever ? Also, why is that 
banner persistently and purpose- 
lessly waved during the whole of 
the great Soldiers’^ Chorus? Is 
this the reason why nowadays the 
ever-popular Soldiers’ Chorus is 
seldom encored? As this mono- 
tonous action on the part of the 
Bannerman (not Campbell of 
that nk, but the ensign-bearing 
supernumerary) suggests “flag- 
ging interest,” hadn’t it better be 
abolished altogether? 

Saturday. — Great excitement in 
outer Hall. Everybody buzzing 
about. What has happened ? Has 
dynamite been found ? Has some 
eminent vocalist “gone up to see,” 
and can’t come down again in 
time? Sir DErEiOLANtrs is pre- 
sent, explaining matters to the 
criticSj and repeating explanation 
in various tongues to eager foreign 
inquirers. The sentinels eye the 
moving scene with determination 
and bayonets fixed. At a word 
from Sir Detjeiolaeps, they will 
give an extra charge, and rout the 
crowd. “ What is it all about ? ” 
asks little Peteexin. SirDEimio- 


ohange greetings without any expression of opinion. Sir Detjeio- laxtts can tell him, Madame CALvi is indisposed, and V Amico 
LANITS does not issue forth until the right moment, when he can shut Fritz cannot be performed. So Gltjce’s Orfeo is substituted in a 
up his opera- glass with a click, and give the word to Field-Marshal happy-g’lucky sort of way. The two Ravogli are excellent, and 


LANITS does not issue forth until the right moment, when he can shut Fritz cannot be performed, 
up bis opera-glass with a click, and give the word to Field-Marshal happy-g’lucky sort of way. 
Makcikelli to lead his men to the attack. For the present, “Wait” Box and Stall are satisfied. 

is the mot d^ordre, “and this,” quoth a jig-maker, “is the only 

weight in the entire entertainment.” ^ OUR B 

Up goes the Curtain, and those who remember the Cavallena as it , -.r rr >» -d 

was put on “ in another place,” to use parliamentary language, see ^ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ Mes. HjEioncKEE,” my Baronite writes, “ dedicates to her brother, 

■I -rr^. 1 ±. -J.I J 


was pui^ on m anoLiier uiaoe, lo ubo parnanieiitary see j tt 1 * ij j.* ^ 

at the first glance that this representation is going to he quite another Lord Hotohtok, ter first essay in fiction, on the gro^ that he 

pair of shoes. The stage management is admirable : not a second critic. ^ me 

mthout movement, and every movement with a motive-musical or i^ot stand in need of the adventitious aid of fr^ernal kindhne^^^^ 
dramatic, or both. Madame Calve ’s Santuzza is operatically and recommend it to the reader. The story of ^ 

histrionically— but especially the latter— a triumph ; and “ this is the sense of duty has been told before ; but ^s. HEi^ixm endows her 

verdict of us aR.” Giulia Ravogli makes a griat part of Lola; the Tersion with a charm, of simphcity 

many-talented little MUe. Baueemeistee’s Lucia is not quite up to glows the fire of passion. Moreover, she writes exi^llent Englwh, 
her own Maria jo. Faust. _As for the men, the singing and the ac^g ^^hioh laies who make books do someh^^^ is a p^y st^ is 


JLkWA VTf JUL JL WUI.I3 AVA VAJLV JLU.V4J.* WAAV MAAVk VAAV^ 

of Signor De Lucia as Turiddu (ye gods ! what a name !), am 
Mons. Dueeiche as Alfio cannot be surpassed. 


so sad. Colonel St. Auhyn might just as well have married Mary 
Gifard, and lived ever after in that charming Brereton Royal which ; 

•m.w'*' ^ 1 -1.1 -I- - j : I 


Buh^storthe trfSo^ row onite renresentatiTe to- doubtless sketches from life. If she had insisted <m 

of L ItSr^d^n^eL^S'SnHf®^ - cripple for life, her dictum could not We been 

Coster Chevaixee might do if this Opera were Londonised) between there ought to have been a union between Wilham and Mary. 
Turiddu-de-Luda and Santuzza- CcUve is over, the latter has de- ; ^ ~ Y-rrr x o t> 

nounced her former lover, there is thunder in the air — the atmosphere W3Bnr are the Obstructives like last Season’s Walnuts r — Because 

is heavy with fate — and the stage is clear. Then comes the inter- they are troublesome to Peel. 
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TO LOED SALISBUEY. 

{By a Perturbed Tory,) 

[“"We trust that the present Administration will 
not commit the blunder of attempting to * gain 
favour with this or that section of the con- 
stituencies, by indulging in loose talk on econo- 
mical q[uestions/ ” — The Stmdard.’\ 

To thxunp the Drum Ecclesiastic 
Was very likely mere parade ; 

But oh, why make yourself seem plastic 
To the fanatics of Fair Trade ? 

Of course a warning no “ incitement” ; 

You only said, in tones of thunder, 

The valiant Ulstermen to fight meant, 

And on your soul you didn’t wonder. 
Encouragement in that f Q-o to I 
Did shouting Saundeeson so take it ? 

{Still it did raise a hullabaloo. 

It settling novo^ joon^t re-awahe it ! ) 

ISfo ; civil war is far — and fudge I 
But why the dickens make suggestions 
That England is inclined to budge 
An inen on Economic Questions ? 

Let Howabd Vincent, if he likes, 

Talk Fair Trade ” fustian ; no one listens. 
But you f — ^best keep to slating Strikes. 

You het the eye of Haecoitet glistens, 

And OrLADSTONE reading with a grin. 

Says, “ iN'ow 1 have him on the hip ! ” 

This will not do, if we ’re to win. 

Of course, dear Lord, ’twas hut a slip. 

But then :^ou do make such a lot ; 

Explaining them away gets wearying. 

You seem as though — of course, ’tis rot ! — 
Our Free Trade system you were querying. 


That cock won’t fight ; Protection ’s dead, 
Don’t trot its ghost out. Just ask Gos- 
CHEN ! 

That Silver Conference, too ! His head 
Must have gone woolly, I ’ve a notion. 

Fire us with militant suggestions ; 

Your loyal followers they embolden. 

But upon Economic Questions 
Bemember Silence is so golden I 

Bepoeted Disappeaeance of the Beoad 
Gattue, — It has been “converted,” and in this 
sense our old friend. The Broad Gauge, with 
its easy-going ways, is defunct for ever. Is 
the conversion for the better ? From ‘ ‘ broad” 
to “narrow” is not, ordinarily speaking, 
beneficial to the individual or to society. And 
as applied to lines that fall in such pleasant 
places as do those of the Great Western, will 
the change to “ narrow ” result in the same 
breadth of view which the passengers have 
hitherto enjoyed? Will the ideas of the 
management and direction of the G. W. B. 
change from “broad” to “narrow”? We 
see it mentioned that the * ‘ cross sleepers ’ ’ have 
been disturbed and re-laid (enough to make 
them crosser than ever ; the ceremony should 
have been accompanied by a band playing 
selections from “ YAe Sleeper Aioakened^^), 
and that “ an inner row of chairs ” is already 
fixed. But chairs are not so comfortable for 
sleepers as the good old-fashioned broad- 
gauge-G.-W.-B. first-class seat, in which, 
after you had lunched, you could repose 
from Swindon to Exeter. However, we all 
know the safety of choosing the “narrow” 


and so, no doubt, the spiritually-minded 
Directors of the G.W.Il. have acted with the 
best intentions and upon the most unanimous 
resolutions. Yet “intentions” or “resolu- 
tions ” are more compatible with the ‘ ‘ broad ” 
than the “ narrow ” way. 

firrlr ^ramluell. 

Boen 1808. Died 1892. 

Alas ! The Busy “ B ” is dead, 

No more we’ll hear him buzz a- wing, 

Nor picture with a smiling dread 
The pungent terrors of his sting. 

As lo’s gadfiy was this “ B ” 

To Sentiment and to Pretence. 

Oh, Property ! Ak, Liberty 1 
Fallen in your supreme defence ! 

Gone is the friend that in a phrase 
The “ Common Sense ” of things could settle, 
That with a stroke could slay a craze, 

And folly lash with fiail of nettle. 

Who now will thunder in the Times 
Against the Socialistic Bad’s tone ? 

Who ’ll fiout the cant and check the crimes 
Of him, the alL-surviving Gladstone ? 

Militaey Toxjenament at Islington suc- 
cessful as ever. AH the glory of war, as 
Mr. JoEEOCKS observed in his lecture, with 
one-half per cent, of its danger. Under 
command of Major Tullt. For seats, apply 
per Tully-phone. 
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ON MY LADY’S POODLE 



I wonder, wonder, at a loss 
To justify such wayward snarling- — 
It makes her very, very cross 
My poor opinion of her darling ; 


I wo^TDER what on earth it is 
That makes me think my lady’s poodle ! 
(Her minion smug of solemn pmz,) 

The pink and pattern of a noodle : 

Its eyes are deep ; their look, serene ; 

Its lips are sensitive and smiling ; 

But oh ! the gross effect, I ween, 

Is, passing measure, dull and riliug. 

It is not that its locks are cris]^ ; 

Your humhle servant’s hair is crisper, 

It is not that its accents lisp ; 

I, too, affect a stammered whisper : 

Hor that a gorgeous how it wears 
And struts with particoloured bib 
on; 

I like these macaronic airs ; 

I ’m very fond of rainbow ribbon. 

Hor can it be — of this I ’m sure-;- 
Because she pampers all its wishes 
And tempts her peevish epicure 
With dainty meats in aainty dishes. 

To teU the truth, while J’w ner guest. 

My little wants and whims she 
studies ; 

If “Beau ” ’s a rival, I protest 
Ho jealous tincture in my blood is. 

The cause (should pride the cause withhold, 
She bodes and I deserve a scrimmage,) 
The cause is this— she calls, I ’m told, 

The little brute my “ Living image ! ” 


me afternoon tea in a little sanctum behind 
the shop, and chatted pleasantly. My 
wife’s friend the head of Firm. Said the 
Ceylon Mixture was a mistake — really in- 
tended for kitchen use — ^but as they ’ve only 
just started business, their stocks have got 
jumbled together. She hoped— quite peni- 
tently — that I would “overlook the error.” 
What could I say ? WTiat I did was to order 
a whole box of their “Incomparable Congou,” 
at four shillings a pound. 

Wife (when I tell her of this) seems sur- 
prised. Says “ she won’t send me shopping 
again.” But can one call this cosy — this tea- 
cosy — social visit to three accomplished 
women by the vulgar term “ shopping ” P 

Wife mcautiously mentions that she is 
“out of Coffee.” Gives me an excuse to call 
on Firm again, and see if they sell Coffee too. 
Yes, they do. Head of Firm more fascinating 
than ever. Asks me “ if I would mind, as a 
very great favour, mentioning her tea to all 
my City friends ? She knows I have great 
influence in the City.” Says this with win- 
ning smile. Query — is not Mincing Lane 
rather an appropriate locality for Lady Tea- 
dealers ? 

Later. Wife has forbidden my ever going 
to Mincing Lane again! Says the box of 
“Incomparable Congou” was mere “dust.” 
So are my hopes ! 

A DENTIST’S WAITING-ROOM. 

Clasping tight my jaw, I staggered, 

Pale and haggard. 

To this room. 

Where were fellow-martyrs sitting 
In befitting. 

Solemn gloom ; 

Whilst they turned, with air dejected. 
Books collected 

To amuse, 

Graphics^ or accumulated 
Illustrated 

London News, 

How they glared I Ho fellow-feeling 
O’er them stealing, 

Made them kind ; 

“ Touch of nature ” that is dental 
Makes no mental 

Kin, I find. 

There I sat, the numbers growing 
Less, each going 

To his fate — 

What a dismal occupation ! 

My elation 

Was not great — 



Heard the butler call each saddened. 
Toothache -maddened 

Victim’s name ; 

Watched them wincing as they strode out: 
I should no doubt 

Look the same. 

Then, when me he had to take in, 

“Mr. AikinI” 

Made me quail ; 
O’er the after vivisection 
Recollection 

Draws a vefl. I 


LADY GATS SELECTIONS. 

Dear Me. Punch, — ^My dear friend. Lady 
Haeeiet Entoucas, said to me, the other 
day at Kempton, when 1 told her to have a 
sovereign on Conifer : — “ My dear Lady Gay, 
your tips are so marvellous that I really 
wonder you don’t write to the papers I ” 
Being struck with the idea, my thoughts 
naturally fiew to you— not only as the most 
gallant Editor of my acquaintance, but also 
as probably the only one hitherto unrepre- 
sented with a regular Turf Correspondent. 

It is, therefore, with true feminine confidence 
that I place my services at your disposal, 
and, my information being of the most unre- 
liable description (derived invariably from 
the owners), I feel sure that those of your 
readers who follow my tips will have no 
cause to regret their temeritjr, as, being like 
all women, nothing if not original, I intend 
to tip, not the probable winner^ but the prob- 
able last horse in important races I 

As I invariably attend all the fashionable 
meetings and most of the unfashionable 
(incognito of course the latter), it can be left 
to me to decide which horse was last — thus 
reducing the matter to a certainty — dis- 
tinctly an object to be gained in making a 
bet — ^whatever men may say to the contrary. 

An ancestor of mine (the poet of the name) 
— Shaving transmitted to me a spark of his 
genius— I propose to give my selections in 
verse — select verse in fact, and will now in 
concluding my letter, give my tip for the 
probable last horse in the Derby— (which, 
by the way, happens in this case to be a 
mare— I repeat— 1 am nothing if not original!) 
—and, before doing so, I should like to express 
my sympathy with the Duke of Westminstee 
and JOHN PoETEE, who have indeed had an 
Orme-ful of trouble with the unfortunate 
erstwhile Derby Favourite, which would un- 
doubtedly have been my selection had he not 
been scratched ! Yours devotedly. 

Lady Gat, 

“The Tip.” 

The Baron boldly said, “ Je vais 
Renvoyer cette dep^che : 

‘ A Monsieur Fey of London Town. 

Tin livre sur La Fleche I ’ ” 


HYDE PARK CORNER. 

(May, 1892.) 

My hansom here completely stuck ; 

Ho chance to catch my train, worse luck ! 
I sit and wonder : 

Why should the roads be up in May ? 
Who muddles matters in this way. 

With bungling blunder ? 

What use to make a shapeless space, 
Where rambling roadways interlace, 

And, in the Season, 

To close just what was meant to save 
This block, because they want to pave ? 

What is the reason ? 

By Jove, it ’s like some years ago, 

The traffic stopping in a row 
In Piccadilly ! 

The Vestry does not care a pin 
For all the muddle that we ’re in ; 

They ’re much too silly, 

Perhaps they’d say theyTmeant it well. 

I do not know. All I can tell 

Is that I ’m raving. 

I ’d send that Vestry down below. 

Where aU. such good, intentions go. 

To make more paving ! 


PAIR TRADERS. 

Lady friend of my" wife’s wants us to “ try 
her tea”! Seems she’s started (with two 
other Ladies) as Firm of Tea Merchants in 
City. What are we coming to ? Or rather, 
what are male Tea Merchants coming to r 
Mr. Registrar Brougham, most likely. In 
incautious moment — as I was out— wife pro- 
mised to give her an order for a couple of 
pounds of her “ best Ceylon Mixture.’^ 

Tried it. Hever tasted such vile stuff! 
Wife agrees, and asks me to call at the Firm’s 
Offices and see if they haven’t got anything 
with more Ceylon and less Mixture in it. 
Don’t much like the job. How can one blow 
up a woman whom one will have to meet in 
one’s own drawing-room, calling ? 

Have looked in. Must say that Tea-deal- 
eress is better than her tea. Really quite 
an attractive person. The three of them gave 
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mou THE SHADES. 

{At the Sign of the “ Castor 
amd PollxLx,'') 

Deab Mistee Punch,-— 
Look at ’ere ! This is not 
one of your penny papers — 
there was none on ’em in my 
time— ups and says, says it : 
— “The travellingf ex^nses 
from America of Mr. Jack- 
son, who is coming to Eng- 
land to fight Mr. Slavin for 
the Championship of the 
World, are reckoned at no 
less than £160.” 

Wy, wot a deUkit plarnt, 
wot a blooming hexotic, this 
“Mister” Jackson (oh, the 
pooty perliteness of it ! ) must 
he! Saloon passage and fust- 
class fare, 1 persoom, for the 
likes of Hm. Isters and 
champagne, no doubt, and 
liquoor brandy, and six- 
penny smokes I A poor old 
png like me wos glad of a 
steak and inguns, and a ’arf 
ounce o’ shag, with a penny 
clay. And as to “ travelling 
hexpenses” — I wonder wot 
the Noble Captings of oitr 
day would ’ave said to the 
accounts laid afore your 
“National Sporting Club ! ” 
£2000 for the Purse, and 
£150 for Mister Jackson’s 
travelling hexpenses! ! I Oh, 
I'say ! Pugs is a-looking up ! 
And yet I’m told some o’ 
your cookered-up fly-flappers 
carnt ’it a ’ole in a pound 
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Think of the cotton-laden 
trains 

Direct from Manchester to 

Think of the Sheffield Rail- 
way’s gains, 

Not of your lilac or acacia ! 

'‘ONE TOUCH OF NATURE.” 

To introduce in a monu- 
ment to a great writer a pre- 
sentment of one of his most 
popular characters, as Mr. 
F. Edwin Elwell has done 
in his bronze statue of 
“ Charles Dickens and 
'Little WeZ/,’” is decidedly 
a pretty notion. “ The 
child,” looking up into the 
face of the great creative 
genius, who loved this off- 
spring of his sympathetic 
fancy better than did all her 
other admirers, is a pathetic 
! figure, and gives to the 
monument a more human 
and less coldly mortuary as- 
pect than, unhappily, is usual 
in such work. It is a “ touch 
of Nature ” that makes even 
the adjunct of the mauso- 
leum akin to the quick world 
of the living and loving. The 
vivid valiant genius, who so 
detested and denounced the 
sui^rfiuous horrors with 
which we surround death 
and the tomb, would cor- 
dially have approved it, 
little as was his love for 
monumental effigies, or care 


Iv 3i 0x6 XJx £L pOlXlXQ. 'frit* 1Q 

O’ butter, or stand a straight WHAT OTJR ARTIST (THE OHE WHO PAINTS THE PRETTY eSra tS. ^ 


faStT^Evwitfl?:^Sf “ KISS-MAMMY ” PICTURES) HAS TO PUT HP WITH. ' ' ’ A========r^ 

and faking pays a jolly sight Tommy, “ It ’ s A little Giel, fast asleep, with hee Doll in hee Arms I ” Yeey “ French before 

better than ’onesty and ’ard Jimmy. “Yes; and when she wakes up, won't she be Frightened Breakfast.” — It was re- 

’itting, ^ at that great big Bird I ** ported in the Times that a 

Well, well, Mister Punch, ^ M. Boulez fought four duels 

I’m hout of it now, thanksbe. Audi ain’t between nine and ten on Wednesday morn- 

sure as I could shape myself ’andy to the ST. JOHN^S WOOD. ing, severely wounded his four adversaiies, 

Slugger Sullivan and Jem Smith kind o’ and then, after this morning’s pleasure, 

caper. The “resources o’ science ” is so re- These hapless homes of middle class, went about his business, that is his ordinary 

markable different from what they wos in Can they escape annihilation business, as if nothing particular had hap- 

my days, and include so many new-fangled When come, in place of trees and grass, pened. To this accomplished swordsman tne 

barnies as we worn’t hup to. These ’ere A filthy goods-yard and a station ? series of combats had been merely like taking 

pugilistic horchids, so to speak, wants deliket yi* i • -r ^ little gentle exercise "pour fairs Rouler 

’andlmg %n the Bing, as well as hout on it, ^uch seclusion sheltered Peers, ^ sangP The combatants, as it turns out, 

and a fair ’ammering from a ’onest bunch o’ dheir wealth and influence might save it ; appear to have been like Falstaff^s “men in 
fives might spile the pooty look of ’em for speculator ever fears buckram ” 

their fust-clarss Saloons, Privet Boxes, and Artists or writers such as crave it ; ’ 

Or if it housed the Working Man Law.— “ To whom 

SON, hskvire, an oetrer, an cetrer, an cetrer k lu nousea tne w orking man,^ an amnnfnfArl lirn'K hAlnno-?” mipn'ps 

(put it all in, please, Sir, as I vant to he per- Would Lords or Commons dare eject him ? ^putated HmD 

that inly day a bWy too\^y the clamour if you cau ! ' toffetber demoded t£t 

it so^ But you, who only use your brains— &iven up to him). The answer is clear. An 

It so), ior-hm Travellmg Hex^uses ! 1 1 amputated Hmb belongs to no body J 

ina, yours— why save you from the trains ? 

toCHicEBiT. For4met,doyousay? How funny! In Defence of the Great Paradoxist. 

^lity ! ^ iteaSlSf IrtTnd beS, 

.t fatality, Tim Commons also think that way ; You may say, if you please, he ’s unable to 

uhjects bore ’em, ^ higher duty. sing. * [art,” — 

gue on plurality , ta But, oh, you must own he’s a “work of 

form a quorum? speculators shout, A “beautiful untrue thing I ” 

lis to denote And jmiUionnaires take up the story, ^ 

Like “ One Man They thrust m Art and Nature out, 

* For Trade is England’s greatest glory. Aspirations. — A Music-hall Manager told 

the Parliamentary Committee sitting on 

Then, if a careless House some day Theatres and Places of Entertainment, that 

Mrs, Humphry Permit the Chaimel Tunnel boring, he did not believe in Art with a capital 

Trouble with T hink how this railway line would pay ; A, Perhaps he believed in Art with a 

eve no more ! If you had shares you ’d cease deploring. capital H ? 


‘French before 


Yours to kommand, 

The Chicken. 


The people’s voice, the uohle’s money, 
Not yours— why save you from the trains ? 
For quiet, do you say ? How funny ! 

Perhaps you think, because in May 
The talk is all of Art and beauty, 


Singular Plurality ! The talk is all of Art and beauty, 

0 Shaw-Lefevre, was it but fatality, The Commous also think that way ; 

Or couldit be because the subjects bore ’em, they have a higher duty. 

That, when you wished to argue on plurality, i i j. -l 
A bout one Member came to form a quorum? shout. 

No doubt the others meant this to denote And miUionnaires take up the story, 

That when you speak you like “One Man. Tw t^ust ^^t and Nature out. 

One Yote.” Trade is England’s greatest glory. 

_ , Then, if a careless House some day 

Friendly Advice to Mrs. Humphry Permit the Channel Tunnel hormg, 
Ward, a propos of her Trouble with Think how this railway line would pay : 
HER Adverse Critics. — Grieve no more ! If you had shares you ’d cease deploring. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ May 16. — This looked forward to in 
advance as grand field-night. Sqtjiee op Maxwood been preparing 
onslanght on Jokim^s last Budget. Should have come off days ago, 
but Squire had other engagements in the country. Nothing to equal 
Prince AETHtru’s accommodating spirit. If the Squire not ready to 
demolish Budget, say, on Thursday, well, it shall be put off till 
Monday, or even later if that day not convenient. J okim doesn’t 
mind ; accustomed to have his Budgets torn up, and the little pieces 
returned to him postage unpaid ; would feel lonely if Budget went 
through an uninterrupted course. Arranged accordingly that to- 
night the great onslaught shall be delivered. The Squire judiciously 
spent interval since Friday amidst quiet glades of Malwood. 

§ *^I^alw^s like, Toby,” he 

have Monday set apart for one 

I mS:e a point of going to the 
morning service on the day 
which, happily still, lies ’tween 
Saturd^ and Monday, and I 

sermon rea^ out ^ for space of | 

comfortable pew, a voice not 
too loud in the pulpit, a fairly 
full congregation, and a gene- 
ral sense that you ’re doing 
the right thing and 

Such circumstances preceding 
by some twenty-four nours my 
rising in the Commons, are cal- 
culated to make Jokim sit up.” 

Calculation on this occasion 
somewhat Rather hard 

Waiting! the Squ&e’s speech f an hour 

and a half long ; bristling 
with figures ; mellifiuous with millions, throbbing with thousands. 
The Squire is in peculiar degree dependent for success upon 
mood of his audience. In crowded House, Members cheering, 
laughing, or, if you please, j eering and howHng, the Squire improves 
with every five minutes of Ms Speech. To-night House not a quarter 
full ; those present depressed with consciousness that no real fight 
meant ; Mr. G-. sat it out with some intervals of suspicious quietude. 
Hbnby Fowler also faithful found; sitting with folded arms 

f ir the time when a new Chancellor 

cchequer shall find opening made 
L a newly-arranged Treasury Bench. 
ikim: really listened ; nervous, rest- 
muring comment, muttering con- 
L, clutcMng at himself with strange 
reminiscent of hereditary instinct 
to rend his garments in moments 
of tribifiation. That was some- 
thing in recompense for the 
meditations of yesterday morning. 
But as one swallow does not make 
a summer, neither does one Minis- 
ter, however unhappy under cri- 
ticism, make an audience. Jokih 
followed with a speech scrupu- 
lously measured as to length by 
that of the Squire’s ; through the 
dead unhappy night the rain of 
talk fell on the roof, and every- 
one ^was glad midnight, 

^ Business dme , — Budget Heso- 

Tuesday, — Sm^ Holdings Bill 
through Committee. Last clause 
added amid buzz of admiration 
from a not too full House. 

“luniptadnuralion!” atoSa. 

Jesse Collings rose up and called Chapliit blessed. 


Waiting ! 


“Not at all,” said Chaplin, blushing; “as my friend Toole 
says from tho deck of the Houseboat, anyone could do it.” 

“The fact is, Toby,” Chaplin whispered to me a little later, as 
we sat on the Terrace sharing a bottle of gingerbeer imbibed through 
a couple of straws, “I’ve really done a clever thing, only those 
fellows don’t quite see it. Here we ’ve been for a week pegging away 
at this Bill, bargaining and bickering. Sometimes I’ve yielded 
a trifie to the Opposition ; sometimes I haven’t. But it ’s pretty 
much all the same in the end. The Act will look very well in the 
Statute Book, and I hope will help us at the Gf-eneral Election. But 
as far as practical use goes, I have sometimes laughed when I look 
round the Committee and see Members seriously discussing the thing. 
Just before the Bill was printed, Prince Arthttr asked me when I 
proposed the Act should come into operation. * When are you going 
to nave the G-eneral Election ? ’ I asked, by way of reply. Prince 
Arthur said he couldn’t exactly tell at the moment. * Very well,’ 
I said ; ‘ let us put it this way. If you ’re going to dissolve at the 
end of June, the Act may as well come into operation as soon as it 
receives^ Royal Assent. But if you postpone Election over Autumn, 
better fix date for Act coming into force on the first of January.’ 
‘What d’you mean?’ asked Arthur. ‘I mean just this. If this 
Bill ’s to help us at the General Election, we mustn’t give time for 
people to find it out.’ ‘ Um ! ’ said Arthur, and he can put a 
good deal of meaning into the observation.” 

Business done. — Small Holdings Bill in Committee. 

Thursday. — Admiral Jeremiah Fielp pacing quarter-deck, 
uttering lamentations over collapse of the Eastbourne stand against 
the Salvationists. Bill amending East- ^ — 

bourne Improvement Act up for Third WAk/r \ 

Reading. Jeremiah had proposed to 
introduce Clause enabhng inhabitants of 
town to protect themselves against the 
Sabbath incursions of a mob in red waist- 
coats and poke bonnets, with drums, trum- 
pets also, and shawms. Evidently no use ; 
so the Admiral lowered his topsaus, pulled 
taut his lee scuppers, and sheered off. 

“ We ’re living in fiabby times,” he com- 
plained to sympathetic House. 

He heaved one sigh, then he hove-to, and 
Bill read Third Time. 

Truth of Admiral’s remark about living 
in flabby times proved through rest of 
Sitting. “ Don’t,’^ said George Trevel- 
YAN, yesterday, speaking about Russell’s 
Amendment on Plurality of Vote Bill — 1|H|| 

“don’t drag this ghost of a dead red- i||| 

herring across the path.” Only the ima- lli 

gination of genius could conjure up this M 

terrible vision. ReaHsed it to-night when mBL Wl . ^ 

Irish Local Government Bill took the floor, wm M 

and asked to be read a Second Time. jf /H mH 

Thought it was as dead as a herring, red 
or otherwise ; but here ’s its ghost filling ' 

House with gloom. Promise of several days’ 
cheerful conversation. Sexton promptly 

turned on flood of everlasting talk, h^e- J creiniah Field, 

kssly swamping place to begin with. Here ’s a Bill no one believes 
Government seriously intend to proceed with; still feel bound, 
haying introduced it, to take Second Reading. Must show it ’s not 
quite so ridiculous as it seemed when, three months ago, Prince 
Arthur introduced it, and House laughed it off premises. Sensible 
co^se suggested at close of Sitting by Wilerld Lawson. 

Scandalous waste of time,” he said; “the sooner we finish 
Debate the better.” 

Sexton full of scorn for the hapless measure. Looked it all over, 
and behold I there is no good thing in it. Might have said this in 
ten minutes, or at most, quarter of an hour. But temptation to 
strad^e irresistible ; discoursed for full hour and half ; talked clean 
out of Peers’ Gallery Fife and Earl Spencer, who had innocently 
looked in. Malden, not to be outdone, talked for another hour and 
half ; out of a possible seven hours’ debate three appropriated by 
two speakers. Q^uite Maddening. Afterwards, Rathbone, Johnston 
(of Ballykilbeg), Webb, Coghill, Blane, and Ambrose. 

A weary world, my masters I 

Business done., — None. 

Morning Sitting for further discussion of Local Govern- 
ment Bill. Only four Members spoke, each Member at terrible 
length. At this rate quite clear, if every Member is to have his 
say— and why shouldn’t he ?~House must sit into August before 
^en Second Reading stage of Bill is disposed of. Should have been 
Evemng Sitting, but things rapidly approaching collapse. Members 
in state of coma. Couldn’t get forty together ; and as soon as 
Speaker took chair Counted Out. 

Business done, — ^None. 


ttt* or Cotttributioiw, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 

Sere^ be no ^ptoi accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envdope, Cover, or Wra/per. To thii rule 
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, , tir^r^Kr^xz in seeing a humorous element in it, it would he something — hut I 

L-OST LU(j[V^AUL. 1 can’t. It is too forlorn to be at all funny. And there is still an 

(Or the Experiences of a ‘‘Vacuus Viator.") no^aad a half to get through before dinner! 

t have dined— in a small room, with a stove, a carved bufcet, and 
At the Douane, Ostende — Just off Frincesse Henriette ; pas- a portrait of the King of the Belgians ; but my spirits are still low. 
senders hovering about excitedly with bunches of keys, w^tmg German 'Waiter dubious about me; reserving his opinion for the 
for their luggage to be brought ashore. Why can’t they take ■things present. He comes in with a touch of new deference in his manner, 
quietly— like mef I don’t worry. Saw my portmanteau and bag “Please, a man from de shdation for you.” I go out — ^to find the 
labelled at Yictoria. Sure to turn up in due time. Some men sympathetic Porter. My baggage has arrived ? It has ; it is at the 
when they travel insist on taking hand-d)ags into^ the carriage with Douane, waiting for me. I am saved I I teU the Waiter, without 
them— foolish, when they might have them put^ in the van and get elation, but with what, I trust, is a calm dignity — the dignity of a 
rid of all responsibility. The douaniers are examining the luggage— man who has been misunderstood, but would scorn to resent it. ^ 
don’t see mine— as yet. It’s all rights of course. I^eople who are At the Station.— 1 have accompanied the Porter to the Terminus, 
going on to Brussels and Antwerp at once would naturally have their such a pleasant helpful fellow, so intelligent ! The Ostend streets 
luggage brought out first. Don’t see the good of rushing about like much less dull at night. Feel relieved, in charity with aU the world, 
that myself. I shall stay the night here— put up at one of the hotels now that my prodigal portmanteau is safely reclaimed. Porter takes 
on the Digue, dine, and get through the . , me into a large luggage-room. Don’t see 

evening pleasantly at the Kursaal— sure to |my things just at first. “Your baggage 

be something going on. Then I can go , ~ v' —ere.'” says the Porter, prou^y, and 

comfortably on by a mid-day train to- points out a little drab valise with shiny 

morrow. Meanwhile my luggage still I ^ I black leather covers and brass studs— the 

tarries. If I was a nervous man— luckily | kind of thing a man goes a journey with in 

I’m not. Come— that’s the hag at all ^ French Melodrama I He is quite hm:t 

events, with everything I shall want for when I repudiate it indignantly; he tries 

the night . . . Annoying. Some other I ^ ^ convince me that it is mine — ^the fooll 

fellow’s bag . . . No more luggage being ' \^\ MX There is no other baggage of any sort, and 

brought out. Getting anxious— at least, ! If I mine can’t possibly arrive now before tq- 

just a shade uneasy. Perhaps if I asked I “c.. ' t lij \ morrow afternoon, if then. Nothing for it 

somebody Accost a Belgian porter ; he i ^ i but to go back, luggageless, to the Hotel- 

wants my baggage ticket. They never gave . ‘jI , 1 and face that confounded Waiter, 

me any ticket. It occur to me (in the ’ . - " ■*’ 1 Walk about the streets. Somehow I don t 

train) that I had always had my luggage / ' •. , - | I feel quite up to going back to the Hotel 

registered on going abroad before, but I • ji P\,/J jnst yet. The shops, which are smnn and 

supposed they knew best, and didn’t worry. , r t rather dimly lighted, depress me. There is 

I came away to get a rest and avoid worry, J,' ' mSBm Emm . ' | ISX no theatre, nor cafe chantant open appa- 

and I wonH worry . . . The Porter and I J; _ ' . '! J rently. If there were, I haven t the heart 

have gone on board to hunt for the things. ‘ vU. V - for them to-night. Hear music from a 

They aren’t there. Left behind at Dover I ' • , ' ' small estaminet in a back street; female 

probablv. Wire for them at once. No idea jljf ' ‘ ■ i i voice, with fine Cockney accent, is singing 

how difficult it was to describe luggage I .* “0^, dm Golden Slippers Wonder 

vividly and yet economically till I tried. U . ' ' i i where my slippers are I 

However, it will be sent on by the next . 1 A Bedroom.— 1 have had to come 

boat, and arrive some time in the evening, WSa '!• W back at last, and get it over with the Waiter, 

so it’s of no consequence. Now for the VfeTl-eL" wM'i '' '} \ surprise, I think it was to 

Hotel. Ask for the bus for the Continental. Tv- ME W SHs . I see me back at all. I have had to ask him 

The Continental is not open yet. 'Very WK fl \ if he could get me some sleeping-things to 

well, the Hotel de la Plage, then. Closed ! Yj i r- SMai ^ — pass the night in. And a piece ^ soap. 

All the hotels facing the sea are, it seems. Humiliating, but unavoidme. He pro- 

Sympathetic Porter recommends one in the 33r_: .rv‘’^Sjp!S| HUI mised, but he has not brought them. Prob- 

town, and promises to come and teU me as ’ HBI request has done for me, and 

soon as the luggage turns up. - — he is now eommumcatmg with the 

At the HXtel.—Ym^, on getting out of — 1 , u-m 

the omnibus, that the Hotel is being Wm ii WlA A tap a^y door. ‘ Please, de tings I 

painted; entrance blocked by ladders and -■'’ says the Waiter. I have wronged him. 

pads. Squeeze past, and am received in __ Y Se has brought me such a nightgown I 

the hall by the Proprietress and a German — — 'r-'^ Never saw anything m the least like it 

Waiter. ‘ ‘ Certainly they can give me a room / K-Ty before. It has flowers embroidered ail down 

— ^my baggage shall be taken up immed ” v. the front and round the 9^f^» and on every 

Here I have to explain that this is impractic- « Please, de tines ! ” button something is worked in tiny blue 


on the Digue, dine, and get through the 
evening pleasantly at the Kursaal— sure to 
be something going on. Then I can go 
comfortably on by a mid-day train to- 
morrow. Meanwhile my luggage stm 
tarries. If I was a nervous man— luckily 
I’m not. Come— that’s the hag at all 
events, with everything I shall want for 
the night . . . Annoying. Some other 
fellow’s bag ... No more luggage being 
brought out. Getting anxious— at least, 
just a shade uneasy. Perhaps if I asked 

somebody Accost a Belgian porter ; he 

wants my baggage ticket. They never gave 
me any ticket. It did occur to me (in the 
train) that I had always had my luggage 
registered on going abroad before, but I 
supposed they knew best, and didn’t worry. 

I came away to get a rest and avoid worry, 
and I wonH worry . . . The Porter and I 
have gone on board to hunt for the things. 
They aren’t there. Left behind at Dover 
probablv. Wire for them at once. No idea 
how difficult it was to describe luggage 
vividly and yet economically till I tried. 
However, it will be sent on by the next 
boat, and arrive some time in the evening, 
so it’s of no consequence. Now for the 
Hotel. Ask for the bus for the Continental. 
The Continental is not open yet. Very 
well, the Hotel de la Plage, then. ^ Closed I 
All the hotels facing the sea are, it seems. 
Sympathetic Porter recommends one in the 
town, and promises to come and tell me as 
soon as the luggage turns up. ^ 

At the Find, on getting out ot 

the omnibus, that the Hotel is being 
painted ; entrance blocked by ladders and 
pails. Squeeze past, and am received in 
the hall by the Proprietress and a German 
Waiter. ‘ ‘ Certainly they can give me a room 
—my baggage shall be taken up immed — 
Here I have to explain that this is impractic- 
able, as my baggage has unfortunately been 


. . ;•! ■ 

tei-- 


I - 


“ Please, de tings ! ’ 


able, as my baggage has unfortunately been ^ n . letters, which, on inspection, turns out to be 

left behind. Think I see a change in their manner at this. A stranger Good-night.” I don’t quite know why, but, in my present state, I 
who comes abroad with nothing but a stick and an umbrella cannot find this strangely consoling, and even touching— uke a bene^ction. 
expect to inspire confidence, I suppose. I remark to the Waiter that After all, he must believe in me, or he would hardly confide his 
the luggage is sure to follow me by the next boat, but it strikes even purple and fine linen to me like this. Go to bed gorgeous, and dre^ 
myself that I do not bring this out with quite a sincere ring. Not that my portmanteau, bag, and self-respect are all restored to me by 
at all the manner of a man who possesses a real portmanteau. I the afternoon boat. . , . There must be something in dreams, for, 
order dinner— the kind of dinner, I feel, that a man who did not oddly enough, this is exactly what does happen, 
intend to pay for it would order. I detect this impression in the Next morning, at breakfast, I am handed a naystoious and, at 
Waiter’s eye. If he dared, I know he would suggest tea and a first sight, rather alarming telegram from the Station-master at 
boiled egg as more seemly under the circumstances. Dover. “ Your bones wiU. be sent on next boat. Suspect the word 

On the Digue.— Thovight, it being holiday time, that there wou^ld in the original was “ boxes . But they may call them what they 
be more gaiety ; but Ostend just nowperhaps alittle lacking in liveli- Kke, so long as I get them back again, 
ness— hotels, villas, and even the Kursaal all closely boarcled u^ with ■. == 

“.Thk Campatgu against the Jehus. Gallant Adoanee of the I 

ani find the seats choked with drifting sand, and protected with -BnWsA” Dear old hHs. Kawc wants to know “who is commanding 
larbed mre THs depresses me. I did not -waiit to sit do-vm— but the British forces in the campaign against the Jehus (which she 
ae barbed 'wire iem needlessly unkind. Walk along the spells “ Gibus”) P Jlfn P«»cA isglaa, to inform his estimableeor- 
^d-dunes-^ist pass the time somehow till dinner, and the arrival respondent that the primal officers commanding m the ^bus 
S Kge Campaign are Generals 

Supple the porter thought I said “Rochester” . . . in that case and BjELiorpEE. Their strategical movements are worthy of the 

I Will not worry about it like this. I will go back and see the town. 

I have ; it is like a good many other foreign towns. I am melan- 
choly. I can't dismiss that miserable luggage from my mind. ^ Xo 

Alctan Hnp.lr. IPS fl. 


S^rwge^ Campaign are Generals Wipk-aw^, Bulioocn, Jm^ow, Po^, 

Supple t^e porter thought I said “ Rochester ” . . . in that case and B^tokee. Their strategical movements are worthy of the 

I will not worry about it like this. I will go back and see the town. X irst N ap. 

I have ; it is like a good many other foreign toTOS. lammelan- x ^ n 

choly. I ca 7 i't dismiss that miserable luggage from my mind. ^ To Considehatj:.— A rrangements are to be mai^ tor aU Standing 
be alone in a foreign land, without so much as a clean sock, is a Committees in future to sit at certain hours. X or this reliei, muon 
distressing position for a sensitive person. If I could only succeed thanks,” as William Shakspeahe, M.P., observed. 


VbL <fii. 
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RECIPROCAL. 

Sporting Gentleman, “Well, Sib, I very pleased to have made yoitr Acquaintance, and had the opportunity of hearing 
A Churchman's views on the question of Tithes. Of course, as a Country Landowner, I 'm interested in Church matters, 
” The Parson, ‘Quite so— delighted, I’m sure. Er — by the bye, could you tell mb wkat's Wo^f to-dav?” 


THE BURIAL OF THE “ BROAD-GAUGE.” 

May 23, 1892. 

[“ Drivers of Broad-Gauge Engines wandering 
disconsolately about with, tbeir engine-lamps in 
their hands ; followed by their firemen with pick 
and shovel over their shoulder, waiting in anxious 
expectation of the time when that new-fangled 
machine, a narrow-gauge engine, should come 
down a day or two after.” — Times’ Special at 
Plymouth on Peath of Proad Gauge.] 

BTot a whistle was heard, not a brass bell-note, 
As his corse o’er the sleepers we hurried ; 
ISfot a fog-signal wailed from a husky throat 
O’er the grave where our “ Broad-Gauge ” 
we buried. 

We buried him darkly, at dead of night, 

The sod with our pickaxes turning, 

By the danger-signal’s ruddy light, 

And our oil-lamps dimly burning. 

No useless tears, though we loved Mm wed I 
Long years to Ms fire-box had bound us. 
We fancied we glimpsed the great shade of 
Brunel 

In sad sympathy hovering round us. 

Few and grufE were the words we said, 

But we thought, with a natural sorrow, 

Of the Narrow-Gauge foe of the Loco, just 
dead, 

TTe should have to attend on the morrow. 

We thought, as we hollowed his big broad bed, 
And jpiled the hrown earth o’er his funnel. 
How Ms foe o’er the Great-Western metals 
would tread, 

Shrieking triumph through cutting and 
tunnel. 


Lightly they ’ll talk of Mm now he is gone. 

For the cheap “Harrow Gauge” has out- 
stayed Mm, 

Yet Bull might have found, had he let it go 
on. 

That Brunel’s Big Idea would have paid 
himi 

But the battle is ended, our task is done ; 

After forty years’ fight he ’s retiring.* 

This hour sees thy triumph, 0 Stephenson ; 

Old “Broad Gauge” no more will need 
firing. I 

The “ Dutchman ” must now be “ divided in 
two ” I — 

W ell, well, they shan’t mangle or mess you ! 
Accept the last words of friends faithful, if 
few : — 

“Good-bye, poor old Broad-Gauge, God 
bless you ! ” t 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down. 

He has filled great chapter in story. 

We sang not a dirge — ^we raised not a stone, 

But we left the “Broad Gauge” to his 
glory! 

* The Royal Commission appoiated to inquire 
into the imiformity of railway gauges, presented 
their report to Parliament on May 30, 1846. 

t Words found written on one of the G.-W. rails. 


TO A DEAR YOUNG FEMININE FRIEND, WHO 

spelt “wagon” as “waggon.” 

Bad spelling ? Oh dear no ! So tender, she 
Wished that the cart should have an extra 
'"geeP 


KILLING NO MUEDER. 

{To the Pditoi' of Punch.”) 

My Dear Sir, — I have just been reading 
with a great deal of surprise “ The Life and 
Letters of Charles Samuel Keene ^ by George 
Somes Layard.” Seeing the name of one of 
your colleagues as the first line of the i 
“Index,” I turned to page 71 and looked 
Mm out. I found Mm mentioned in an 
account given by Mr. M. H. Spielmann of 
the Punch Dinner, which Mr. G eohge Somes i 
Layard had extracted from Blach and 
White^ no doubt to assist in making up his j 
book. The following is the quotation: — ! 
“ The Editor, as I have said, x>resides ; should | 
he be unavoidably absent, another writer — i 
usually, nowadays, Mr. Arthur A’ Beckett 
—takes Ms place, the duty never falling to j 
an artist.” Then, to show how thorougMy 
Mr. George Somes Layard is up to date, 
he adds to the name of Mr. Arthur 
A’Beckett (after the fashion of Mr. Punch 
in the drama disposing of the clown or the ; 
beadle), “since dead.” Now Mr. Arthur 
A’Beckett is not dead, but very much alive. 
Do you not tMnk, Sir, it would be better 
were gentlemen who write about yourself and 
your colleagues, to verify their facts before 
they attempt to give obituary notices, even 
if they be as briei as the one in question ? 

Yours, truly, 

More Gay than Grave. 


New and Appropriate Name for 
Modern Pugilism.— The “Nobble” Art. 




THE BURIAL OF THE “BROAD-GAUGE.” 
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STUDIES IN THE NEW 

POETRY. . 

The world is of course 

aware by this time that a " 

New Poetry has arisen 

and has asserted itself by . — i- .-T"2- 

the mouths of many loud- ' . -.1 

voiced “boomers.” It T 

has been Mr. Punches ' 

good fortune to secure ' .v.. 

several specimens of this 

new product, not through ^ ^ 

the intervention of middle ^ 

men, but from the manu- 1 

facturers themselves. He 

proposes to publish them r ' a. 

for the benefit and en- 

lightenment of his >7 t'-wT 

readers. But first a word 

of warning. There are 

perhaps some who believe ^'>14 -j^^z 

that a poem should not i 'V/ '-T- 

only express high and ' 

noble thoughts, or recount v 

great deeds, but that it I -S 

should do so in verse ' i. 

that is musical , cadenced, ' i’ ' i. i 

rhythmical, instinct with , I [!■ 

grace, and reserved rather \ ■ I 

than boisterous. If any I S • 

such there be, let them { :i 

know at once that they t : | ' i 

are hopelessly old- i i', ' 

fashioned. ^ The New • i ' ■ 

Poetry in its highest ex- o ■ 

pression banishes form, \\ 

regularity and rhythm. A'' 

and treats rhyme with ' ‘ 

unexampled barbarity. 

Here and there, it is true, b/- 

rhymes get paired ofi :> ‘ / 

quite happily in the con- \ 
yentional manner, but ^ 

directly afterwards you ‘A/i j 7 ,1 
may come upon a poor '' I V ^ ijV 
weak little rhyme who I , 

will cry in vain for his . t;.. 

mate through half a dozen ' V.,v\ 

interloping lines. Indeed, 
cases have been known of ^ \ , \ * 

rhvmes that have been 
left on a sort of desert 'OJ y; 

island of a verse, and Q ''L<JtXI 
have never been fetched / ' / 

away. And sometimes 
when the lines have got 
chopped very short, the 
rhymes have tumbled Pithel. ** Mammy d: 
overboard altogether. 

That is really what is — 

meant by “impressionism” in poetry carried 
to Its highest excellence. There are, of 
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' Better vnd Better.— 

_ _ The lieport last week 

^ ^ about Sir Arthur SuLLi- 

VAN was that “ ho hopes 

QUITE UNANSWERABLE. to go to the country 

MAMMT dear 1 -W-HT DO TOD POWDER TODR FaOB, AND WHY DOES ThoMAS iwlal^mrtfes 
POWDER HIS Hair? I don’t do either I » incRca^nDorrestrailMm- 

iry carried t at ^ . . 7" self from writing new and 

re are of i ® ^^'tf fills the hot retreat, original music at a rapid pace. This, is a 

V Poetry rmf ^ kitchen, where the odours of the meat, conseqiience of his haying taken so many 
I ” variety cabbage and sweets all merge as in a composing draughts. 

L immense mi. ttrv ^ 

yon there 4-^® . ^^^isavonry remnants of the feast. Our Booking Office.”— Not open this 

!s strolling ©u®’ abounding confiuences of onion, week, as the Bapn has been making a book, 

mediately -7 ■‘^c^evast^udes of perfume tear the soul Interesting subject, “On the Derby and 
it. Then ^ "tne not nnpotatoed stew, Oaks.” Being in sporting mood, the Baron 

ily” kind ^.nd fade and flutter like morning adopts as his motto King Solomon’s words 

^ingo, and a j of wisdom, out of his (King Solomon’s) own 

.es always copper pots and pans in line,' mines of golden treasures, — “And of book- 

the least a army of bright utensils, shine ; there is no end.” He substitutes 

Ana tim stern butler heedless of his bunion book-making ” for “ making of books,” 
reU let his B<^cks happy, and the tabhy-cat of the house tlic poetic Campbell (Herbert of 

re, then is ^he elusive, hut recurrent mouse ilk) he sings, “ it makes no difference.” 


And giggling fair, nor 
counts his labour lost. 
Then, beer, beer, beer. 
Spume - headed, hitter, 
golden like the gold 
Buried by cutlassed pi- 
rates tempest-tossed, 
lied' capped, immitigable, 
over-bold 

With blood and rapine, 
spreaders of fire and 
fear. 

The kitchen table 
Is ^iired with the an- 
I ciont, circular stains 
Of the pint-pot’s bot- 
tom ; beer is all the go. 
And every soul in the 
servants’ hall is able 
To drink his pint or hers 
until they grow 
Glorious with golden beer, 
and count as gains 
The glowing draughts 
that iDresage morning 
pains. 

Episcopacy in Dan- 
ger. — 3Ir. Piwrh con- 
gratulates Dr. Peeowne, 

I Bishop of Worcester, on 
; his narrow iire - escape 
I some days ago, w'hen his 
! lawn sleeves (a costume 
more appropriate for a 
garden-party than a pul- 
pit) caught fire. It wms 
extinguished by a bold 
Churchwarden. In future 
let Churchwardens bo pre- 
pared with hose whenever 
I a prelate runs any chance 
of ignition from his own 
I “ burning eloquence.” 

I If Mr. Punch's advice as 
I above is acted upon, a 
Bishop if ‘ ' put out ” may 
probably mutter, “ Dam 
vour hose.” But this can 
be easily explained away. 


QUITE UNANSWERABLE. 


No. I.— A GRAVESEND GREGORIAN, 

By W. E. H-nl-y. (Con Brio.) 

Deep in a mnrky hole, 

Cavernous, nntransparent. fetid dank n LPaie, miners we^permissibie. It was “ Uiiestnut 

The deminrgus of the servants’ haU ’ ^ shrinking scnllery-mpd grows Sunday.” We didn’t like to mention it before. 

- cnaste ander’s Feast.” 


luipicasiuuism. " in poetry carriea t t i i , 

to its highest exceUenee. There are of 4-^’ i retreat, 
course, other forms of the New Poetry. where the odours of the meat, 

There is the “ blustering, hoh-nailed ” variety cabbage and sweets all merge as in a 

which clatters up and down with immense mi. 

noise, elbows yon here, and kicks yon there 4-^® stale nnsavonry remnants of the feast, 
and if it finds a pardonable weakness strolling wu®’ abounding coafiuences of onion, 
about in the middle of the street, immediately t ^^stodes of perfume tear the soul 
knocks it down and tramples upon it. Then iS A unpotatoed stew, 

too there is the “ coarse, hut manly” kind and fade and flutter like morning 

which swears hir tliA D»rAQ-f. dew. 


ready to swoop and tear without the least a ^^my ot bright utensils, shine ; 

provocation. the stern butler heedless of his bunion 

However, Mr, Punch may as well let his Books happy, and the tabhy-cat of the house 
specimens speak for themselves. Here, then is the elusive, hut recurrent mouse 


is^ After the Event. — Last Sunday week 
ming was the one day in the year when ancient Joe 
[pale, Millers were permissible. It was “ Chestnut 
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HORACE IN L0ND0N.-T0 A COQUETTE. (AD PYRRHAM.) 

What stripling, flowered and scent-bedewed, 

Now courts thee in what solitude ? 




his author has failed him ? No ; we applaud to the echo, we laugh 
till, as Mr. Chevalier says, “ we thort we should ha’ died,” hut we 
don’t encore the comic jokes, telling situations, or serious soliloquies 
as rendered by our accomplished histrions. 

Yox whom dost Were a collection of pictures made of MUe. Baueemeister in 
thou in order set different characters, it would, for interest and variety, become a 
Thv tresses’ au- formidable rival of the Charles Mathews series now m the pos- 
reole, Coquette, session of the Garrick Club. To-night she is the busy, bustling 
^ Caterina^ Friend Fritz^s housekeeper, who, as she has to provicle 

“Neat, but not all the food for their breakfast, and set it on the table, might be 
. gaudy” ? — Soon distinguished as Catering Caterina. No one now cares to see an 

Despond Opera without Mile. Bauermeister in it, whether she appear as a 

* (Too soon ! ) at dashing lady of the Court, probably in a riding-habit, or as a mid^e- 
flouted faith and class German housekeeper, or as Cupid God of Love, or as Juliet s 
fond, ancient nurse, or as an impudent waiting-maid, or as an unhappy 

Soon tempests hal- mother, or as, — ^well,— any number of characters that I cannot now 
cyon tides above recall, but all done excellently well. Never have I heard of her being 
Shall wreck this either “ sick or sorry.” Some few seasons ago I drew public atten- 
raw recruit of tion to this most useful and ornamental artiste^ and now I am. glad 
Love; to see that here and there a critic has awoke to the fact of her 

« existence, and has done her tardy justice. Long may the Bauer- 
WTio counts ^ for meistersinger be able to give her valuable assistance, without which 
gold each tinsel Covent Garden Opera Company could possibly be perfect. 



whim. 

And hopes thee 
always all for 
him. 

And trusts thee, 
smiling, spite of 
doom 

And traitorous 
breezes ! Hap- 
less, whom 

Thy glamour holds 
untried. Bor me, 

I ’ve dared enough 
that fltf ul sea ; 

Its “ breach of 
promise ” grim 
hath curst 

Both purse and 
person with its 
worst. 














My “ dripping weeds ” are doffed ; and I 
Sil “ landed,” like my wine, and “ dry ; ” 
What “ weeds ” survive I smoke, and rub 
My hands in harbour at my Club ! 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, — L'Amico Fritz last! Better late than never. A 
Dramatic Operatic Idyl. “Nothing in it,” as Sir Charles Cold- 
stream observes, except the music, the singing, and the acting of 
Signor de Lucia as Fritz Our Friend, of M. Dufeiche as the Rahbi 

of Mile. Giulia Kavogli as Boy 


4^' 













wm 












music, the singing, and tne actmg ot Bob-Cherry Duet. 

to V Arnica Fritz, I should suggest &at it he played in one 
nf M Scene and two Acts. That this one Scene should he the Exterior of 

Beppe, of Mile. m Qj^ ^.^ree Farm (which should he not the s) and that 

Caterina, and of Mad^,® as lowering the Curtain, the intermezzo-not 1 Tenture to 

Svzel. Not an indifiOTent perform r • to the marvellous intermezzo iu Camlleria Bustieana— 

or singer among them, and not a^ ogi^^ L’Amico is certain of an encore, and this will 

individual m the audience indifferent the singers a rest. It could then commence at nine- a more 

and JPnfe^ereat convenient lour to those who wouM like to hear every note of it, 
than 815, and it would be over by eleven sharp. A nod is as good 
hit. Admirably sung and arfed, ^ ^ gj^. DauEiOLAiros, hnt all the same. Heaven foref end. I 

WdlAadT%eetS’if S ^t®ald be ^f^lty of either jn^scretion in the Imperial Operatorial 

could, hut though J? “ It’s the smiles of' its Augustus and'the heat of its 
sets his encores, ^ 0^1 »_^apted quotationfrom “ Old Song.” ‘‘I cannot sing the old 

not too much encore but just encore ,, o^ne-nf. imrlAr « sphra nf the deeuest and most unnardonahle 


- — - ^ Lrio-.. aown tne nouse a© maaame U.LU.. 

X to hear a t^ng is Meed warmly welcomed. “ A nice Ooera,” says a young lady, | 

TV fanning herself. “ I wish it were an iced Opera,” groans Wagstaff, 

No ; if they hke It so much that they of earliest side-spHtters. M. Yan Dvok strong as 

want it agam, and must have it, M ^eak Des Grieux, but Madame Meavina apparently not strong 
won t be happy till they get it, then n What maie anthor-chap think of calling her Manon f 

let them encore their own performance ogw^anffuid person in Stalls. Wagstaff, revived after an iced 

s" S'eSarteTA. szi4"»”Si»ftsrln 


no more. Sir Detjeiolanus is right. Do we insist on Mr. Ievlng 
giving us “To he or not to he,” or any other soliloquy, all over 
agaiiL simply because he has done it once so well? Do we ask 
Mr. J . L. Toole to repeat his author’s good jokes — or his own when 


right up to now. Sir Deueioxanus. 

Tennee Song foe Derby Day.— “ Me ’a got it on ! ” 




WHAT OUR ARTIST (THE SMALL AND SUSCEPTIBLE ONE) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

MissBinJcs, “Fuat, Mr. Titmouse, why do you always draw such immensely Tall Women?’’ 

Our Artist “Well, Miss Binks, I su^pposb it ’s because I’m such a Tiny Little Man myself. Contrast, you see!” 

^ That is how we Tiny Little Women always attract all the Fine Tall Micn ! 


Miss Binhs. “Ah, yes, contrast! That is how we Tiny Little Wom 
That 's how we Score I ” 

Our Artist “Exactly. I only wish to goodness you’d attract that 
then I might have a CHANCE, PERHAPS 1 ” 


VERT Fine Tall Man away from Miss Joni-'.s— 


A VERT ^^DARK HORSE.^^ 

[“:^e Country knows . . . what it is we desire to do. What the Eight 
iloiL Uentleman (Mr. Gladstone) desires to do no human being knows. If 
we hpe done our part, as we have done, to clear the issues, all we can ask 
hiin IS to do his part, to lay before the electorate of this country in the same 

5 1am, nnmistakeable outline, the policy which he desires to see adopted.”— 
/r. Balfour on Second Reading of Irish Local Govei'nment Bill.'] 

SCENH— TAe J^ddoch, before the Great Race. Rising Young Jockey, 
Arthur Balfour, mounted on the Crack Irish Horse, Rnter 
Grand Old Jockey y at the moment minus a mount. 

Grand Old Jockey [aside), Humpli ! Don’t look so bad, now, despite 
the dead set » » 

That against Mm we ’ve made since his very jfirst ranning, 

Do ttiey mean him to after all ? Artful set. 

That Stable ! It strikes me they ’ve been playing canning, 
wouldn’t have backed him, Erst off, for a bob. 

Sis owner concerning him scarcely seemed oaring. 

Eugh I ISO one supposed he was fair “ on the job ” ; 

^ iiiere trial-horse, simply “ out for an airing.” 

When he Mst stripped in public he looked such a screw, 
lie was hailed with a general chorus of laughter ; 

Young Bal seemed abashed at the general y^boo I 
And pooh-poohed Ms n^ mount T What the doose is he after ? 
I ^ hound to admit the Horse looks pretty fit, 


Lnd watching your riding: ’s a tMng to enjoy ; 
There isn’t a lock who is defter and bolder ; 


Your power, authority, eloquence — yes, 

For your gift of the gab is a caution— are splendid : 


But~the youngster may teach you a lesson, 1 guess, * 

As to iudgment of pace ere the contest is encled. [again ! 

Gra?td Old Jockey [aloud), W’ell, Arthur my lad, in the saddle 
Is that your crack mount ‘f 

Rising Young Jockey, The identical one, Will. 

Gram Old Jockey, Dear, dear, what a pity I It quite gives me pain 
lo see you so wasted. 

Rising ^oung Jockey, That ’s only your fun, W^ill. [points. 
Gram Old t/ocAey. flay, nay, not at all I Don’t think much of his 
Be 8 not bred like a true-blood, nor built like a winner. 

JNot well put together, so coarse in his joints, 

^ In fajit—only fit for a hunting-pack’s dinner ! 

Rising L oung Jockey [laughing). Oh! “Cat’s-meat!” is your cry, 
IS it, William P Well, well ! ^ j i 

We shall see about that when the winning-post ’s handy, [tell 
Gram Old Jockey, You won’t, my brave boy ; that a novice could 
^ in the ruck at the end, my young dandy, [yet — 
Rising Young Jockey, Perhaps ! StiU the penciUers haven’t,— as 
Unite knocked the nag out with their furious fever 
U± hot opposition. Some cool ones still bet 
On his chance of a win. 

Grand Old Jockey [contemptuously). Ah, you’re wonderful clever. 
w e have got one in our Stable, my lad, 

^ Who can— just lick his head off I 
Rmng Y mng Jockey [drily). Now have you indeed. Will ^ 

I I Ve heard that before. Very glad 
That your lot are in luck ; and I hope you ’ll succeed. Will, 

But bless me I yours seems such a very Dark Horse ! 

Uh . there, don t fire up so I Your word I won’t doubt, Will. 
i(m say so, and one must believe you, of course * 

But isti^t it time that you brought the nag outy Will ? 


, Most awhward, y(>u know,if Ms “ slug ” takes flying ! 
Rising Y mng Jockey [aside), HiUo I There’s Old William 1 
out on the scoot. 


The axtM Old Hand ! Hope he ’ll like what he looks on ! 

slated tMs nag as a peacoeky brute, 

Whose utter coUapse they ’ve been building their books on. 
Hw now, my spry veteran ? Only a boy 
On a three-legged crock ? Well, I own you are older, 



5c 


Old Jockey. * 
HEAD OEFI» 
Yootc Jockey. 


A YEEY “DAEK HOESE.” 

DON’T THINK MUCH OF HIS POINTS! WE’VE ONE IN OUR STABLE CAN LICK HIS 
"HAVE YOU? THEN WHY DON’T YOU SRINQ SIM OTTTf'^ 
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HISTORY AS SHE IS 
PLAYED ! 

Questioner,, Why should 
M. V. Saedou he called the 
Historian of the French Re- 
volution ? 

Answerer. Because in TAer- 
midor he has given an entirely 
new version of the “Reign of 
Terror.^' 

Q. Was the “ Reign of 
Terror very terrible ? 

A. Not very. At the Opera 
Comique it had its comic side. 

Q, How was that ? 

A. For instance, les trico-^ 
tenses were represented by 
comely, albeit plump maidens, 
who seemed more inclined to 
dance round a Maypole than 
haunt a scaffold. 

Q. Were Robespieeee, St. 
Just, and the rest, cruel and 
vindictive ? 

A. 1 should say not ; and I 
found my conclusion on the 


Security, 

Q. From this, do you take 
it that Roeespieeee must 
have had a subtle sense of 
humour ? 

A. I do ; and the impression 
is strengthened by his order 
for a general slaughter of 
Ursuline Nuns. 

Q. Why should he order 
such a massacre ? 

A, To catch the heroine of 
Thermidor,^ a lady who had 
taken the vows under the im- 
pression that her lover had 
been killed by the enemy, 

Q. Had her lover been 
knied? 

A. Certainly not; he had 
preferred to surrender. 

Q. Can you give me any 
idea of the component part of 
a revolutionary crowd ? 

A. At the Opera Comique, 
a revolutionary crowd seems 



NATURE V. ART. 

JEUhetic Friend. “ Yes, this Room 's PwATHer nice, all but the 
Window, with these laege blank Panes of Plate-Glass 1 I should 
LIKE to see some SOHT OF PaTTEHN ON THEM — LITTLE SQUARES OR LoZENGES 
OR Arabesques ” 

Philistine. “Well, but those lovely Cherry Blossoms, and the 
Lake, and the distant Mountain, and the beautiful Sunsets, and 
THE Purple Clouds — isn’t that Pattern enough ? ” 


to consist of a number of 
mournful loungers, who have 
nothing to do save to take a 
languid interest in the fate 
of a tearful maiden, and a few 
gens ^ Parmes a little un- 
certain about their parade- 
ground. 

Q. How do the mournful 
loungers express their interest 
in the fate of the tearful 
maiden ? 

I A. By pointing her out one 
I to another, and when she is 
' ordered off to execution re- 
moving their hats, and fixing 
' their attention on something 
concealed behind the scenes, 
i Q. What is your present 
I idea of the Reign of Terror ? 

I A. My present idea of the 
Reign of Terror is, that it was 
the mild'jst thing imaginable. 
In mj opinion, not even a 
child in arms would have been 
frightened at it. 

Q. Do you not consider M. 
Mayer deserving of honour ? 

A. Certainly I do. For 
has he not removed (with the 
assistance of M. Sardou and 
the Opera Comique) several 
fond illusions of my youth ? 


I The Morning of the 
Derby. — Hamlet considering 
whether he shall go to Epsom 
for the great race or not, soli- 
loquises, “ Der-J^ or not Der- 
that is the question.’^ 
[N.B. — As to the other lines, 
p:o as you please. “ The rest 
is silence.”] 

“Married and Single” 
should be played by Lady- 
Cricketers. No single young 
person under seventeen should 
be permitted an innings, as any 
two sweet sixteens would be 
“ not out,” and there would be 
no chance for the other side. 
Match-makers are only inter- 
ested in the Single. 


LADY GArS SELECTIONS, 

Dear Mr. Punch,— For the first time have I seen myself in print! 
— and I must say I think it very becoming — and so nice and cool too 
this hot weather I You are indeed a sweet creature for adopting my 
idea so readily— and I really must say that if these obstinate Members 

* of Parliament who oppose Women’s 
Suffrage would only alter their views, it 
would be much better for the Country — 
or worse — I don’t know which I 
Sir Minting Bloundell, whose criti- 
cism on my contribution to your well- 
written journal I invited, complimented 
me on my style, and suggested that when 
/ giving my selections it might be as well 
'j to refer to the “Home Trials” of the 
(j horses mentioned — hut I venture to dis- 
agree with him ! Goodness knows we aU 
X have home trials enough I (Lord Arthur 
yf. and I frequently do not speak for a week 
^/{ unless someone is present) — but I do not 
think these things should he made public, 
and besides, it is an unwritten law 
amongst “smart” people to avoid sub- 
j ects that * ‘ chafe ’ ’—which sounds like an 
anachronism — ^whatever that means ! Having an opportunity of a 
“last word” on the Derby, I should like to say that, although my 
confidence in my last week’s selection. La Fleche^ is unshaken, I 
wish to have a second “ arrow ” to my bow in Llanthony—’oi whom 


a very keen judge of racing (Lord Bournemouth to wit) has formed 
the opinion that— in his own words — “he will be on the premises ” ! 
The premises in qiiestion being Epsom Downs, there will un- 
doubtedly be room for him without his filling an unnecessarily 
prominent position, so I will couple Llantliony with La Fleche to 
supply the probable last in the Derby. 

Meanwhile, I must say a word or two about the Ladies’ Race at 
Epsom on Friday next. There is absolutely no knowing what will 
start for the Oaks nowadays until the numbers go up— and no Turf 
Projihet will venture a selection until the morning ot the race — and 
this is where the perspicuity of an Editor like yourself, Mr. Punchy 
scores a distinct hit — for such a paltry consideration as “knowing 
nothing about it ” is not likely to daunt a woman who takes as her 
motto the well-known line from Shakspeare; “Thus Angels rush 
where Cowards fear to tread!” — so herewith I confidently append 
my verse selection for the last Mare in the Oaks I 

Yours devotedly. Lady Gay, 

The Tip. 

’Tis the voice of the Sluggard, I hear him complain, 

You have waked me too soon — an unpleasant surprise I 
In an hour or so later pray call me again, 

When, if feeling refreshed, I will straightway “ Arise 

Quite in Keeping. — ^The Earl of Dtsart has left the ranks of 
the Liberal Unionists and become a Gladstonian Home-Ruler. 
“ What more natural ? ” asked one of his former Unionist friends. 
“ Of course he ’s dysarted us 1 ” 



274 



ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday^ May 23.— Redmoio), Junior, said 
really funny thing just now. Rising to take part in resumed Debate 
on Irish Local Q-overnment Bill, he announced in loud angry tone 
that it would be waste of time to discuss a BiU the Q-oyernment 
evidently did not intend to press through this Session, and he for one 
would be no party to such a farce. Then he went on to talk for half 
an hour. 

Debate on the whole something better than last week’s contribution. 

O’Briek delivered himself of glowing 
denunciation full of felicitous phrases, all 
got through in half an hour. Chamber- 
LAijsr followed; has not yet got over 
startling novelty of his interposition in 
Debate being welcomed by loud cheers 
from Conservatives ; thinks of old Aston- 
Park days, when the cheering was, as 
Webster (not Attorney -General) says, 

‘ ‘ on the other b 9 ot. ^ ’ Now, when J oseph 
gets up to demolish his Brethren sitting 
near, Conservatives opposite settle them- 
selves down with the peculiar rustling 
motion with which a congregation in 
crowded church or chapel arrange them- 
selves to listen to a favourite preacher. 
Pretty to watch them as CsAMBEELAnr 
goes forward with his speech, delighting 
them with surprise to find how much 
better is their position than they thought 
when it was recommended or extolled 
from their own side. ^ Joseph not nearly 
so acrimonious to-night as sometimes. 
Still, as usual, his speech chiefly directed 
to his former Brethren who sit attentive, 
thinking occasionally with regret of the 
fatal shallowness of the pit, and the 
“ Joe !” absence of arrangement for hermetically 


sealing it. If only — 7- But that is another story. Courtney at 
end 01 Bench is thinking of still another, which has the rare charm 
of being true. It befel at a quiet dinner where Joseph, finding him- 
self in contiguity with Chairman of Committees, took opportunity of 
rebuking him for his alleged laxity in repressing disorder. 

“ I should like to know,^’ he asked, ‘‘whether, supposing I were 
to fire a pistol across the House, you would call it a breach ot’ order.” 

“I don’t think, Chamberlain,” said Prince Arthur, who was 
sitting at the other side of the table, “ that 
if you were going to fire a pistol in the 
Commons, you would point it across the 
House.” Tim Healy just back from Dublin, 
where he ’s been appearing in his favourite 
character of pacificator; followed Chamber- 
lain, and later came Saundbrson. But 
even he suffered from prevailing tone of 
dulness, and Wilfrid Lawson, fast asleep 
in the corner by Cross Benches, did not miss 
much. JBusiness done* — More talk on 
Local Government Bill. 

Tuesday * — If anyone looking on at House 
of Commons at three o’clock this afternoon 
had predicted that within an hour it would 
be teeming with life, brimming over with 
human interest, he would have been looked 
upon with cold suspicion. N olan had taken 
the lioor, and was understood to be express- 
ing his deliberate opinion on merits of Irish 
I Local Government Bill. He was certainly 
saying something, but what it might be no 
man could tell. Lyon Playfair, who is up 
in all kinds of statistics, tells me 120 words 
per minute is the average utterance of ar- 
ticulate speech. Nolan was doing his 300, 
and sometimes exceeded that rate. ^ Not a 
comma in a column of it. A humming-top 
on the subject would have been precisely as 
instructive and convincing. Some twenty 
Members sat there fascinated by the per- 
formance. It was not delivered in a The Fighting Colonel. 
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monotone, in which case one could have slept. 
NoLA.1T was evidently arguing* in incisive 
manner, shirking no obstacle, avoiding no 
point in the BiU, or any hit made by previous 
speaker. His voice rose and fell with con- 
vincing modulation. He seemed to be always 
dropping into an aside, which led him into 
another, that opened a sort of Clapham 
Junction of converging points. One after 
the other, the Colonel, with full steam up, 
ran along ; when he reached terminus of 
siding, racing hack at sixty miles an hour ; 
and so up and down another. Only guessed 
this from modulation of his voice and the in- 
telligent nodding of the head with which 
he compelled the attention of Attouvey- 
Geitehal for Iiiela.itd.^ Fox just over half 
an hour he kept up this pace, and, saving a 
trot for the avenue, fell back into his seat 
gasping for breath, having concluded a 
sentence nine hundred words long worked off 
in three minutes by the astonished clock. 

An interval of T. W. Kussell, with one 
of his adroitly - argued, lucidly - arranged 
speeches. Then Mr. G. and transformation 
scene. House filled up as if by magic. In 
ten minutes not a seat vacant on floor ; Mem- 
bers running into Side Gallery, nimbly hop- 
ping over Benches, to get on front line so as 
to watch as well as hear the last and the 
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OVERHEARD 


EARUS COURT. 


to watch as well as hear the last and the Old Buffer. “Ugh 1 I 'm tired to death of bkin(; Hunted 1 Blessed if I ’ll run 
greatest of the old Parliamentarians. As aw^ay from those Blank Cartridges again ! ” 

suddenly and swiftly as the House had filled. Broncho. “Yes, you bet! And I've made up my mind to quit Bucking, It's 
the limp lay figure of the Debate throbbed perfectly sickening having to do it from Year’s end to Year’s end I ” 

with life. Scene of the kind witnessed only __ — ^ — — ^ ^ ~ 

once or twice in Session. Six hundred pair of eyes all turned 1 affairs in Commons, whilst controverting all his statements, savs 


eagerly upon figure standing at Table, denouncing with uplifted arm, “ every 
and voice ringing with indignation, the iniquities of the Maekiss, heart.’’ 
safely absent, and of his ne^ew, Prince Arthur, serenely present. 

f speech ; an achievement which, 

>d alone, sufficient to make a 
1 . And yet, when result of 
announced, it was found that 
iniquitous Goo^ment 

can be ex]^c‘tedf”^ Business ^ 
ment Bill read Second Time, 

H^irWieam, 3 

as Arthur Orton 
called himself when resident ' 

in the wilds of Australia, and 
^ ^ explained that the style im- 


everyone must admit that the Hon. Member has spoken from his 
jart,” “ Which,” Novar savs, “it reminds me of the couidet ffoe 
Gargery meant to put on the toml)- 
stone of his lamented father, ‘What- 
n ^ sume’er the failings on his part, 

\ 'iiwV Remember, reader, he wore that good 

Cti in his hart’ ” 


The Noble Baron. 


At length in Committee of Supply ; 
Vote on Account moved ; Mr. G. on 
his feet wanting to know 
you know ; doesn’t once i 
mention the Dissolution ; 
but puts it to Prince Ar- I 
THUR whether, really, the 
time hasn’t come when i 
House should learn some- 
thing with respect to inten- I 
tions of Government touch- j 
^ V ing finance, their principal 

Bills, and, in short, “ so far i 
foreshadowing the probable 
termination of the Session ? ” i 
Wouldn’t on any account 
iw hurry him ; any day he likes 

^ will do ; only getting time 

something should be said. 

^ Prince ARTHUR, gratefully 

acknowledging Mr. G.’s kind 
way of putting it, agreed 
with his view. Some day he 


T. W.” ported Baronet of the British will tell us something ; to-day he will say nothing. A pretty bit 

Kingdom. Now we know what was the meaning of that foray upon of hy-plav ; excellently done by both leading Gentlemen : perfectly 

4.1. « XI AT 4.1 Jn.— li.!. 4.1. - -• 4.-l_ i i -l.* ® » xr .7 


the House the other day, when, with the Chairman in the Chair, and understood by laughing House. 

r(o.«v,«v.;4-4.^A .C...11«. ^^.v.^4.:4...4... J 11 J J CiT. _ J i! -Tv? 


Committee fully constituted, the waggish Wiggin walked adown 
the House, with his hat cocked on one side of his head, in defiance of 
Parliamentary etiquette. The Birthday Gazette was even then being 
dratted, and to-day the wanton Wiggin is Sir Henry, Baronet of 

4.1. VI tTv.,*4.vi. 3 xr^4. i__ 1 


Business done . — Shadow of Dissolution gathering close. 

Friday . — see Tay Pay, in the interesting Sunday journal he 
admirably edits, reproaches me because, in this particular page of 
history, “ Mr. Sexton,” he says, — 


drama, and to-day the wanton WiGom is Sir Henry, Baronet of history, “ Mr. Sexton,” he says, “is derided constantly and shame- 
the United Kmgdom. Not ^ore popular announcement in the Hst. fully.” Anglice : Occasionally when, in a faithful record of Parlia- 
An honest, kindly, shrewd Wiggin it is, with a face whose genial mentary events, Sexton’s part in the proceedings must needs be 
smUe all people, warming under it, in^inctively return. noticed, it is gently hinted that among his many admirable quali- 

Business done. Wiggin made B.B.K. ties terseness of diction is not prominent. In fact he has been 

Thursday . a long time reaching Vote on Account ; two sometimes alluded to by the playful prefix Windbag. If Tay 
hours taken for discussion of Birmingham W ater Bill ; Gentlemen Pay had been content to administer reproof, it would have been 
m Radical oanip much exercised about size of fish in streams annexed well. But he goes on to discuss Sexton’s parliamentary style, and 
for purposes of Birmingham water supply. Chamberlain, who has comes to this conclusion Mr. Sexton’s one fault as a speaker is 
^arge of Bill, says he never caught one longer than two inches, that he does not proportion his observations sufficiently at certain 
1 that fishi]^ in same waters he rarely caught one stages in his speeches; and that preparation sometimes hastheefiect 

less than a pound weight. Evidently a mistake somewhere. House of tempting him to over-elaboration.” If Tay Pay likes to put it 
passed Bui through Committee. that way, no one can object. Only, space in this journal being more 

ihen Rev\ 8am Smith wants to know more about Polynesian valuable, the same thing is said in a single word. 

Labour Trafac. The Noble Baron who has charge of Colonial Business done . — Small Holdings Bill 'sent on to the Lords* 

(Cj* — ^Rejected Comuituiicatioiis or demtributions, whether MS., Printed UCatter, Drawings, or Pictures of any deseripticni wi}l 

in no case he returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamp‘efd and AddrClsae'd Envelope, dover, or Wrapper. Po this rule 
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A DAY AT ANTWERP. 

{By the “ Vamus Viator.'") 

In the Place Verte.—^^^ The traveller, according to Bcedeker^ 


other wonders, and inform Sacristan that their own Cathedrals 
“ ain’t twiU’ “Look at the value oi the things they’ve got ’ere, 
you know,” they say to me, clucking, and then depart, after asking 
Sacristan the nearest way to the Zoo. 

At Table Whote. — Fellow-countrymen to the fore ; both my im- 


“ should at once direct his steps to the Cathedral.” Not ffoing to mediate neighbours English, but neither shows any inclination to 
be bullied by Bcedeker ! Shall assert my’independence by directing converse. Rather glad of it ; afternoon of Museums and C-alleries 
steps somewhere else first. Carillon tinkling fitfully up in tower, instructive — ^but exhausting. Usual Chatty Clergyman at end of 


Like an elderly ghost with failing memory, trying to play every 
tune she ever knew all at once on a cracked old spinnet. Fancy 1 in silence and dismally contemplating artificial plant in a plated pot 
detect fragment of “ The Heavens are Telling tripped up by the in front of her. It is a depressing object — but why look at it? 
“ Hundredth,^'' and falling over Hay dnh Surprise'^ Ghost Horror of two Sportsmen opposite on being offered snipe. “Snipe 
tries back, and just as she seems about to arrive at something now — Great Scott!” they exclaim, “And ain’t they high too?” 
definite— suddenly gives it up as hopeless. To Church of St. Paulus, One helps himself to some, with a sense that being on the Continent 
to see the Calvary. Small but highly intelligent Belgian Boy, who makes all the difference. But even.Afs courage fails on being offered 


table, talking Guide-book intelligently ; wife next him, ruminating 
in silence and dismally contemplating artificial plant in a plated pot 


speaks English, insists on volunteering services. 


Belgian Boy, who makes all the difference. But even.te courage fails on being offered 
(Why aren’t our stewed apricots with it. Close by a couple of Americans ; a dry 


street-boys taught French and German in Board Schools ? — make all middle-aged man, and a talkative young feUow who informs him he 
the difference to foreigners in London.) Boy takes me up avenue was at Harvard. Elder man listens to him with a grim and wooden 
of heroic-sized scriptural statues, introduces me to “ Moise,” “Dahvit forbearance. “ Ez fur languages,” the younger man is saying. “I’d 
mit de ’arp,” and others. Kind of him— but I wish he would go. undertake to learn any language inside of six months. F’r enstanoe. 


Offer him twopence. Boy declines with in- I got up Trigonometry in two. You ’ll tell me 

dignation. Young Belgium evidently high- ^ language, and that’s so, but take 

minded and sensitive. He informs me that, in a Latin now, I’d learn Latin— to write awe? speak 

certain church he refers to as “ Sin Yack,” there ^ year. Italian I’d learn in a fortnight — 

are “ Rubens’ peecture — ^moch fine,” and plainly constant study ^ you understand. Then 

proposes to conduct me thither. Mustn’t hurt there ’s German. Well, I cann’t read German — 

his feelings again — so accept. Boy clumps on German text, I cann’t, and I don’t 

ahead, down alleys, and through back-streets, W. — ix speak it with fiuency,^ but I can ask my way 

and round corners, looking round severely at 'i ' f \ in it, and order anything / want, and I reckon 

intervals to see that I am not giving him the slip. 1 about as much as a man requires to know 

Nice friendly little fellow— but despotic. Don’t \ ' |WjX\ of any language. Will you take a glass of 

seem to be much nearer ; “ Sin Yack” evidently 1 wine outer my bottle? I’ve another coming 

a saint of retiring disposition .. . At last. Boy [| along.” Elder man declines stiffly, on plea that 

points him out triumphantly. Thank him, with | * slW \ he is almost a teetotaller. “ Well, maybe you’re 

apologies for taking him so much out of his way. I ( ^ 11 ^ ( wise,” says the Harvard man, “ but I ’ve dis- 

Boy demands two francs. Hint, as delicately as V, , § j | \ covered a thing that ’ll put you all right in the 

possible, that I consider this estimate of the \lL morning when you’ve eaten or drunk more’n’s 

value OI his time and society somewhat high. '"J£/ M good for you overnight. I ’ll tell you what that 

Boy peremptory. Give him fifty centimes. Boy yj^ I 1 thing It ’s justpersly — plain ordinary simple 

abusive ; follows me with uncomplimentary re- / Ik persly. You eat a bunch o’ fresh persly first 

marks. I can not go about Antwerp all day with , ■; I V y thing you get up, and it don’t matter what you’ve 

a hostile boy harassing my rear like this! So / , V\ taken, you ’ll feel just as bright Elder man, 

undignified. However, shall find sanctuary with , ' ! jL v cutting up his chicken into very 

“ Sin Yack.” Every door closed. Bov at a dis- ‘ | small pieces, looks up and says solemnly, “ You 

tance— chuckling, I am afraid. Shall walk on j i j may consider yourself vurry fortunate in being 

— not hurrying, but briskly. Boy gone at last ' ! .1 able to correct the errors you allude to by a means 

— thank goodness I — with Parthian- yelp of i m i I which is at once so efflcacious and so innocent,” 

“Rosbif!” I I 1-HL I After which he subsides into his salad. Harvard 

In the Cathedral . — Being shown round by i llj [ I man shut up. 

Sacristan, in company with two respectable 1 \ Fumoir . — Two drearily undecided men 

young Britons. “You snee dot oltarbiece, gentle- ' ' 1 1 trying to make up their minds where to go next. 

mens,” says Sacristan, “paint by Rubens, in ^ ||^R| Shall they stay at Antwerp for a day or two, or 

seexteen day, for seexteen hondert fiorin.” go over to Brussels, o^ go back to Calais and stay 

Whereupon both Britons make a kind of “cluck” there, or what ? “ Calais is on their way home^ 

with their tongues. “ Dat vos von hondert fiorin anyhow,” says one, and the other, without 

efery day he vas paint,” explains the Sacristan. _r. ' attempting to deny this, thinks “there maybe 

Britons do this division sum in their heads, j more to see at Brussels.” “ Not more than there 

check it as correct, and evidently feel in- ^ is here,” says his friend; “ all these places much 

creased respect for Rubens as capable — ^for " * about the same.” “ Well,” says the first, yawn- 

an artist^of driving a good bargain. “ Rubens , ^ u where we are ? ” “ Just as 

baint him ven he vas seexteen, which younger ^ r^- V you please,” says the other. “No; but what 

Briton considers “very creditable to him, would you rather do?” ... “Me? oh, I’m 

too! ” They inspect the High Altar, with more « Rosbif! ” entirely in your hands ! ” First man, who has 

clucks, and inform one another, with the had^ Green Chartreuse with his coffee and seems 

air of Protestants who are above prejudice, that it’s a marvellous snappish, annoyed at this, and says, “it’s dam nonsense going on like 
piece 0 ’ work, though, mind yer! Sacristan points out holes that.” ‘‘Oh,” says the second, “then you leave it to me — is that 


I got up trigonometry in two. You ’ll tell me 
that isnH a language, and that’s so, but take 
Latin now, I’d learn Latin— to write awe? speak 
—in a year. Italian I’d learn in a fortnight — 
with constant study^ you understand, then 
there ’s German. Well, I cann’t read German — 
not in their German text, I cann’t, and I don’t 
speak it with fiuency, but I can ask my way 
in it, and order anything I want, and I reckon 
that ’s about as much as a man requires to know 
of any language. Will you take a glass ^ of 
wine outer my bottle? I’ve another coming 
along.” Elder man declines stiffly, on plea that 
he is almost a teetotaller. “Well, maybe you ’re 
wise,” says the Harvard man, “ but I ’ve dis- 
covered a thing that ’ll put you all right in the 
morning when you’ve eaten or drunk more’n’s 
good for you overnight. I ’ll tell you what that 
thing is. It ’s justpersly — plain ordinary simple 
persly. You eat a bunch 0 ’ fresh persly first 
thing you get up, and it don’t matter what you’ve 
taken, you’ll feel just as bright! ” Elder man, 
who has been cutting up his chicken into very 
small pieces, looks up and says solemnly, “ You 
may consider yourself vurry fortunate in being 
able to correct the errors you allude to by a means 
which is at once so efflcacious and so innocent,” 
After which he subsides into his salad. Harvard 
man shut up. 

In the Fumoir. — Two drearily undecided men 
trying to make up their minds where to go next. 
Shall they stay at Antwerp for a day or two, or 
go over to Brussels, oy go back to Calais and stay 
there, or what f ‘‘ Calais is on their way home., 
anyhow,” says one, and the other, without 
attempting to deny this, thinks “there maybe 
more to see at Brussels.” “Not more than there 
is here,” says his friend ; “ all these places much 
about the same.” “ Well,” says the first, yawn- 
ing, “ shall we stay where we are ? ” “ Just as 

you please,” says the other. “No; but what 
would you rather do?” ... “Me? oh, I ’m 
entirely in your hands ! ” First man, who has 
had Green Chartreuse with his coffee and seems 


air of Protestants who are above prejudice, that it’s a marvellous snappish, annoyed at this, and says, “it’s dam nonsense going on like 
piece 0 ’ work, though, mind yer! Sacristan points out holes that.” ‘‘Oh,” says the second, “then you leave it to me — is that 
underneath choir-stalls. “De organ is blay over dere, and de it?” “Haven’tibeensaying so all along!” growls the other. Second 
mooshique he com out hier troo de ’oles, so all be beoples vas vender Undecided Man silent for a time, evidently forcing himself to come 
vere de schounds com from ! ” First Briton remarks to me that to a decision of some sort. At last he looks up with relief. “ TFie??,” 
“That’s a rum start, and no mistake.” I agree that it is a rum he says, very slowly, “ what do you think about it ? ” Whereupon 
start. I shall find mYself clucking presently, I know! “Haf you they begin all over again. This indecision is catching— leave them, 
scheen yed de bortraits of Glatshtone and Lort Bagonspelpt ? ” In the Street — about 11’30 p.m.— Back from Variety Theatre. 
Sacristan asks us “ . . . ‘ No? ’ then I show you.” He leads us up Hotel doors closed. Have rung several times — ^no result at present, 
to the finial of one of the stalls, which is carved in the figure of a Curious impression that I shall be hauled up before a Dean or some- 
monk. “Is not dat de Ole Grandt Man himself?” he asks, body for tMs to-morrow and fined or gated. Wish they ’d let me in 
triumphantly. Second Briton agrees “It’s a wonderful likeness, — chilly out here. Is there a night-porter? If not — awkward, 
reelly.” His Companion admits “ They ’ve got old Gladstone there Carillon again from Cathedral tower. Ghost has managed to recollect 
to a ? ” — but adds that “ come to that, it might do for either of ’em.” a whole tune at last, picking it out with one finger. Seein to have 
“ Lort Bagonspeldt ” is opposite, but, as Sacristan observes, would heard it before — what the Dickens is it? Recognise it as the 
be more like “ if dey only vas gif him a leedle gurl on de vorehead.” “ Mandolinata in E.” Remember the Yokes Family dancing to it 
Next we are taken to the Retro-Choir and shown the “ moshgurious long ago in the Drury Lane Pantomime. Not exactly the^ tune one 
and peautiful bainting in de ole Cathedrale. Schtand yust hier, would expect to meet in a Cathedral . . . Unbolting behind doors. 
Gentelmens, now you see him. Beoples say, ‘ Oh, yais, ve know, Nervous feeling. Half inclined to assure Porter penitently that this 
yust a marble-garvings— a haw releft'I’ I dell you, nodings of de shall not occur again. Wish him good -night instead— pleasantly, 
kindt. All so fiat as a biece of vite baper— com close op. Yat you Porter grunts— unpleasantly. Depressing to be grunted at the last 
tink? Yonderful, hey?” Britons deeply impressed by this and thing at night. To bed, chastened. 


VOL. COX. 
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THE MOAN OF THE MUSIC-HALL MUSE. 

[It is hinted that the vogue of the tremendously successful but tyrannously ubiquitous “ Ta-ra-ra^- 
JBoom-de-ay ! is beginning, at last, to wane.] 

She museth upon “ the Boom, that waneth every day'^ and wondering what she shall “ star^^ with 


next, hrcalceth -forth into -^amiliar strains : — 
Air — “ Win 


p.C>rAL 


L0N>3N PA'-' 




TIVOLI 

/\I5J 

Lottie 

ceiiiiL* 


I MIIQP Jones {bitterly). And shiould I not he? 

, , , . , 1 1 • -i. ’ « /r know that I was once fined ten 

ul but tyrannously ubiquitous Ta-ra-ra^ shillings and costs for saying that a drunken 
at last, to wane.] ^^3 intoxicated ! 

and wondering whai she shall “ star'' with Brown. Surely there was not much harm 
,iliar strains : — in that ? 

Air— ‘‘ Whcd will you do, Lovc^" Jones, li was immoral to call the cook in- 

^ r n T j on* toxicated, and the Archbishop says, “that 

What shall I do now? My song was persons previously condemned on grounds 

T *1 ii • n x» -L T immorality of all kinds are not proper 

Like a tide liowing, all Booms Deyond ; legislators.” Under the circumstances I have 


Like a tide liowing, all Booms beyond ; legislators.” Under the circumstances I have 
though, when critics detailed, I should not be a proper legislator ! 
hide It, Brown. Butlookatme! Here am I living 

n so f ond r a free life, doing exactly what I please, and 


la-ra-ra chiding, Boom- de-ay de- deserving the censure of the Bench five times 


riding!— ^ , , a weekT I will undertake to say that you 

, fought IS abiding— that s sadlj true . are three times as good a fellow as I am ; yet 
^ another Sensation ISotion. £ am as certain of my seat as possible. 

With deep emotion that s what I 11 Jozies [sadly). But there is a gulf between 
* us— the gulf that divides not-entirely-con- 

( Gazes mournfully at her unstrung harp, scious innocence and half -imaginary vice. 
and, smitten by another reminiscence, You are safe, and I am not. 
sings plaintively ) : — Brown. I don’t see why 1 Why am I safe ? 

Aik-“ The harp that once through T mend the qneetion-Tirhy do 

TTniun you thiukyour chancB of bcing elcctcd SO Small ? 

. Jonee. Because, my dear Bkown, I have 




I ’ll pray for another Sensation Notion. 
With deep emotion— that ’s what I ’ll 
do! 






sings plaintively ) : — Brown. I don’i 

Km— The harp that once through 

Tara[r^yellalle.'> Fecaus; 

The harp that once through Music Halls been found out ! 






She harketh back to the old strain : — 
What would you do now if distant tidings, 
Thy fame’s confidings should undermine,— 
Of some “ Star ” abiding ’neath other skies, 
In the public eyes yet more bright than 
thine ? 


Sheer maddening rapture shed, 

Now hangs as mute on willow- walls 
As though that Boom were dead. 

So dims the pride of former days, 

So fame ’s fine thrill is o’er. 

And throngs who once yelled high with 
praise, 

Now find the Boom a bore. 

No more to tofis and totties bright 
Thy tones, “Ta-ra-ra” swell. 

The gloom that hailed my turn to-night 
Sad tales of “ staleness ” tell. 

The Chorus now will seldom wake, 

The old mad cheers who gives ? 

And Lottie some new ground must break 
To prove that still she lives. 

What woidd you do, now, if home re- 
turning, 

^ With anger burning at the fickle crew. 
You found the prospect of another Boom, 


[Scene closes in upon conventional virtue 
perfunctorily triumphant. 


A BLIZZARD FROM: THE NORTH. 

[*‘ The plea of the existence of such custom, or 
habit, or practice of copying as is set up can no 
more be supported when challenged than the high- 
wayman’s plea of the custom of Hounslow Heath” 
— Justice Korth's Judgment in the Copyright 


— Justice Korth's Judgment in the 
Action “ Walter v. Stemkopff.''] 


So “ Stand and deliver ! ” will not quite do 
In the year eighteen hundred and ninety-two ; 
And if you are caught on the (iueen’s high- 
way, [pay, 

With a something for which you ’ve omitted to 
No use to try putting in — under your breath — 
The plea of the custom of Hounslow- Heath ! 

Thanks to the Times and to J ustice North ! 
The highway— of News — may he clearer 
henceforth 


To dispel your gloom ah ! what would you Of robber daring and footpad sly. 


Oh, name it not! ’Twould bring shade and Why then by Ta-Ra, I ’d bless the morrow 


To stop a coach, or to fake a cly, 
Boldly to lift or astutely sneak, 


On mvTpw rrmdA T \anish sorrw, and raise my “ screw.” Will expose a prig to the hobby’s tweak, 

.Y. 4 ^ ® ^ ^ re-staag this Harp hung no more on the And ho shall not shelter himself beneaih 


This far fame of mine, did some rival share it. 
I could not bear it— what would I do ? 


willow, 

And with tears my pillow no more bedew. 


TO BE, OE NOT TO BE— DISCOVERED ! 

Scene— ^ Borough. Time— Within meamralle distance of the General Blection. 

Enter Brown and Jones. 

Brown. Well, Jones, I am glad to hear that you purpose standing for Parliament. Y 
are a first-class man, and the House will be all the better for having your assistance 

Jones. You are mistaken, my dear Brown. I did ’ 

intend to stand for Parliament, out since the Archbishop 

has published his letter, I have determined to retire from OUR SAL VOLATILE OR 
the contest. 

Brown. What nonsense ! Why I, as you know, have 
been in the House for years, and I assure you I have ,, 

never met a more suitable man for the place. Why, 
my dear^J ONES j you are absolutely cut out for Parlia- — 

Jones [sadly). I wish I could* think so. But alas, no, ^ 

after the Archbishop’s letter, I must, I will give it up. 

Brown. Have you not made the question of the Cri- 
minal Code your own ? 

^ Jones. Yes, hut I must admit (and I make the admis- 
sion with shame) that years ago at school I was rightly 
accused of stealing apples. 

J5r^w.^And was the accusation believed — were you 

Jones [struggling with his emotion). Alas ! it was, and 
I received (from the Bench) a severe reprimand. It wHi 

brings the red blood into my cneeks — a severe reprimand ! ^ 

Brown. Then you know all about the Libel Acts,— you ' 

are Tip in a slander ? 


The plea of the custom of Hounslow Heath. 

Autolycus now must buy his wares, 

And not with his neighbours go [gratis shares. 
‘ ‘ Thou sbalt not steal — not even brains,” 
Says Justice North, and his rule remains. 
Thanks to the Justice, thanks to the Times I 
Plain new definitions of ancient crimes 
bu Are needful now when robbers unsbeath 
The old plea of the custom of Hounslow Heath! 


OUR SAL VOLATILE OR, A WRIGGLER SARPINT OF OLD NILE. 

Cleopatre, quittant la Seine, 

^ lei tu viens en souveraine, 

/„ YVhere “Britons never will be slaves,” 

It' And “ Britannia rules the waves.” 

(Ritournelle egoiste et vaine I) 











THE GRAND OLD GEORGIE PORGIE. 


Georgie-Poegib grand but Sly 
Kissed the Girls to raise a Cry ; 


When the Girls came out to play 
Georgie-Porgie ran away ! 


DEmnriOK OF “SIOFF Fo™.”-A J^uor orging a| toW^OFTHFDFEBT.-^«?omfutoeutob^ 

idicHlous plea* ‘ as r • 
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OPERA-GOER'S DIARY. 

Monday. — GtOTTN'Od’s Romeo et Juliette, Les deux freres 
(‘‘Brothers of Corse Jea.x and Edotja-BD, excellent respectively 
as Romeo and Friar Laurent, Edwihd looted the reverend, kind- 
hearted, hut eccentric herbalist to the life, singling splendidly. But 
Brother John, in black wig, black moustache, and with pallid 
face, look so unhealthy a Romeo that his appearance must have 
first excited Juliets pity, which we all know is akin to love. My 



Hot Weather. The Briar proposes cider- “ cupping ” as a remedy. 
Dance of Joy in consequence. 


advice to Johnnie de Heszke is to “lighten the part, ” and “ do it on 
his head,’^ — which, being summed up, means flaxen-haired wig and 
light moustache. Juliette Fames charming. Nurse Bauermeister 
too young. Tybalt Montariol^ when killed, must not lie “toes 
up” too close to Curtain. Friendly members of Capulet faction 
rescued his legs, otherwise these members must have suffered. M. 
Dufeiche, as Mercutio^ mistaken for Edouabd de Heszke. Sub- 
sequent appearance of the real Simon Pure as The Friar only com- 



Yaults on both sides. 


plioates matters, but death of Mercutio settles it. The survivor is 
EnoTJAED DE Reszke. Mr. Alec Maesh, late of English Comic Opera, 
appears as the Duke of Verona^ and everyone admires his Grace. 

Tuesday,-- Or feo. Everyone talking of to-morrow’s Derby. Bets 
“ taken and Orf-” eo. 

Wednesday, — Derby Day -celebrated by performance of 

JPhilemon and Cavalleria, Both favourites. But in honour of the 
winner Hugo^ the Opera ou^t to have been the JELugo-nots, 

Thursday, — Lohengrin, jRentrie of Madame Noedica as Elsa^ 
who couldn’t be bettered by anybody Elser. Lohengrin is “The 
Johnnie of the Operaj” i,e,, Johnnie de RESZKi. First-rate: no 
longer does he appear m dark hair as in Romeo ; but as a Knight 
light, suitable to the time of year. 

Friday, — B Vascello Fantasma, which is the Flying Dutchman 


with Maggie Macintyee Mac-in-tirely restored to us as the charm- 
ing Senta — quite an Eighty - per - — of attraction. Awful 

appearance of Phantom Ship ! Evidently straight from Dead Sea. 
Racing conversation in all parts of house. “ Ancient Mariners,” or 
“Old Epsom Salts,” talking about Flying Dutchman's year, 1849. 

Saturday — Progress reported generally. Melba Yery good. 
Miss Eames being absent, we miss Eames. House counted out by 
midnight. Detjetolanus satisfied with Derby Week. 


THE WELSHEES AT THE MANSHUN HOUSE. 

WE’ve ad the Welshers ere, and did they injy theirselves? 
Didn’t they jest! And wosn’t they all jest perlite to us Waiters, 
as all true gents alius is, and didn’t they amost shout theirselves 
hoarse when the Loed Maee got up to perpose the fust Toast! 
But not qwite, oh no, not by no means, or they woodn’t have bin abel 
to sing what they calls their Hashnal Hanthem so bewtifoolly that 
they made the werry tears cum into my old eyes! One on ’em 
kindly told me as they calls it, “ Him glad to find Ada,” which 
means, “ The Land of my Fathers” ! and a werry nice name too, tho 
I don’t quite see why they shoud leave out , their ;pore Mothers, 
but it ’s the ushal way of the world, out of site out of mind !^ but they 
makes up for it by calling the Land of their Fathers, their Mother 
country, so it comes all rite in the end. ^ ... 

The same kind Gent told me he oped they would sing their f avnt 
song, “ Ah, hide her nose! ” commonly called “ Foor Maey Ann ! ” 
so I should think indeed. 

I didn’t see, in looking down the long list of Gests, no gent by the 
name of Taffy, at which I was summut serprized. 

I heard a gent interdoosed as the Edditer ot “ the General Gimrig,” 
which I takes to be a Raddicle Paper. _ I didn’t at all no afore 
what a wunderfooU harry stokratic place little Wales is. Why we had 
about a duzen JSTobbelmen inclewding a reel Book, and as if that wosn’t 
rayther a staggerer, we had no less than four reel Bishups with 
Harchdeeouns to match, about thirty Members of Parlement, and 
quite a brood of Welch Mares. 

I suttenly thort as I had had a werry fair samjpel of Welch en- 
thusyasm and Welch loyalty when I herd them jine in singin our 
Nashnal Anthem ; but lor, it] was nothin to their recepshun of the 
Lord Maee when he guv ’em the Toast of the hevening, “ Wales ! ” 
Why they sprung to their feet, Bishups, and Harohdeecuns, and 
Book, and Nobbelmen, and M.P.’s and ail, and shouted and cheerd 
and emtied their glasses, and then gave three such cheers as made 
the hold All ring again ! Which I wished as the Prinse of Wales 
was there to heer ’em. 

Brown and me had our nice quiet larf together at the ushal bit of 
fun. When sum werry ellerkent gent was a makin a speach as 
was rayther too long for them as wanted to heer the lovely Welch 
mewsic, they .began for to hammer on the table with our bewtifool silver 
spoons and reel cut glasses, meaning to say, “That’s about enulf,” 
but the Dore delewded Horrator thort it meant, “ Keep it up, my boy ; 
it ’s splendid ! ” So he kep it up till two of our best glasses was broke, 
and then he kindly sat down looking the werry pictur of happiness. 
It reminded me of a simlar little delushun as we practises early in 
the year. “ Waiter,” says sum hungry Gent, “ bring me sum more 
Whitebait,” and I takes nim sum more Sprats, and he is quite con- 
tent ! As our Grate Poet says, “ Where hignorance makes you ’appy, 
remane as you are” 1 Upon the whole, I wentures to think as the 
Welch Nashnal Bank wet, given by; Lord Mare Evans, was about the 
mostsucksessfulas I have ewer psisted at during my menny years of 
such pleasant xperiences. I finishes by saying, I should werry much 
like to see a reel Irish Lord Mare try his hand in the same Nashnal 
way. Robert. 

A TIP-TOP TIPSTER. 

[In some spirited verses that appeared in the Sportsman^ on the morning 
of Derby Day, Mr. J oiiN Teew-Hay, alone amongst the prophets, selected 
Sir Sugo as the winner.] 

Ye Gods, what a Prophet ! We thoujjht ’twas his fun. 

For the horse that he picked stood at fifty to one, 

And we all felt inclined in our pride to say, “ You go 
To Bath and be blowed ! ” when he plumped for Sir Hugo, 

But henceforth we shall know, though the bookies may laugh, 
That this Hay means a harvest, and cannot mean chaff. 

Though it lies on the turf, there ’s no sportsman can rue 
That he trusted such HAy when he knew it was Teew ! 

“Resignation of an Alderman.”— H e had had two basins of 
Turtle. He asked for yet another. “ All gone. Sir ; Turtle ofl I ” 
was the Waiter’s answer. The Alderman said not a word ; he smiled 
a sickly smile. There was no help for it, or “ no helping of it,” as 
he truthfully put it. He would do his best with the remainder of the 
7 nenu, The resignation of the .^derman was indeedA.sight.to touch 
the heart even ot Robert the City Waiter. 
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BRER FOX AND OLE 

{A Fable somewhat in the •f'ashion of “ Uncle JRemus,' 

Ole Man Crow lie wnz settin’ on der 

rail, ^ 

Brer Fox lie up en He sez, sezee, 

“Dis yer^’s a sight dat yo* otter I 1 

En he show him der tip of his (TJlster) L | 

‘‘ Eve’y gent otter have a lick at dis 11 

So’s ter know w’at’s w’at; en yer 

needn’t fear! vA 
“Oho! Oho!” 

Sez Ole Man Crow. 

“ But der Irish hutter I ’ve a notion 
dat J know I ” 

Brer Fox he boast, and Brer Fox he . ~ 

But Ole Man Crow heft his weight JITT 

“W’at, tote^me round der Orange- 

Sez Ole Man Crow, sezee ; \ 

‘ ‘ Tooby sho dat ’ s ky ind, but I radder \ 

Wer^der oranges are flyin’ kinder 

W&r One-eyed Rilex en SEpshot 

Sorter ^am^one ernudder ker-blunk, ^ 

i Tree stan’ high, but honey mighty 

Watch^dem bees wid stingers on der 

Make a b<^ ter de Buzzard, en den ^ 

Takes a limber-toe’ d gemman for ter ^ 

jump Jim Crow I ” " 

Den Brer Fox snortle en Brer Fox 

Sezee, “You’re settin dar sorter — ^ 

keerless-like,” sezee. 
















MAN CROW. 

’ but with avplications nea/irer home . ) 

“ But yer better come down,. 

'. 2 ^ Der is foes a broozin’ roun’ 

W’at will give yer was den butter 
L a in der North Countree. 

|1H You ’ll get mixed wid der Tar-Baby 

^ inter der North yo’ pitch, 

North ain’t gwinter cave in, 
radder die in der las’ ditch! ” 

a MSsiM^k “ You been runnin’ roun’ a long 

time, en a-sassin’ atter me ; 
But I speck you done come to de end 

You won’t frighten me not wuth a 
cent.,” sez Ole Man Crow, 
gwine nowhere skasely; 
^ A I ’U be busy near dis rail. 

’ \ You wun’t tempt me wid de butter 

) —or der powder— on yo’ tail, 

^ / Good-bye, Brer Fox, take keer yo’ 

_ N cloze, 

is de way de worril goes ; 
Some goes up en some goes down. 
you ’ll get^ter de bottom all safe en 

^ ^ 'W'atch yo’ ^strategy ’ wid int’rest, 

\< En — ^weU, I’ll try ter looTc^ des as 

/rt^Aiencf? as I ken ! ” 


The House of Lords Committee of 
Privileges decided that Captain 
Forester’s action in the Barnard 
Peerage case was a Yane attempt. 
“The chance,” said the Tmies^ “of 
such a prize as Baby Castle, with 
£60,000 a-year, is likely to tempt a 
man to tmnk his arguments and 
claims are better than they really 
are.” Baby Castle on the brain 
would soon become a sort of Babies. 


HAMLET IN HALE AN HOUR. 

{Prep(Lr6d for the Halls in compliance with the suggestions of Mr. Flunkeys 
Committee.) 

Scene — An open space outside Elsinore, View of the Palace and the 
Battlements, Hamlet discovered talking to the Ghost. 

JHam. And is it really within thy power to show me illustrations 
to tbe story that has so much interested me ? 

Ghost. It is! Behold! 

[He waves his hdton and a rock becomes transparent^ displaying 
a tableau of the play-scene in “ Hamlet. 

Ham, Ah, how well do I remember the occasion ! It was after I 
had met thee, and thou hadst told me the sad story of thy decease 
by my Uncle. And then I contrived this device to catch the con- 
science of the Bing I Thou art sleeping calmly, and a cloaked figure 
is pouring poison — real poison- into thy ear ! and look, the Bing is 
greatly disturbed! Ab, how it all comes back to me! [The rock 
resumes its normal condition.) And canst thou show me more ? 

Ghost, Ay, and I will! Behold! 

[He waves his baton, and another rock discovers a tableau 
representing the Burial of Ophelia. 

Ham. (deeply interested). Why, these must be the maimed rites that 
were all that was given to my poor lost love— the lady I desired to 
visit a nunnery — to Ophelia, And see there are the comic Grave- 
diggers. bhow me more ! Show me more ! 

[The vision fades away like its predecessor. 

Ghost, I would, did not the decision of statute law limit the time. 
And now I must away. But mind, my son — six principal characters, 
and no more ! Thou wilt remember ! 

Ham. Ay, marry; and yes, I will! (The disappears,) 

And so I have to meet Laertes at a fencing-bout. I will ! 

Trur^ets. Enter Bing, Gueen, Laertes, Osric, and Court. 

King, Hamlet, all hail I I wish thee joy! May’st thou be the 
victor at to-day’s trial of skill ! 

Ghost (heard from below). Remember! Six principal characters. 
He and thou and I are three. Three ! Sis, and no more I 

Hamlet (aside). Peace, perturbed spirit I 


Laertes (approaching). My good Lord, I wish thee well, for I do 
love thee. 

Ghost (from below). Four ! Remember— Four ! SiXj and no more ! 
and mind the time goes apace. Ten minutes of the thirty gone ! 

(aside). Peace, perturbed spirit! (Aloud.) The foils ! 
Osric (approaching). My Lord, the weapons ! 

Ghost [as before). He maketh five ! Beware ! Six, and no more I 
Ham. [aside). Rest, perturbed spirit! [Aloud.) T will take this one! 

[fiAMLET and Laertes take the foils and salute. 
King, Now will I drink to Hamlet after the first bout. Osric, be 
ready to give him a cup when he is tired! Mind me well. (Aside,) 
The cup of which Hamlet shaR drink contains poison, Ha! 
ha ! ha I A time will come ! I triumph ! , . ^ 

[Hamlet and Laertes /snes and drop their foils, 
Osric, — Let me retum^them, good Sirs ! 

[He gives the weapons in such a fashion that they are exchanged. 
King, Now will I drink to Hamlet. Give him the other cup. 
Ham, Nay, your pardon, Sire. I am fat and scant of breath, but 
I will crush a cup with thee, later ! , . 

Queen, Give me the cup, I will drink to thee, Hamlet ! [Drinks, 
Ghost [as before), I hear the well-remembered voice of thy mother, 
boy ! That makes six. The limit ’s reached I 
Ham, [aside). Rest, perturbed spirit ! [Aloud,) And now, good 
' Laertes, I am at thy service. [They fight, Hamlet is wounded, 
Osric. A hit, a hit, a palpable hit ! 

Ham, [annoyed), I am hurt, and by thee I 

[Fights fiercely and wounds Laertes. 
Queen, Oh ! I am poisoned ! [Dies, 

Ham, What, treacnery ! Ah, thou brute ! . , ^. 

[Bushes up and kills Bmg with his foil, 
Laertes, I am dying I Forgive me, Hamlet. It was the doing of 
the Bing. 

Ghost [as before). Twenty and nine minutes have expired! The 
time is all hut up 1 , , -n n 

Ham. [aside y with difficulty). Rest, perturbed spirit! larewelL, 

farewell, a long farewell to all my 

Ghost [as before). Ring down ! The time is up ! 

[Quick Curtain,) 
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A GENTLE EGOTIST. 

The Brilliant Jones {who likes an appreciative audience — to his Hostess). Os, there ! — IT ’s NO use — I oiye it up I 

IMPOSSIBLE, WHEN PEOPLE WILL TaLK ! ” 


Conversation 's 


^aNNINGS DECLARED CLOSED/^ 

Scene— of the 8L Stephen's C.O. Salisbury [Captain) 
and Balfour [Champion Bat) at Wickets, The latter has just 
despatched the hall to the boundary for another four '' eliciting 
** applause all round the ring'' as the [Cricket) saying is. 

Captain, ’W'ell Ht, my dear Arthur! 

, Champion Bat [modestly). ^ All I bit of a fluke. 

Captain. Come, come ! Cricket swagger may merit rebuke, 

But take your fair kudos : don’t run yourself down. 
Wicket-Keeper [aside). Bab! that’s his old trick. At the ball he 
will frown, 

And fumble the bat as though funk, or don’t care, 

Filled his soul ; but when slogging ’s the game he ’s all there. 
Mere posing, not playing the game, — ^yet he scores I 
I wonder how "Will likes the ring’s frantic roars 
At their flashy young favourite ? 

Bowler [aside). Humph ! he lays on ! 

I did hope, with that ball, that his wicket was gone. 

’Twas a curly one, one of my regular old sort. 

Q-ood batting and bowling, that ’s true Cricket sport, 

As Clarke, Grand Old T&undler, declared was the case 
When he bowled and Pilch batted. 

Champion Bat [aside). Just twig Harcourt’s face ! 

Thought he ’d had me ere now. Can’t you hear his “ How ’s 
that^"— 

If I gave him a chance ? 

Captain, He ’s a fine slogging bat. 

But behind the sticks— humph ! Well, let’s see, lad, your 
score 

I Wants but eight of the “ century.” Mnety-two more 

Towards your “ average,” Arthur ! The Cricketer’s Bard 
Will be rhyming your doings ! 

Champion Bat, An awful “reward ” ! 

But shall we play on ? 

Captain [thoughtfully). Well, now. what do yon think ? 

From fightiug it out to the end I don’t shrink, 


But time ’s running short ; we stand well for a win : 

They say that their eager desire ’s to go in. 

Perhaps if they got their desire they ’a be posed. 

Suppose we declare that our innings is closed ? 

[Left considering it. 

“PROBABLE STARTERS.” 

The Grentleman who sits on a pin with its business-end upper- 
most. . 

The Follower “not Allowed,” on Missus making a quite unexpected 
appearance in the Kitchen. 

Clerk, who having written to say that he is unable to attend to 
business as he is laid up with symptoms of influenza, comes face to 
face with the Senior Partner on the river at Bolton Lock. 

Lothario on his knees to his dearest friend’s Wife. Enter Hus- 
band. 

“ Textubl.” — ^Mr. Toole was horrified at overhearing portions of 
a conversation between two Gentlemen who were evidently provincial 
Managers, one of whom was saying, “Yes, I agree with you. We 
have settled to re-open our pits at a reduction of ten per cent.” “ I 
beg pardon. Gentlemen,” anxiously put in the Comedian, who had 
just returned from the race-course, having been tooled down to Epsom 
and back on a drag ; “ but I am going on tour, and if the price of 
admission to the pit is to be so largely reduced ” Then they ex- 

plained to him that they were Weimam Coal-owners. Mr,^ J. L. 
Toole was immensely relieved, and immediately invited his two 
acquaintences to partake of refreshment on board the Houseboat now 
moored off King William Street, Charing Cross. 


“Te Duc^” &c. — Old Pupils who were at “Balston’s,” are re- 
quested bjr Lord Ducte to hurry up with their ^ subscriptions to 
Memorial in Eton College Chapel. A JDucie’d good idea. 

Clear Case of Superstition.— Mr, Gladstone trusting to 
“ Shipton’s ” Prophecies. 
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-ruir r^riMcreoirNMO ntr a niiccrnD smuggled a bed-room chair. They say that pushing a chair in front 

Trlt OOIMr C.00IUIM0 Or A DUrFc.R« of you is a good way to learn. My terror was extreme ; it would be 

No. XL— THE DUFFEK IN LOYE awkward to be caught, at a friend’s house, stealing a bed-room chair. 

That I ventured this risk shows how fond of Cecilia. I was. I 
Mbs. McpuFFEK never greatly; admired the lady with whom this reached the pond safely, and hid the chair in a dry ditch. Next day, 
confession is concerned. She denies that Cecilia Bbaud was pretty, when presumed to be engaged on literary labours, I sneaked back, sat 
and when I do not answer (for where is the use of argument in such down on my chair, and tried to put on the skates. It always seemed so 
a case V), she remarks that I am too short-sighted to know whether easy when one saw an expert do it, like Mercury donning his winged 
a woman is pretty or not. This appears to myself to be an injudi- shoon, and sailing over the ice. But my hands grew blue as I 
cious assertion, and the dank of my opponent might be turned if it struggled with the key and the nuts, till I became certain that my 
were worth while. But it is not worth while. A Duffer I may be, boots were in fault, 

but not such a duffer as to reason with a woman. If you score a There was no help for it, I hid my chair in its ditch, and returned, 
point (and how many times one sees an opening in the fair one’s to take the village cobbler into my confidence. He, good man, rose 
harness), a woman is angry, or cries, or both, and there is no to the situation, and pointed out what I had surmised to be the case, 
repartee to that ultima ratio. viz., that the heels of my boots were too long to allow the chisel- 

I maintain, then, that Cecilia was pretty, and very pretty ; edged fiange to be adjusted by the lever, and admit at the same time 
pleasant, and very pleasant. No doubt she keeps those qualities of the other end of the heel being gripped by the cramps, — but he 
yet. I do not believe in the syllogism by which a man persuades promised to whittle away part of the heel, and send the skates home 
himself that he was a fool, that without delay : and he was as 

he had a lucky escape, that a girl ti I I word. 


becomes quite another person, 
and usually very stout and stupid, 
because she has preferred someone 
else to himself. No, if we met 
to-morrow But Fortune for- 

bid that we should meet to-mor- 
row, or any other day ! I have 
no relics of Cecilia. I had 
some, — an old glove, a lash of a 
riding-switch, and other trifies. 
I kept them in the secret drawer 
of a bureau, and in my absence 
that bureau was traded away for 
a new jesthetic article, relics and 
all, of course. Perhaps some 
minor poet bought the piece of 
furniture, and found the things, 
and wrote a poem on them. That 
is what makes me uncomfortable. 
If Cecilia sees the poem in one 
of the Magazines, and remembers 
the incidents which the souvenirs 
recall, she will certainly not be 
pleased with me, whether she 
fancies that I wrote the poem, or 
that I forgot all about the trea- 
sures, and traded their receptacle 
away. Life is reaUy very com- 
plicated. 

I met Cecilia at a house in the 
country. We sat next each other 
at dinner. I found her charming. 
We had the same taste in novels, 
— she knew Miss Austen almost 
off by heart, and, like me, she was 
very fond of field sports. I fiat- 
tered myself that she <Hd not find 
my company uncongenial. In the 
evening there was a little dance : 
I don’t dance, or at least, it was 
some time since I had danced, 
not, in fact since they used to 







It was while thus engaged that I heard a sound of female voices.” 


: gripped by the cramps, — but he 
le heel, and send the skates home 
without delay : and he was as ' 
good as his word, 
ly tThis time I took the precaution 
of fitting them on in my room. I 
walked about in them, and was 
happy. Next day I got to work 
again : ^ gingerljr I brought my 
chair into action, but I was 
wholly unprepared for the ex- 
treme slipperiness of the ice, even 
though forewarned to some extent 
by ttie painful experiences of 
Mr. Winkle. I had read that 
the skater “is very highly 
favoured when contending with 
the great enemy of motion, viz., 
friction,” a proposition which I 
found to be periectly true. My 
legs developed separatist tenden- 
cies, and started on independent 
orbits. Often I found myself 
sitting down in a position affected 
by acrobats, but unusual in 
Society. As for the chair, it 
would rear and plunge like a 
horse, or escape across the ice, 
where I had to crawl to it on my 
knees. It was while thus engaged 
that I heard a sound of female 
voices, and, lo ! there were 
Cecilia and two other girls, who 
had heard of this pond in the 
wood, and come to try it. I 
presented a singular spectacle, 
kneeling before a bed-room chair 
in the middle of a lonely pond. 
They laughed, a lover should 
never be ridiculous, but how 
could I help it ! I thought it best 
to be frank, indeed, what excuse 
could I make, what explanation 
could I offer ? In the evening I 
told Cecelia that I had under- 
gone all this for her sake ; that, 


make me take dancing lessons at school. How I hated it ! However, expert in other pastimes (except dancing), I had hoped to make 
this time I thought it seemed very easy and pleasant, though the fioor myself more worthy of “ figuring ” in her society. But, as a matter 
was extremely polished and slippery, dangerously so. Cecilia, of of fact, I never got so far as figures. t -u j 4-. •+ 4: 

course, was my partner. You know now they describe waltzing in Next day there was a thaw, and soon I h^ an opportumty of 
novels, the ecstasy of it, the wild impassioned delight. Consult But riding with Cecilia. It was “ The Last Ride Together,’ as in to. 
Livingstonb and Outda. "Well, it was not at all like that. Browning. I don’t like to speak about it. When we got off the 

I do not exactly remember what occurred. We started, there was road on to the tmrf my horse began to kick and plunge. I have read 
a buzz, I think there was a collision. I became extremely dizzy . . . that it is not right, but I did what I always do, I held on by the 
When I recovered my senses, it was not to find the dark grey eyes of pummel. Would you not hold on by the carpet, m an e^thquake. 
Cecilia bending over me with an expression of anxiety. No, she It felt like a young and lively earthquake. We came home soon, , 
was not there. I went to bed : I know there was a great contusion Csoilia leading my horse. People staying in the house met us. 
on my elbow. I did not propose to Cecilia. I thought, like otr Andrew 

Next morning, it was winter, everyone was going to skate. Now Aguecheek, “It is four to one she’U none of me,” Nay, the odds 
I could not skate. At school, when there was a skating holida3r, I were probably even longer. Ah, Cecil]^, if these lines i^tieet tmne 
always passed it beside the fire, which I had all to myself, roasting eyes, thou wilt know that one heart still is true. In another IHe, 
apples, and reading Juan These were among my happiest hours, less begirt by material diflS.oulties, we may meet amongst the 
However, I did not tell Cecilia that I could not skate, 1 pretended asphodel, where there is no opportunity for the display of mere 
(it seemed safe) to be desperately fond of hunting, and to despise mechanical accomplishments. Till then, au revotr . 

skating. Besides I had work, literary work, I told Cecilia, an - 

article on Miss Austen. This pleased her, but nobody accepted the , . •, i i . 1 « 1 i. 

article. In fact, I was bent on secretly learning to skate, I sent to ^ Appeopbiate.-— At Nancy, the Maire pledged the Czech gymnasts, 
town for a pair of “ Acmes,” for I knew I never could manage all in a goblet of Pommery. Their chief, ret^mng th^ks in French, 
the straps and buckles of the ordinary modern skate. I knew of a with a strong Bohemian accent, remarked that he took this as a S^|^t 
pond where nobody oame, and thither, under cover of xdght, I compliment to his own nationality, the champagne being tree Czech. 
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TROP DE Z^LE. 

{An Aristocratic Tip * ) 

The New Companion {fresh from Girtham College)* **Yes, Lady 
Jane, I saw jETer, with ^Tbr JSTabitual iTypocRisY J7 olding out 

ifER jBTaND to as iSTs WAS iTARANQUING AT ^TlS ^OTEL " 

Lady Jane, “Good gracious, Child, don’t stick in your H*s 

SO CAREFULLY AS ALL THAT ! PEOPLE WILL THINK YOUR FATHER 
AND JMLoTHBR dropped ’em, and that YOU ’re TRYIN’ TO PICK ’EM 
I ’ [And JPeople wouldnH he very far wrong. 


LADY GAPS SELECTIONS. 

^ Dear Mr. Punch, — Of my two selections to supply the last Horse 
in the Derby — one — La Tliche^ so far forgot what was due to my 
prophetic utterances as to ilnish second — and indeed, very nearly 
win I However, as such reprehensible conduct was mainly owing to 
the absurd wish of her jockey, Barrett, to be fost, my readers will 
see that no blame attaches to me— as the mare would doubtless not 
have hurried so much had she been left to her own devices— (the sex 
notoriously dislikes hmry )— it being a well-known fact that she would 
make a race with a donkey !— though why donkey races should be 
^ken of with such contempt, I don’t 3mow, for I once rode one with 
Lord Arthur on Hampstead Heath — (it was during our engagement, 
when people will do foolish things ; we had been “ slumming,” and 
he was disguisedin “ pearlies,” whilst I was gowned “ d /a ’Areiett”) 
—and I assure you our Donkeys went very fast. However— this is a 
mgression— as the man said when he walked over the cliff, so let us 
zu unser schafen/^ as the German proverb runs. 
.Although disappointed in the behaviour of La JFleche, my second 
stog Llanthony maintained my reputation for correct tips, by run- 
mi^ as I said he would ! — It is true that some papers report him 
as having finished seventh and JST/ Diahh last; but as he did not win, 
he might just as well have been last as seventh — and as I am sure 
my f nend Lord Eltham will not mind the plaoings being reversed — 
J ^®refore place Llanthony Iwt — and those ot my readers who 
took my advice and hacked him, will have every reason to con- 
gratulate themselves when they draw their money I 
With, regard to the winner. Sir JEEugoy whose success was a general 
surprise to aU except myself — (surprise is bad form) — can only follow 
the example of all other writers on turf matters in declaring that, 
he always had my good word, and was in fact my winter favourite, 


as anyone can see who will take the trouble to glance through my 
earlier advices !”— these will be^ difficult to find, as they were only 
conveyed in private letters which will not be published until my 
biography is written later on !— (very much, I hope). Still, had 1 
pursued the ordinary course of trying to tip the Winner, Sir Hugo 
would undoubtedly have been my sole selection — a fact which should 
not fail to weigh with my followers — and I have followers in plenty, 
as Lord Arthur knows ! 

Having done the whole of Epsom week, I shall be glad of a rest to 
get ready for Ascot— (four new gowns to try on) — and besides there 
are some smart parties to attend next week, so Doncaster will not be 
blessed with my sweet presence. However, I have a friend there on 
the Press who can he trusted. So, in concluding this letter with 
my selection for the last horse in the Manchester Cup, I am able to 
recommend it very strongly, as my friend will do the placing ; and 
as I am not there, no collusion can be suspected ! 

I must just mention that among the shows provided on Epsom 
Downs for the entertainment of the multitude, was one which I 
should like to see done away with, namely, the so-called “ glove 
contests ” — which to my mind are not calculated to advance “Eng- 
land’s greatness ” nor are they pleasing to look on at. The ‘ ‘ abolition 
of Slavin(g) ” is undoubtedly a fine thing, but is hardly perhaps an 
unmixed blessing when it makes heroes of Dusky Warriors ! 

I hear from my friend Major Clement that we are going to have 
a most successful Ascot in spite of the regrettable absence of Iloyalty; 
indeed he could have let all the Boxes twice over— and as I shall be 
staying there all the week with my friends the Baron and Baroness 
Luther von Montag, I hope to collect some valuable information for 
my betting readers. Yours devotedly. Lady Gay. 

The Tip. 

To ride the first horse in the Manchester Cup 
Is a thing for whio^'oekeys might quarrel I 
But if modest young Woodburn should have the “leg up,” 

He ’s conteut to be last ou BalmoraV^ 


ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED FEOM TWE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, May 30. — House met to-day, with 
pretty assumption of things being just as usual. Speaker in Chair ; 
Mace on Table ; paper loaded witn;questions ; House even moderately 
full. Mr. G. not present, but Squire of Malwood makes up for 
that, and all other deficiencies. Guite radiant in white waist- 
coat and summer pauts ; wish he would crown the effect by wearing 
white hat; draws the line at that. “Peoiffe are apt to forget,” he 
says, “ that my father was a dignitary ot the Church. It is well 
sometimes to hint at the circumstance, and it would be impossible to 
do it from under the brim of a white nat.” The item scarcely needed 
to complete joviality of Squire’s appearance and bearing ; looks like 
the best man at a wedding-party. “ That ’s just what I am, Toby,” 
he said ; “ Mr. G. is going to the country to wed [the majority at 
the polls, and I ’m the best man.” 

Meanwhile, farce of [there being nothing particular in the wind 
admirably kept up. Odd to see how 
even mention of that blessed word 
Dissolution is avoided. Even when, 
last Thursday, Mr. G. aud Prince 
Arthur practically settled the matter, 
the word not uttered. Mr. G. hinted 
at possibility of Arthur’s sometime, 
in some convenient circumstances, 
making a statement as to the busi- 
ness of the Session ; the Prince, 
adopting the phraseology, said he 
would do so. Since then the same 
precaution been observed. 

“It’s not a new idea,” Prince 
Arthur said just now, when 1 com- 
mented on the peculiarity. “ When 
a man is sick unto death, people 
don’t mention in his presence the par- 
ticular form of disease that is carry- 
ing him off. Neither do we openly 
talk of Dissolution in a Parliament 
whose days are numbered.” 

Sexton finally got off his speech on 
Irish Education Bill, though under 
peculiarly distressing circumstances. 

Might have delivered it before Easter, 
when Bill was reached one evening at 
eleven o’clock.^ Sexton thought the 
hour inconvenient and the audience 
inadequate for the oration; insisted 
uponpostponiugit. Must he delivered Truculent Tim. 





THE GEEAT CONTEST. BLACK AND WHITE AT THE NATIONAL SBOETING CLHB, MONDAY, MAY 30, 1892. 

At the earn^t request of the President ^ Mr* Puneh will riot disclose the per^rMtlUy of the ^etators. 
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to-night or never ; ^ so worked it off, speaking for an hour in almost 
empty and sadly inattentive House. Tim: Healy, not to lose an 
opportunity that might be final, joined in debate. Audience being 
chiefly composed of Jackson, Tim took opportunity of genially ob- 
serving, d propos of the Bill, that if he had to spend his time on a 
desert island with either a Chief Secretary or an Irish peasant, he 
would prefer the peasant. “ I*m glad of that,” said Jackson ; “it 
would be lonely for the one that was left. Within a week the popu- 
lation would certainly be reduced by one-half. Whether the 
survivor would be Tim or the other one, would depend upon circum- 
stances.” Business done. — Irish Education Bill read Second Time. 

Tuesday. — Elcho’s speech to-day, in supporting Wilfrid Law- 
son’s Motion against Adiournment over Deroy Day, most excellent 
fooHng, A dangerous thing to play practical jokes with House; 
only a person of Elcho’s supreme coolness would have faced the 
fearful odds. A desperate man having done so, might, by swerv- 
ing however slightly to left or right, have made mistake, and been 
angrily dropped on bjr watchful House. Hrice-Hutchinson had 
some experience of this in his truncated speech. Commenced at 
length to be funny in usual ante-Derby Day fashion ; beginning to 
draw picture of his leading Wilfrid Lawson by hand over Epsom 
Downs. Members opposite snorted disapproval ; Gtrice-Hutchinson 
abruptly shut up ; like the unfinished window in Aladdin’s Tower, 
his carefully-prepared joke unfinished must remain. With this 
awful warning, Elcho rose unperturbed and unabashed. Was a 
success from nrst moment; Speaker artlessly contributed to it; 
Gtedge had something to say ; been popping up whenever opening 
occurred; here again competing with Elcho; which should be 
preferred? 

“ Does the noble Lord,” said Speaker, with bland sarcasm, “rise 
to second the Amendment P ” 

iT^ow the Amendment was Wilfrid Lawson’s, and met with 
direct negative proposal to adjourn over Derby Day. Last time 
question to the fore Elceco had moved the Adjournment. To sup- 
pose he was now going to back up Wilfrid Lawson in opposing it 
was an exquisite jape, ^worthy of the Chair. But Elcho capped it. 
“ Yes, Sir,^’ he gravely answered. 

This was a flash of humour everyone could see. The crowded 
House, wearied with what had gone before, positively jumped 
at it. But it was a kind of joke that had to be lived up to. ; 
Could Elcho do it? Would he spoil it by going too far, or 
would he shrink affrighted frojm the position audaciously as- 
sumed ? He did j ust the right thing, in tone, manner, and matter, 
affording the House the merriest moments ever enjoyed on a death- 
bed. It seemed so good that it was idle to expect anything better to 
follow. But something there was. It was the Division, in which 
Elcho, walking up to the Table by side of Wilfrid Lawson, acted 
as co-teller whilst the figures were announced that abolished the 
Derby Day holiday in the House of Commons. Elcho had had his 
jest, and the Opposition had his estate. 

Business done. — ^Motion for Derby Day negatived by 158 Yotes 
against 144. 

Wednesday. — Spent quite cheerful Derby Day in Commons. 

House met shortly after 
\ twelve ; when I say House, 

o I mean the Speaker and me. 

4 # “ Dearly beloved Toby,” said 

the Speaker, “ it seems we ’re 
X 7 to have the place to ourselves.” 
y J But presently Howell ar- 
rived, and Oedge, terribly 
afraid that he should miss 
f)rayers. “ I suppose my op- 
portunities will not be ex- 
tended. Stockport doesn’t seem 
^ have me in the new 

Parliament, and I ’m not aware 
of any competition for my 
hand among other constitu- 
encies. So I mean to make the 
most of what time is left. I 
fancy they ’ll at least miss me 
J|Mr at St. Margaret’s. Proudest 

moment in my life, Toby, when 
/iBr the other Sunday, I overheard 

J|w one of the Yergers sayii^ to 

JBF another, * Man and boy I ’ve 

Jllr Been in this ’ere church for 

M|f forty year, but I never heard a 

881 Amen carry so far as Muster 

^ Gedoe pitches his.’ It’s some- 
« 4 . 4 »» J thing to be appreciated, Toby. 

“ 6 *0 4.” (<• 0.) Can’t say th£t House of Com- 

mens has taken to me kindly ; but toward what may be the close of a 
Parliamentary career, the tribute of this honest Yerger is, I will 
admit, soothing.” 


I (12*25.) — Gedge moves Count ; bells ring ; Squire of Malwood 
! strolls in with the pleased expression of a man who might he at the 
Derby, but isn’t ; Horace Davy and some others ; all told only 13. 
“If you ’ll excuse me, Gentlemen,” said the Speaker, “ I ’ll retire ; 
look in again little later.” 

(1 p. M . )— Spea ker hack in Chair ; Attorney- Genera l moves Count ; 
bells ring as before ; Squire of Malwood again comes in ; no decep- 
tion ; wasn’t lurking about with intent to show up in House, then 
rush off to catch halt- past twelve train for Epsom. Heads counted ; 
only 19 present ; must have forty or no House. “ Look here, Gentle- 
men,” said the Speaker, “this won’t do. The Chair is not to be 
trifled with. I shall again retire, and won’t come back till four 
o’clock, or till I am assured there are forty Members present. ” 

Speaker gathered up skirts and strode forth. Three hours before 
House can be Counted Oat. What’s to he done in the time ? Elliot 
Lees determines to make a book; 

6 to 4 no House {t. and o.) ; Henry 
Fowler wouldn’t bet; but Eoby A 

put something on, and Albert vX 

Eollit staked a flver. 

(4 p.m.) — Speaker back ''again; 

House much fuller now; Elliot 
Lees looking anxious ; made a nice 
book if he can only pull it off. But 

arrival of half a dozen Members Ml 

would upset everything. Eoby and 11 

Albert Eollit rushing about cor- A 

ridors trying to bring men in ; Lees | ) 

Knowles moves Count ; more ring- j J 

ing of bells ; Eollit and Eoby, on 




picket- duty to last moment, nearly 
locked out ; Speaker counts ; flnds , yyfw 

only 35. “ The House will now ad- f/' 

journ,” says the Speaker. “Don’t 

see why we should have met at (// *) 

all,” says Roby, snappishly. “ 7do,” / <'-■ 

says Elliot Lees, making his little 

collection. “I’ve had a pleasant [/"/M ^ 7 

and profitable afternoon.” 

Business done . — House not made, r ' 

Friday . — House met at two o’clock; 
might have sat till seven ; but at flve ll . 

minutes to five gently broke up. VaiPES 

Won’t be back till Thursday. “Not «« , tt * \r-i-** » 

much of a holiday,” said Viscount Formerly of the Herts ifilitia. 

Grimstone, formerly of the Herts Militia ; “ better make the most 
of it ; ’’ and he set off at the rate of five miles an hour. 

Business done . — Adjourned for the Whitsun Recess. 


The Yigorous Yicar. — 
Dr. Mills of Coventry, to 
which place his bitterest 
enemies cannot relegate 
him as he is already there, 
acts up to his name, as a 
Member of the Church 
Militant, with pluck and 



Yery Natural Error. — A gentle- 
man who up till now has been a quiet 
sort of man, with nothing suggestive of 
the “P. E.” about him, sent to excuse 
himself from appearing at our old friend 
Mrs. Eam’s dinner-party, because as he 
wrote to her nephew, who read the letter 
aloud, “ I am off to see Woodhall Spa.” 
“ What ! ” she exclaimed, “ Prize-fight- 
ing beginning again! And isn’t Mr. 
Woodhall, or Woodall, a Member of 
Parliament ? He ought to know better. 
Where are the police ? ” 


'It will Wash! 


‘Abolition of 


perseverance, whether right 
or wrong it is not for ami- 
CU8 ounce to say. But, it 
may be asked, is this action 
for the rates, on the part 
of the Yicar, a Yicar’ s 
first -Rate Act or not? 
Some parishioners suspend 
payment ; we suspend j udg- 
ment. 


the House of Peers ! ” No, stop — spell it 
with an “a,” and make it Pears,” — 
now a Company Limited. Going along in 
first-rate style. The Pears’ Soap Christ- 
mas Book, illustrated, is to be a new edi- 
tion of ‘‘ jHw Next form 

of advertisement, — “Yery good morn- 
ing! J nst bought Pears’ Soap S hares.” 

French Plays in London.— The old 
saying applies, “ They do these things 
better in h'rance. ’ ’ London prefers to go 
to Paris for its French plays ; hut when 
two rivals, aBERNHARDT andaCoQUELiN, 
come over to London, Londoners give the 
lady a chance of making her charming 
voice heard, but the clever French actor 
has, literally, to “ shut up.” 

Royal Decision.— When the Gueen 
goes from Balmoral to Mar Lodge, Her 
Majesty takes a Deesided coarse. 


5:^ NOTICE. — ^Rejected Communications or Contribjitions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, Will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there wi ll be no exception. 
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COURIER OF THE HAGUE. 

{By the “ Facuus Viator,'*) 


with a spiked prong. “ Tief-catcher — put ’em in de tief’s nack — 
andged’im!” Before a grim- looking cauldron he halts appre- 
ciatively. “You know vat dat vas for?” he says. “Batvasfor 
de hlode-foots ; put ’em in dere, yass, and light de vire onderneat.” 


He is an elderiy amiable little Dutchman in a soft felt hat; his name Ho idea what ‘ ‘ hlode-foots ” may be, but from the relish in Bosch’s 
is Bosch, and he is taking me about. Why I engaged him I don’t tone, evidently something very unpleasant, so don’t press him for 
quite know — unless from a general sense of helplessness in Holland, explanations. We go upstairs, and see some dark and very mouldy 
and a craving for any kind of companionship. How I have got him, I dungeons, which Bosch is most anxious that I should enter. ^ Make 
feel rather more helpless than ever — a sort of composite of Sandford him go firsts for the surroundings seem to have excited his sense 
and Merton, with a didactic, but frequently incomprehensible Dutch of the humorous to such a degree, that he might be unable to resist 
Barlow, My Sandford half would like to exhibit an intelligent locking^ me in, and leaving me, if I gave him a chance, 
curiosity, but is generally suppressed by Merton, who has a morbid Outside at last, thank goodness! The Groote Kerk, according to 
horror of useful inf ormation. Sfot that Bosch is remarkably erudite, Bosch, “is not vort de see,” so we don’t see it. Sandford a 


but nevertheless he contrives to reduce me to a state of imbecility^ 

T ij: i.1 rm 


r, sneaking impression that I ought to go in, but Merton glad to be let 
a off. We go to see the pictures at the Mauritshuis instead. Bosch 
i- exchanges greetings with the attendants in Dutch. “ Got another of 
_ , IS ’em in tow, you see — and collar-work, I can tell you ! ” would be a 

my Jlfertow part thinks, a fellow toowZi? be a fool if he didn’t recognise free translation, I suspect, of his remarks. Must say that, in a 
william: after a few hours in Holland— his images, Picture-gallery, Bosch is a superfluous luxury. He 

in one form or another, are tolerably numerous, my ignorance just a trifle too much for 

Still, Bosch is gratified. “ Yass, dot is ole VoL- granted. He might give me credit for knowing the 

LIAM,” he says, approvingly, as to a precocious story of An am and Eve, at all events I “DeSairpan 

infant just beginning to take notice. “Lokeer,” gif Eva de opple, an’ Eva she gif him to Abam,” 

he says, “you see dot Apoteek ? ” He indicates a Bosch carefully informs me, before a Bar adise^"* 

chemist’s shop opposite, with nothing remarkable by Eitbens and Bkheohel. This rouses my Mer- 

about it externally, except a Turk’s head with his ton half to inquire what Adam did with it. “Oh, 

tongue out over the door. “Yes, I, speaking for a eadhimtoo!” says Bosch in perfect good faith. 

Sandford and Merton, see it — ^has it some historical I do wish, too, he wouldn’t lead me up to Paul 

interest— did Yolliam get medicine there, or what ? 1 Potteb’s ‘ ‘ Bull,** and ask me enthusiastically if it 

“ Woll, dis mornin dare vas two sairvans dere, and isn’t “real meat.” I shouldn’t mind it so much 

de von cot two blaces out of de odder’s haid, and W if there were not several English people about, 
afderwarfcs he go opstairs and vas hang himself without couriers — ^but there are. My only revenge 

mit a pedbost.” Bosch evidently rather proud of is (as Merton) to carefully pick out the unsigned 

this as illustrating the liveliness of The Hague. canvases and ask Bosch who painted them ; where- 

“Was he mad?” “Yass, he vas mard, mit a upon, Bosch endeavours furtively to make out the 

vife and seeks childrens.” “ Ho, but was he out of \ frames, and then informs me in despe- 

his senses ?” “ I tink it vas oud of Omsterdam he \ ration, “it was ‘ School* — yass, he baint him ! ” 

vas com,” says Bosch. “ But how did it happen ? ” 1 Bosch kindly explains the subject of every picture 

“ Wol-sare, de broprietor vas die, and leaf de sue- in detail. He tells me a Deoochsloot represents 

cessor de pusiness, and he dells him in von mons he ^ “ balsham pedder.” I suppose 1 look bewildered, 

will go, begause he nod egsamin to be a Chimigal for he adds — “oppen air tance mit a village.” 

—so he do it, and dey dake him to de hosbital, “ Hier dey vas haf a tispute ; dis man say de ham 

and 1 tink he vas die too by now ! ” adds Bosch, vas more value as de cheese— dere is de cheese, and 

cheerfully. Very sad affair evidently— but a little ( dere is the ham.” “ Hier is an old man dot marry 

complicated. Sandford would like to get to the ) a yong vife, and two tevils com in, and de old man 

bottom of it, but Merton convinced there is no wjl he ron avay.” “Hier he dress him in voman, and 

bottom. So, between us, subject allowed to drop. de vife is vrighten.” “ Hier is Jam Steeh himself 

Sandford (now in the ascendant again) notices, as as a medicincj and he veel de yong voman’s poise 

the clever boy, inscription on house -front, “ Hier llm/fm and say dere is nodings de madder, and de mqdder 

woonden Gbobn Yah Peihstebee, 1838-76.” “I ask him to trink a glass of vine.” “Hier is de 

suppose that means Yah Peihsteeee lived here, Wim | beach at Skavening— now dey puild houses on de 

Bosch?” “Yass, dot vas it.” “And who was mmWl dunes — ^bot de beach is schdill dere.” Such are 

he?” “He vas — ^wol, he vos a Member of de wW m Bosch’s valuable and instructive comments, to 

Barliaments.” “"Was he celebrated?” “Cele- Mmmjjh which, as representing Sandford and Merton, I 

brated? oh, yass I ” “ Y^at did he do ? (I think W M mm " listen with depressed docility. All the same, can’t 

Merton gets this in.) “Do?” says Bosch, quite help coming to the conclusion that Art is not 

indignantly, “he nefer do nodings J ** Bosch Bosch’s strong point. Shall come here again — 

takes me into the Fishmarket, when he directs my q alone. "We go on to the Municipal Museum, where 

attention to a couple of very sooty live storks, who /m'/ shows me what he considers the treasures of the 

are pecking about at the refuse. ‘ ‘ Dose birts are collection— a glass goblet, engraved ‘ ‘ mit dails of 

shtorks; hier dey vas oblige to keep alvays two tobaggo bipes,” and the pipes themselves ; a paint- 

shtorks for de arms of de Haasr. W de yong- ing of a rose “mitade beople’s faces in de leafs;” 

norous nature. ^ drawing of “ two pirts nut only yon foots.” 

y- I Outside again. Bosch shows me a house. “Lokeer. In dot 


shtorks for de aims of de“ Haag. Ven de yong “ “g of a rose “mitade hedple’s faces in de leafs;” 

shtorks porn, de old vons yas kill.” Sandford ^ * and a drawing of “two pirts nut only yon foots.’ 

shocked — Merton sceptical. “ Heel dem ? Oh, yass, do any- Outside again. Bosch shows me a house. “ Lokeer. In dot 
tings mit dem ven aey vas old,” says Bosch, and adds:— “ Ye house leef an oldt lady all mit herself and ade sairvans. She com 
hat de breference mit de shtorks, eh?” What is he driving from Friesland, yassir.” Eeally, I thmk Bosch is going to be 
at? “Yass — ven ve vas old, ve vas nod kiU.” This reminds interesting — at. last. There is a sly twinkle in his eye, denoting 
Bosch — Barlow-like — of an anecdote. “Dere vas a vrent to some story of a scandalous but infinitely humorous nature. “Well, 
me,” he begins, “he com and say to me, ‘Bosch, I am god ’’so Bosch, go on— what about the old lady ?” I ask, eagerly, as Merton, 


shtout and my bark is so dick, I can go no more on my lacks — ^vat “ Wol, Sir,” says B9SCH, “ she nefer go noveres. * • , • That s 
vas I do?’ To him I say, *Wol, I dell you vat I do mit you — I all! “A devilish interesting story, Sufnph, indeed! to quote 
dake you at de booshair to be cot op ; I tink you vas make vary goot Mr, Wagg, 

shdeak-meat ! ’ ” Wonder whether this is a typical sample of But, as Bosch frequently reminds me. It vas pedder you see, as 
Bosch’s badinage, “What did he say to that, Bosch ?” “ Oh, he a schendlemans like you go apout mit me ; I dell you tings dot vas 
vas vair moch loff, a-course I ” says Bosch, with the natural com- nod in de guide-books.” Which I am not in a position to deny, 
placency of a successful humorist. ^ ^ 

We go into the Old Prison, and see some horrible implements of . n x „ 

tortiire, which seem to exhilarate Bosch. “Lokeer!” he says, By Ohe of the Uhemployed. It is a curious fact, m'ote the 


“ Dis vas apinition ” (Bosch for “ punishment ”) “ mit a can. Dey 
lie de man down and vasten his foots, and efery dime he was shdrook 

zj. T- • j 1 ‘j. 1.* 1 tt: — 


By Ohe of the XJhemployei). — “It is a curious fact,” wrote the 
Ilecording Angel, a very superior sort of person to “the Printer’s 
Devil,” on the Daily Telegraph, “that in Greater London last week 


mit de can, he jomp op and liit his vorehaid. . . . Hier dey lie down the births registered were just one more than twi^ the number 01 
de beoples on de back, and pull dis shdring mieeck, and all deaths. Thus grows the population in this great Babylon. 
dese tings go roundt, and proak deir bones. Yen de pinition vas appropriate, in this instance, is the title 01 Groat La by-lon. li 
feenish you vas det.” He shows where the Water- torture was prac- you put it down an e,’ my Lord, and spell it berths, then these 
tised. “ITottice’ow de vater vasvork a ’ole in de tile,” he chuckles, are by no means in proportion to the unemployed youth in search 
“ I tink de tile vas vary hardt det, eh ? ” Then he points out a pole of them. 


VOl OTI. 
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No, hark I that heavy sound breaks 
in once more, 

The street, the hall its echoes now 
repeat, 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than 
before I 

Arm! Armi it is— it is — the 
Elections’ opening roar ! 


’Tis in our midst — that figure 
draped and dim, 

■Whose mocking music makes us 
all afraid. 

“Death as the Foe!” Can it 
indeed be Him 9 . 

Duller, more dirge-like tune was 
never played 

On Strings more spirit- chilling. 
Feet are stayed 

Though in mid-waltz, and laugh- 
ter, though at height, ^ 

Hushes, and maidens modishly 
arrayed 

For matrimonial conquest, shrink 
with fright ; 

And Fashion palsied sits, and 
Shopdom takes to fiight. j 

Ah ! then and there arc hurryings ' 
to and fro 

And gathering tears, and pout- 
ings of distress, 

And cheeks all pale, ^hich some 
short hours ago 

Glowed with the deep delights of 
Dance and Dress ; 

And there are sudden partings, i 
such as press ; 

The hope from Spoons of promise, | 
meaning sighs 

Which ne’er may be repeated ; 
who can guess 

If ever more shall meet those | 


mutual eyes, 
len Dissolutio] 


When Dissolution snaps the 
Season’s tenderest ties? 


And there is scuttling in hot I 
haste : the steed. 

The Coaching Meet, the Opera’s 

latest star, y, 

The Eow, the River, the Yitellian 

feed,— — 

All the munitions of the Social 
"W^ ar, 

Seem fruitless now, when peal on Knoc 

peal afar — 

And near, the beat of the great Party Drum 
Rouses M.P.’s to platform joust and jar, 
While tongue-tied dullards scarcely dare be 
dumb. 

When the Whips whisper “ Go I ” Wire- 
pullers clamour “ Come ! ” 
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THE DARWINIAN THEORY VARIATION FROM ENVIRONMENT. 

Knockep ’em in the Old Kent Road!” | “Attracted all Eyes at Church Parade.” 


All vanish ; bosoms white, beset with fears ; i -nvTm? ap a ttq 

Beat fiight as that fell strain falls harsh ^ , -1 » 

on Beauty’s ears. Debt.— “ Simple Simon ” writes : “ A man 

. „ r '-L money which he cannot pay. He 

And June yet waves above, them_her green bves in furnished lodgings, and has given me 
leaves, i ^ of Sale on the furniture. Is tnis suiE- 

j Dewy with Springtide’s night-drops as they ^ient security ? He also offers to insure his 
pass, life for £200 if I will advance him £100, 


* Too bad I Too bad ! The Infiuenza chilled. 


Court-mourning marred, the Season’s earliest Grieving, — anght that ’s modish ever mil be the cost of the first premium, 

i 1 "L T J 


And now, lust as with hope young breasts are Over the unretuming chance, 


which he says is 


I am disp 


to close with this offer. Am I prudent ? 


Their hopes are all cut down ere falls the grass, prudent is hardly the word to describe you, 


When young leaves still are verdant on the That with corn-harvest might have seen full should not in yonr position make the 


When diners-out are having a good time. 
When Epsom’s o’er and Ascot is at hand ; 

To cut all short, is scarcely less than crime. 
Confusion on that wrangling party-band 
Whose Dissolution deals the doldrums round 
the land ! 

Ah ! wild and high those Phantom-fiddlings 
rise ! — 


blow. , , a-,-, j advance mentioned. A retreat would be 

See how foiled Shopdom flies, a huddled mass n^xich better tactics. We fancy, from your 
Of disappointment, hurrying from the foe, description, that yonr friend would do well 
Who all their Season’s prospects shatters, a Company Promoter. 

and lays low. Stock-Dealino Transactions. — “ Will 


Whose Dissolution dealsthe doldrums round ^^st month beheld them full of lusty life, you advise me under the following circum- 


Beauty, and Wealth, and Pleasure, proudly stances?” asks CHEERp-orL Soul, on a 
gay; post- card. “I placed £50 with an Outside 

This music brings the signal-sound of strife, Broker as a srooulation for ihe rise in Cash- 


JdLowxnatareaaairgetneamDienToummernus ine musxer oi moae » muu wjui xiavc 

Savage and shriU I Smart frocks, soft snowy rent. , , to the Broker’s Office, I w^ surprised to find 

® frills, ■ Play on, 0 Phantom, ominously play! it ap^ntty deserted. What is my remedy f 

Long trains which dancing Beauty deftly Death as the Foe 1 They fly before thee, blent, - — We should magine that the Broker had 

steers. Maid. Matron, Masher, Mime, in general ‘‘run ofi” top. Tour remedy is--not to speou- 

Through waltzes wild or devious (juadrilles, — disconteut I l^te again. Flutters lead to the Gutters. 
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THE WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY. 

Con'GevscUioTi — PuTely XTUccginaTy,) 

Scene— PoE Mall, Present, Seceetaey oe State and Military 
Adyiser, 

Ma. A. I want to know your ideas about tbe Autumn Manoeuvres. 
Are we to nave any this year ? 

Sec, of Se {with a melancholy smile) * That depends upon circum- 
stances not entirely under my control. 

^il' Oh, yes; I know. But Q-overnments may come and 
Governments ^a^y go, hut the State flows on for ever. Whatever 
you commence they will have to carry out. 

^8'^® these Manoeuvres without expense ? 
c /or instance, there is the Munition, 

Sec. of 8. Oh, we can get over that! Every soldier, when he is 

or -words to that effect. "We 
y the toe^on to the new Provisional Drill-Book. 

^®®-,yo’i “liffht; and it would prove about as 
useful as &e p&er regi^tions in that remarkable volume I "Well 
suppose &e of ammumtion surmounted, what next ? 

See. of S. Well, I suppose we shall have to spend some money on 
the fanners for nghts of way and the rest of it ? ^ 

unMfai:co^^!® ^ ^ ^ 

^ ^ shouldn’t they learn how 

. ^ it would cost nothing. What next ? 

there he the Commissariat expenses. 

. . Suppose food costs the same in most places. Besides 

asn^t ToaiMY Atsots supposed to purchase his own mtufis 


Mil As Yes, theoretically I suppose he is ; hut practically he 

Sec, of S, Oh, bother practice ! Of course he must, somehow ; he 
I must pay for the Commissariat out of his own pocket. 

3fiL A, Well, then there is the ciuestion of transport. Of course, 
many regiments have their own waggons and carts, hut for a specim 

occasion 1 think it would he advisable if 

See, of S. {interrupting). What nonsense! Why, of course we 
will make them aU walk. It will do them a world of good I 
Mih A, Well, as we want to bring some from Scotland, it will 
distinctly he a long walk— a very long walk indeed I 
Sec, of S, {heartily). So much the better— so much the better I 
Mil, A, {sarcastically), I fancy you will have to pay a large hill 
in shoe-leather ! 

Sec, ^ S, {aghast). So we shall! Oh, bother the Manoeu^TCs just 
now I The fact is, I have to think of other things ! 

\_Sce7ie closes m upo7i Secretary thmkmg of other tilings. 


STUDIES IN THE NEW POETRY. 

No. II. 

flrst example of the New Poetry was, it may he 
remembered, in the rhymed, irregular style. It is not a diflicult 
style, ihe lines may be long or short ; some may groan under an 
accumulation of words, while others consist of merely two or three — 
a mo^ unfair distribution. The style of the following specimen 
(also by Mr. H-nl-y) is, however, even easier to manage. There 
are no rhymes and very few restrictions. The lines arc very short, 
and a few words, therefore, go a very long way, which is always a 
c^sideration, even if yon don’t happen to he paid by the column, 
ihis }^yle is very fierce and bloodthirsty and terrible. Timid people 
are, therefore, advised, for the sake of their nerves, not to read any 
farther. ^ 

THE SONG OF THE POKER. 






The Poker, 

Clanging. 

I am the Poker the straight and 
the strong, 

Prone in the fire-grate, 

Black at the nether end, 
Knobby and nebulous. 

Fashioned for fight 
In the Pit Aoherontic : 

Many have grappled me, 

Poised me and thrust me 
Into the glowing, 

The flashing and furious 
Heart of the fire. 

Raked with me, prized with me, 
Till on a sudden 
Besparked and encircled 
With Welsh or with WaUsend, 
Shattering, battering 
They drew me away. 

Others in rivalry, 

Thinking to better 
The previous performance, 
Seized me again ; 

Pushed with a leverage 
Hard on the haft of me, 

Till with the shocks 
Sank: the red fire, 


Shivered and sank 
Subdued into blackness. 

That is my Toil ; 

I am the Poker, 

Oh, and the burglar’s head 
Often hath felt me. 

Hard, undesirable 
Cracker of craniums. 

I have drunk of the blood, 

Tbe red blood, tbe life-blood 
Of the wife of the drunkard. 
Hoh ! then, the glory. 

The joyous, ineffable 
Cup of fulfilment, 

When the policeman. 

Tall with a bull’s-eye. 

Took me and shook me, 
Produced me in evidence. 
There in the dim 

grisliness 

Of the Police-Court, 

Women to shrink at me, 

Men to he cursed with me, 
Bloodstained, contemptuous, 
Laid on the^ table. 

I am the Minister, 

AzraePs Minister. 

I am the Poker, 
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VENUS (ANNO DOMINI 1892) RISES FROM THE SEA 1 1 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Wednesday, — Great German Night. Third Part o£ the Pcstival 
Play for Four Nights by Pichard Wagner, with (thank goodness 
just to lighten it) an English translation by the Messrs. Corder. ^ 
Sursum Corder / ” A light and airy work as everyone knows is 
Dev liing des Nibelungox^ or The Nibelimg's Ringy req^uirmg all the 
power of lungs to get the true ring out of the work. Hard work 
for singers, more so for orchestra, and most so for audience. As for the 
“ liing,” there are a lot of animals in the Opera, but no horse, so the 
Circus entertainment is not complete until Briinnhilde shall app^ in 
the next part of the tetralogy, with her highly-trained steed. Odd ! 
Throughout two long (and, ahem ! somewhat weary, eh ?) Acts^^not a 
female singer visible on stage (though one sings “ like a bird 
that is, quite ax)proi>riately, at the wings ”), and not until the Third 
^ V Act, does Rrda the witch “rise from below,” and 


(I was scanning with wonder the verses, — but passons .0— he con- 
tinues : — 

“ Ilia haughty head 
Is pressed by the helm I ” 

This at first sight looks nautical ; and therefore his next question 
is, “Can I speak to the man at the wheel?” He decides that, as 
the sleeping warrior “heaveth his breast,” and “ is heavily breath- 
ing,” it will be a humane act to give him a Httlo air.— fwhich is 
done in the orchestra whatever air there is], — and then tbngfried 
asks himself if it won’t be as well, or “ better, to open liis byrhie ?” 
Those among the audience who have been carefully reading the trans- 
lation up to this point, here look np and closely wateli Siegfried's 
proceedings, being evidently uncertain as to what “ his byniie ” may 
be. Some clever person in Stalls observes that up to now, he has 
always thought that “‘byrnie’ was the aflceotionato diminutive for 
a mountain ‘ byrne ’ in Scotland.” Winch clever person had evidently 
much to learn. However the effect of the operation for “byrnie” 
(which ought to have been performed by Dr. Byrnie Yeo, ever 
ready to rescue a fellow-creature in distress) is to show tliat the 
supposed ICnight is a Lady. Whereupon Siegfried with “surprise 
and astonishment starts back ” exclaiming : — 

“ This is no man 1 Burning enchantment ” — he meant “ Bymic- 
ing” — “eharg(J8 my heart (what charge does a heart make in 
these circumstances?) — “fiery awe falls bn my eyesight;” (bad 
symptoms these 1) — “ My senses stagger and sway,” — So he 
swaggers and stays. 

It is some time before he can pull himself together, and tlien the 
“Bewitched Maiden” 
awakes and addresses liim / 

bewitchingly. This causes ( ,, ^3] 

him to bo taken with a lit ^ 

of ‘ ‘ exalted rapture,” while 
the on Ihor po-r^ can- 

^Afto a mad wooin^^ ' i ^ 

t^anspor^oi^pas^ " 

hero,” also “a babe o? h" ' ' ' ' 

prowess;” all v^bioh epi- '/ ■ Vi.i. f ^ 
thets, styles and titles, are b\ h \ . x/A v , vv-\ '* . IffllS 
in quite the vein of Falsiaf' | )/ J ' ^ V-'l . 

addressing Rrtnce IlaLm'J/j /, v'wvi’V*' C" * w:;lv 


















Scones in the Bing. Sir Alvary Siegfried, with Nothung on, as Master 
of “ the Eing,” gives a Special Entertainment. 

we all saw her and ’Erd ’er. Then, later on, appears Briinnhilde y 
asleep, “in a complete suit of gleaming plate-armour, with helmet 
on her head and long shield over her body,” a style of free-and- 
easy costume which, as evei^one knows, is highly conducive to 
sleeping in perfect comfort. No wonder Siegfried mistakes her for a 
man-in- armour out of the Lord Mayor’s Show, and exclaims, 

** Ha, a Warrior, surel 
I scan with wonder his form ! ” 


Then, in return, Siegfried V 

can nit on no better com- 
pliment than to style her 
“a Sun” and “a Star.” 

Having? thus exhausted r 

their joint-stock of com- ^ ^ ' 

ulimentarv endearments. Sir Druriulanns Wagnenm'-is oficriiig the 
they throw themselves into Tea-tniy-logy to his iXitrona. 

each other’s arms. On which situation tho Curtain discreetly falls. 

AH very fine and large, of course. Orchestra splendid. Siegfried 
and Briinnhilde recalled four times. Everybody, including Mr. 
Mahler the Conductor, and Sir AuGxrsTUS Wagnerknsis, called 
before Curtain. Madame Eosa Sucher had her evening all to her- 
self, to go wherever she liked, as she had only to drop in at the Opera 
at 11 P.M., don her armour in which to appear before the public at 
midnight, sing a few solos, join in a duet, and be off the stage again 
by 12*30 A.M. punctually. 

The English translation will repay perusal. There are in it some 
really choice morsels. This subject must be considered at the 
earliest operatunity. 

The Singing Dragon is delightful throughout, and his death as 
tragic as any things in Pyramid and Thishe as played by Bottom the 
Weaver <§• Go,, Limited* 

Saturday* — Production of the Illustrious Isidore de Lara’s Light 
of Asia, So the operatic day, that is Saturde-ay, finishes with 
generally-expressed opinion that this Opera is a 
“ DE-LA-RA-Boom-de-ay I ” 

Everything scenically and staffe-managerially that could be done 
to make The Light of. Asia brilliant. Sir Druriolanxis has done; 
but, after a first hearing, it strikes me that, regarded as a work for 
the stage, it is a mere NigliUlight of Asia, which, like MaoheWs 
“brief candle,” vdll go “out,” and “then he heard no more.” If, 
however, it he relegated to the concert-haU, as a Cantata, The Light 
^ Asia may appear lighter than it does on the boards of Covent 
(3-arden, where, intended to be a dramatic Opera, it only recalls to 
me the title of one of Eudxard Kipling’s stories, viz., The Light 
that Failed* 

A Sutton Thought.— Mr. Chamberlain can now allude to Lord 
Rosebery as “ a Sutton person of his acquaintance,” 
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AN OLD SONG RBYIVED. 

(-^5 Bung hy the Champion Ulster “ Qomigue'' 
Colonel S^nd^rs-Ui old tune of he 

Groves of de Fool^' written hy ** honest 
Dick Millikin, ”} 

Whillaloo ! If they drolye us to foi^hting, 
^Tis ourselyes 'Who will lead ^em a dance, 
Till, loike the Cork bhoys, they ’re deloighting, 
£acJc again to their homes to advance ! 

No longer in beating such rebels 
We 11 take than m baiting a bull. 

How they ’ll squake, in effeminate trebles, 
When Ulster’s battalions are full ! 

Ri f ol didder rol didder rol ! 

We trate ’em as loving relations ? 

We trust to the “ Union of Hearts” ? 

We heed the Grand Old One ’s orations ? 

We play the Minority’s parts V 
We bow to the yoke of Tim Heaxt ? 

We stoop to the Papisthry rule ? 

Paix ! them who imagine it really 
Must fancy that “ Orange” sjpeUs “ fool.” 
Ri f ol didder rol dodder rol ! 

We consint to a sham House o’ Commons 
Established on ould College Green ? 

They fancy we ’re Radical rum ’uns ! 

AJlaygiance we owe to omr Oueen ! 

But we ^xe fly to their thraitorous dodges ; 

Our loyalty’s edge would they dull ? 

Ewit! We’ll pour like a flood from our 
Lodges, 

And crack every “National ” skull ! 

Ri f ol didder rol didder rol ! 

We ’re all friends of Law and of Order, 

But would they wrench wafrom the Crown ? 


We ’H soon be a-singing “ Boyne Water, 

And marching to “ Croppies, lie down / ” 
’Tis we have the Men and the Money, 

We don’t want to foight, we’re quite 
cool. 

But, by Jingo, our foes will look funny, 

When Ulster turns out ’gin Home Rule I 
Ri fol didder rol didder rol ! 

To-day in our myriads we muster. 

Friendly warning is all that we mean. 
About Soilt’s “incitement” Rads fluster; 

We ’re thrue to the Crown and the Queen; 
But Ulster no “ pathriot ” shall sever, 

And Ulster no “ Papish” shall school. 
Whillaloo ! Here ’s the Union for ever, 

And into the Boyne wid Home Rule ! 

Ri fol didder rol didder rol ! 

Och ! Here ’s to Dutch William the Pious ! 

And here ’s to Victokia the Good ! 

If they think we wonH foight, let ’em try us ! 

They mock at an Orangeman’s mood. 

But once set the Green ’gainst the Yellow, 
(Wid no one our coat-tails to pull,) 

And I pity the pathriots who beUow 
(Like bhoys in a bog) for Home Rule ! 

Ri fol didder rol didder rol ! 

Come, all loyal props of the nation, 

Come fill up a bumper all round ! 

Drink success to our great federation ; 

With Brummy Joe’s blessing ’tis crowned. ! 
He says we are heroes, right stingo. 

He vows W. G. ’s an old fool. 

No, we donH want to fight, but, by Jingo 
Whin we do--it ’s aU up wid Home Rule I 
Ri fol didder rol didder rol ! 

[Left “ homhinatingP 


A BACIIELOR^S GROWL. 

Oh, the beautiful women, the women of 
ancient days, 

The ripe and the red, who are done and 
dead, 

With nevtr a word of praise ; 

The rich, round Sallies and Sus\ns, the 
Pollies and Joans and Prues, 

Who guarded their fame, and saw no 
shame 

In walking in low-heeled shoes. 

They never shrieked on a platform ; they 
never desired a vote ; 

Tl^ sat in a row and liked things slow. 
While they knitted or patched a coat. 

They lived with nothing of Latin, and a jolly 
sight less of Greek, 

And made up their books, and changed 
their cooks 

On an average once a week. 

They never ventured in hansoms, nor climbed 
to the toj)most ’bus, 

Nor talked with a twang in the latest slang ; 
They left these fashions to us. 

But, ah, she was sweet and pleasant, though 
possibly not well-read. 

The excellent wife who cheered your life. 
And vanished at ten to bed. 

And it ’s oh the pity, the pity that time should 
ever annul 

The wearers of skirts who mended shirts, 
And neyer thought nurseries dull. 

For everything ’s topsy-turvy now, the men 
are bedded at ten, 

While the women sit up, and smoke and sup 
In the Club of the Chickless Hen. 
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y l/J work' hard in the sun. 

Jj ' . ^ ^ “field ” I am not worth a jot, 

' ‘ ' expects me to he ; 

V^A / / / / My run is an adipose trot, 

r “chances I never can see. 

V' r /' I never invited to bowl, [slight, 

i'l'i )} And though, p’raps, this seems like a 
. . In the depths of my innermost soul 

, ■ .. ’ . i? I’ve a notion the Captain is right. 

In short, I may freely admit For although— ay, and there is 
I am not what you ’ d call a great the rub — 

catch ; I am forty and running to fat, 

But yet my initials are writ I have made it all right with the 
In the book against every Club, 
match I By presenting an Average Bat ! 

PRIVATE REFLECTIONS OF THE PUBLIC ORATOR AT CAMBRIDGE. 

(As recorded by Mr, PmicJCs Patent Plwnograph, ) 

Deadly business, this Latin Joking. ^ One speech is bad enough, 
but fifteen are absolutely crushing. Still it must be done. Shade of 
Ciceho, befriend me ! Sere goes : — 

“What on earth can 1 say about the Duke op Edinburgh? 
Mustn’t offend these blessed Royalties. Am told they never take 
kindly to jokes. Let me see, he served on the Euryalus (query? 
ought I to bring in Nisus), Travelled a great deal^ — multorum vidit 
et urbes, Mem, Work this up. By the way, Alfred ’s his name. 
Bring in Alfred and the cakes. Alfred thrashed Danes. Prince 
OP Wales married a Dane. To be worked up. Sailor-Prince : mem, 
0 navis referent, etc. See also Yirgil’s description of storm. Prince 
plays fiddle, Mig^t say that Virgil was poet quern vicina Cremona 
Mantua genmt. jDid this, years ago, for old Joachim, but can use it 
again. Never mind the vee nimiuin miser <b vicina Cremonee, 
Prince won’t know about that. What ’s the best Latin for Admiral ? 
Daughter betrothed to Crown Prince of Koumania. Can get in 
Eoman legionaries. Pipping 1 1 

Northbrook’s fairly easy. Oxford man. Mustn’t mention he 
only got Second Class. Never mind, India will pull me through. 
Conquests of Alexander, and all that sort of thing. Must look up 
Budtard Kipling for latest tips. Dusky brothers (vluery, sub-fusci 
fratresf) good Academical joke this; sure to fetch the Vice-Chan- 
cellor. Pity the Chancellor ’s so poor in Latin. 

Cranbrook next. Bother all these brooks ! He ’s a Viscount ( Vice- 
Comes DE Cranbrook). Lord President of Council; looks after edu- 
cation. That ’U do it. Who ’s this fool that has sent a post-card 
asking me to say something about Bducatio libera f Mum est tuus 
servus canis ut hanc rem facial 9 

Henry James. Dear me ! No University education. Must refer 
to Cicero as a barrister. Solicitor Generalis doesn’t sound right some- 
how, Refused to be Lord Chancellor. Mem, Q-et good joking Latin 
for Woolsack. Factory and Workshops Act must see me through 
Joseph Chamberlain. Hard nut to crack. Can’t say I like him 

myself. Birminghamice decus : civium consensu ter What the 

dickens is Mayor in Latin ? Did anybody make screws in ancient 
Home ? Mem, Work up orchids and eyeglass. Una cum CanceU 
lario nostro seni grandi restitit. Absolutely no literary distinction. 
Still, he ’s got a son who was a Cambridge man. Must get in a sly dig 
at Oscar Browning and East Worcestershire. Something about 
old-age pensions. Bah, I hate the job 1 
JohnMorley. Humph! Delicate ground. Home Hule ’s got to 
be skimmed over. Only consistent Home-Euler of the lot (sibi\ 
constat). Books by the dozen (lucidm ordo, etc,), French Bevolu- 
tion (res novee), ^ Ardent reformer (res renovanda radicitus). Ought 
to drag in wipiger, iracundus, inexorabilis acer. Better not, on 
second thoughts. 

That ’s enough for one morning. Polish off the rest to-morrow. 
Mem, Webster^ won miles against Oxford (duo millia pas- 
suum ; Oxoniensibus triumphatus, and a few japes about Isthmian 
games. Must fetch them). Remember to give Roby one or two for 
himseH over his Latin grammar. Mostly wrong. He ’d better stick 
to making reels of cotton. Seeley and the others can wait. 


THE USEFUL CEICKETER. 

(A Candid Veteran* s Confession,) 

• !' , 1 1 I AM rather a “ pootlesome ” bat — 

' J I seldom, indeed, make a run ; 

, But 1 ’m rather the gainer by that, 

isSSJik/ //. Priv if iKn/i fn Ttrnvlr. im f.lio < 


Mr. Hardup lately came into a large fortune, and changed his 
name to Skatterkash, He has started a coach, and drives four 


KENSING-TON GARDENS. 

(In the Summer Evenings, after Eight,) 

I As they are,, always, — Closed. Within, a solitary policeman, ; 

I moping. Without, the jaded citizens, gasping on a dusty road, and 
gazing through the iron railings at the cool groves within. A 
mile away, or nearer, some military bands (paid— by whom? — no 
matter — ultimately by tax-payers, who don’t get much for their 
money),^ bored to death for lack of work, and any number of ebaritablo 
institutions spending half their funds in advertising for more. 

As they might he, somethnes. — Open, At the gate energetic 
policemen taking the shillings of eager citizens who crowd in to sit 
and smoke in the cool groves, lighted by inexpensive Chinese 
lanterns, and to listen to the music of the military bands, now alert, 
cheerful and occupied. Scattered through the cool groves a few 
energetic, but unobtrusive, policemen, seeing that everyone be- 
haves as quietly as at the Fisheries or the Hoaltheries. And (the 
next morning) any number of charitable institutions receiving the 
shillings thus virtuously and profitably sixint. 


SYLLOGISMS OF THE STUMP. 

(Selected^ a7id condensed-^from recent Platform “ Argu nients,**) 

There is no principle, no precedent, no reason why, if the majority 
desire anything, a Legislative sanction should not be given to their 
decision. 

The majority in Ireland desire Home Rule. 

Therefore, it would be an outrage to the minority to give Legis- 
lative sanction to that desire. 

The influence of Women in politics must be elevating and refining. 

That influence can be most effectively and legitimatedy exercised 
by and through pessession of tho Electoral Franchise. 

Therefore it would unsex and degrade women to give them the 
Parliamentary vote. 

It is useless to receive a deputation (say, ui)on Eiglit Hours’ Day 
legislation) unless you ‘ ‘ mean business ’ ’ ^* 555 ^ 

in that matter. 

I do not mean business in that matter ^ 

Therefore I shall be delighted to 
receive the deputation. 

Liberal Legislation is bad for the ^ 

The present Government has success- 
fully accomplished more Liberal Legis- ^ 
iation than any of its predecessors. 

Therefore the country should vote for v ^ 

the present Government. h - 

The Gladstone Government of 1880 vVv' 
made many serious mistakes. ' 

^ I was a^ leading Member of that 

Therefore you cannot go wrong in 
following me now. Going to the Country with a 

Mr. C. made a slashing attack on Lord 
R., and addressed to him certain awkward questions and posing 
arguments to which he is bound to attempt an answer. 

Lord R. made a dashing rejoinder to Mr. C., and devoted the whole 




Going to the Country with a 
Cry. 


Lord R. made a dashing rejoinder to Mr. C., and devoted the whole 
of his speech to answering Mr. C.’s questions and arguments. 

Therefore Lord R. showed bad taste and temper, and wasted his 
own time and the public’s. 

I have altered my opinion of man 3 r men since 1885. 

Many men have altered their opinion of 7ne since that same date. 

Therefore they are either fickle fools or idolatrous items. 

I followed my Leader until 1881. 

Some follow him still. 

Therefore either they don’t know what they do, or don’t mean 
what they say. 

If any logical-minded reader should object that these so-called 
syllogisms are not really syllogisms at all, we should agree with him. 
But then they are not only the brief and formal expression of long- 
winded so-called arguments, which are not really arguments at all, 
but which, veiled in floods of verbiage, are duly presented to the 
public, from platform and Press, as though they really were so. 
Moral : — ^The clear analysis of stump-oratory generally takes the 
form of a reductio ad ahsurdum. 


Mutual Advertisement by the Court Jester.— At the Shaites- 
biLry Theatre is announced A Play in Little, At the Couri they 


duns, “ The duns used always to be after me,” says he; “now I’ve might announce a Little in a Play. [N.B. — For explanation see 
got ’em before me. It’s a pleasant reminder of unpleasant times,” Cast under Clock.] Just now, very little in any play. 
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ODONT. ! 

(An Ode to the Modern Flora. ) 

On, Flora, fair Goddess of Flowers, skies 
brighten, the gardens are glowing, 

And lo! ^tis the season of Flower Shows, 
when everything seems ‘ ‘ All-a-blowing ! ^ 

And what the dickens youVe been np to 
with the dictionary, dashed if 

there ’s any possibility of knowing. 

Talk about “Yolapiick.” Why, it isn’t a 
circumstance compared with, the jioral 
goddess’s orack-jaw. 

I’ve been trying to read the account of a 
Flower Show to my wife. Now, at 
patter-songs I’ve a slick tongue and 
slack jaw. 

I can do ** John TFellington JVelh ” pretty 
patly; but to read through a horticul- 
tural article 

Would give an alligator instantaneous 
tetanus ; and of meaning the words seem 
to have no particle. 

I should like to be introduced, in its Bornean 
home, to the glorious plant called Cudo 
Dyana. 

But fancy a footman having to announce 
Madame SPAXHOOLO'nis Kimballianta ! 

Odont. Uro-Skinneri sounds like something 
medical and epidermic, but then we ’re 
informed that its sepals and petals 

Are “ reticulated in tender brown and broad 
rosy-mauve,” which immediately sends 
one ” off the metals.” 

The Masdevallias may be a respectable 
family, though I should not care to 
marry into it. 

But “the ^brid M. Mundyana represent- 
ing M. veitchii x M. Ignea” (though “ a 
wonderfully glowing orange” by^ all 
accounts), sounds so exceedingly mixed 
and mongrel that I ’d certainly eschew it. 

“ A noble Catt: Gigas” sounds rather aristo- 
cratic; “Catt: Jacomb,” I suppose, is a 
sort of a relative ; 

But Od. Citrosmum, sounds awfully odd, and 
is not wiy notion of a reassuring ap- 
pellative. 

And what are you to make of Odont. crisp. 
Sanderoe, which, whomsoever “ Sanderoe ” 
niay be, I don’t wan’t to “ crisp” him ; 

“ A sport of nature unequalled ” they call 
him, and no doubt his name is, for I can 
neither clearly articulate, stutter or lisp 
him. 

I ’ve not a doubt that, whoever he is, he is 
probably liked and considered by some a 
gem. 

Cyp. Chamberlainianum has a political sound, 
and has a strong savour of a floral 
Brummagem. 

And then comes “ Odont. vex. Bleui splen- 
didissimum,” wMch sounds like an 
appeal for “ Two Lovely Blue JByesF 
't But if it means something entirely different, 
I shall hear it without the smallest 


From a Lahore Parer. — “ P?mc7i,” the Bod and Biver is the title of a useful 
writer ought to have said “Afr. PwncA,’[ — book about fiy-fishing (it only needs “ fly- 


A DISTINCTION WITH A DIFFERENCE. And then^ comes “ Odont. vex. Bleui splen- 

Mistress (to a'pplicant for situaiiorii who has "been dismissed from her last ^lace). “So you’ve didissimum,” wMch sounds like an 
JUST LEFT ? Didn’t your Situation suir you ? » ^ , appeal for Ptoo ^ 

Martha. “Oh yes, ’M. Situation sooted me very well. It was mb, Mum, as didn’t 
SOOT the Situation!” ^ without the smallest 

surprise. _ 

— r rjz _ „ Z r"W Z T"-, in fact, looking further, I find, it’s “an 

From a Lahore Parer.— “ P?mc7i,” the Bod and Btver ia the title ot a usmuI artificial hybrid from Odont. vexillanum 
writer ought to have said “Afr. Punch, — book about fiy-fi.shing (it only needs ‘*fly- x Odont. lloezlii.” That’s a staggerer, 

“possesses a battery of guns, and maintains leaves ” for notes to make it perfect), written Dend. phalsenopsis Schroderje Dellense 

a standing army of 1,200 men.” Guite cor- by a Major bearing the appropriate name of jg ^ still bigger horticultural swaggerer, 

reet. Wonderful how they get the news out Fisher. Onenote hemight append for the 0 . Coradenei 1 likewise 0. Crispum I I oiy 
there. The guns fire a hundred jokes per benefit of intending Etonians, that those Godmother, Flora, 

minute; all killing ones. The standing army do who, not having “passed” their swiruming ^^oxild insist upon shorter and more intel- 
the thing well, and wiU stand anything (well- examination, venture to go on the “river,” ligible names for her modern offspring, 

iced) to all friends within reasonable limits, are in danger of the “rod,” gy bright Aurora, 

under command of Mr, Punch, President. I camt go on worshipping at yonr floral 

Mrs. Ram was told that Mr. Joseph Cham- shrine if the ritual is polyglot ^ gibberish, 

Yery Natural. — Mrs. Brown Potter, berlain is a giant in intellect. She said, and what’s more, I won’t. Ma’am, 

tired of playing a Hero, is now coining out “ I don’t know much about intellect, but In the word (queers spelt) of whum you 
as a Heroine before the Chaff* dshury Theatre he must he a very big giant to carry an seem very fond, I ewnestly say, I lower 

is shut up, orchard in his buttonhole.” Goddess, Odont. Ma am 1 1 ! 


shrine if the ritual is polyglot gibberish, 
and what’s more, I won’t. Ma’am, 
the word (queer^ spelt) of which you 
seem very fond, I earnestly say, Flower 
Goddess, Odont. Ma’am ! 1 i 




COUNTRY. WAITING FOR THE SIGNAL 

3y Out Ainericanued Artist.) 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 
Thursday^ June O.—The great strength of the Liberal Party lies 
in its illimitable resources of Leadership. When in ordinary times 

f Mr. Gr. is away, there is either the Squiute op 
Malwood or John Moelhy to take his place. 
Now, in these last days of dying Parliament, i 
the Squire follows Mr. G.^s leadership even to 
extent of stopping away from House. John 
Mokley been nere for short while to-night, 
but as soon as he saw House comfortably in 
Committee he, too, departed. Seemed as if 
Opposition, thus deserted, would stagger 
blindly on till it fell in some ditch. At 
critical moment Bohey Spencee quietly ap- 
peared on scene; naturally and irresistibly 
dropped into seat of Mr. O. on otherwise 
almost empty front Bench. No sounding of 
drums or b^yii^ of trumpets. Bobby quietly 

Ilra.fi H^il 

the House. Business immediately set- 

ties down to oven and rapid pace. It ‘ ^ 

is generally understood that Bobby is 

desirous that the Government shall have 

every assistance given them in disposing 

of the remaining business. Alpheus 

Cleophas shows himself a little restive. In It iIKt ' 

Here is a great opportunity fleeting ilM Bt 

past; vote after vote put from Chair !j j'/Kj 

agreed to almost as rapidly as it can be a 

recited. After half-a-dozen have been ifPMi 

galloped through, Alpheus Cleophas nlmllMr ^ 

moves uneasily in his seat. Anxiously 
watches the youthful figure seated on 

front Bench. Bang goes another Million. Question . Question I 
Alpheus Cleophas can sit it no longer ; jumps up and wants to know 
something, Bobby, half-turning, regards nim with grave eyes. 

t Speaks no word, but Al- 
pheus Cleophas knows what 
is passing through his mind ; 
his fluent speech falters ; 
presently he sits down, shri- 
velled up, as it were, under 
the reproachful glance of 
the new Leader. Thus the 
hours pass, and the votes too, 
till by midnight all the money i 
is voted for the Navy, and ! 
whole blocks of Civil Service 
Estimates have been passed. 

Business done, — Supply 
voted with both hands. 

Friday, — Army Estimates 
on in Committee of Supply. 
Gather from general conver- 
sation that things are awful, 
Fi^see, T.C., says they are 
going to the dogs. Waltee 
Baettelot “ going, as he 
sometimes asks permission to 
do, “one step farther,” says 
they ^ve gone. Stanhope 
evidently expecting an as- 
sault on his Department, 
brought in with him a stout 
stick. When Julius ^An- 
Roltalloch. HIBAL PrCTON got Up just 

HOW, and gave a brief resume 
of the operations in which his great ancestor defeated Flaminius 
and Seevilius at the Lake of Thrasymenus: pretty to see how 
Stanhope almost involuntarily made a pass at him with the stick. 


“ Question ! Question I ” 




Roltalloch. 


‘\Question ! Q-uestion ! ” cried Stuaex Woetlby, from behind the 
Speaker’s chair. 

“This is the question,” retorted J. A. P., “ or it is at least leading 
me up to it. I am about, Mr. Courtney, to show how, sui)|x>sing the 
War Office at Carthage had been managed on the same principles as 
those which govern the conduct of the Kight Kon. Gentleman, my 
illustrious ancestor, instead of routing tlie enemy, would have ilea 
from the face of Flaminius, scuttled olf before Skkvilios, and 
would never have lived to vanquish arrow at Cannas” 

“You rather had Stanhope there,” said Poltalloch meeting 
J. A. P. in the Lobby afterwards, and shouting down at him a few 
words of hearty encouragement. 

Bitsiness done, — Another gallop through the Vot<‘8. 

LADY GAY^S SELECTIONS. 

Dear Me. Punch, Bhantom Lodge, Ascot 

Here I am once more at Aseot—beloved of Women and 
Milliners! Ascot, I mean, not myself, as I’m thankful to say 
women don’t like me— Milliners don’t count as women, of course, 
being so very liberal-minded; and that’s the advantage of being 
“ somebodj,’’ and having a figure— you can get all your gowns on 
the condition of telling every- X. 

one (in strict confidence) who 
“ bidlt” them ! I had a most 
fatiguing day yesterday, as, 
after arriving, I had to show 
the Baroness all my Ascot 
“ confections,” and I made 
the poor dear quite jealous, ff 

which, of course, vexed me, I ^ ) mm 

as she is quite my dearest j'jl j; !' 
friend! I was much grati- * ^ 

fied to see my protest against * ' i bH W 

these “glove contests” so ¥« Iff 

admirably and cleverly MJl JM 

“seconded” (I’m afraid Js • 

that’s a fighting expression) 
by one of your wonderful 

Artists in Black-and- White (black and blue it might have well been 
on this occasion) — though, by the way, ho must have been present 
himself, or he wouldn’t have seen how ashamed of his own face every 
man was! We shall have the dear wretches wearing veils next, I 
suppose I 

On every hand I hear great complaints of the “ moderate lot” our 
English Three-year-olds have turned out; and the Vicomte De 
Fossr-Teree (a descendant of the historical (^ueen of Navarre) 
quite ^ upset our dinner-party last night by claiming immense 
superiority for the French horses of the same age— why should this 
be ? — I don’t consider the French ahead of us in politeness, so why 
should they be so in breeding P However, the fact remains, that no 
English Horse will run in the French Derby this year I 

Lord Stonehenge tells me we may exxiect the “ Dissolution” very 
shortly, and I ’m sure the poor Members must be glad of it, for this 
weather makes one long to dissolve— though I must say it seems to mo 
an absurd time to choose, as it will stop the Season and upset every- 
body’s arrangements ! These things wiD be better managed when we 
i get a “ House of Peeresses ” at the head of afeirs — and that is only 
I a question of time, I feel sure I 

But now to glance at the Ascot Programme — it is such a lengthy 
and important one, that a mere glance will he quite sufficient for 
me, whereas a man would study the thing for a week and then know 
nothing about it I I will just mention a few horses that my readers 
wiU do well to “keep their eye on,” that is if they can — for really at 
Ascot one does not pay much attention to the races— and in conclu- 
sion! will give my “one-horse selection” for the last in the Gold 
Cup. The expression “one-horsed,” is, I believe, generally used con- 
temptuously, but it must serve till I find time to think out another, 
which is impossible at present, as the luncheon-^^ong has just sounded, 
and I have visions of a lobster-salad and iced Hock-Cup ! And now 
to prophesy? On the “ Queen’s Birthday” a “ Sprightly” 
caneer” gave an Order” to attack JSarfieur’’ captured the 
town, and at the end of the Comedy ” paid the “ Bill ^ ” 

Yours devotedly, Lady Gay. 

Gold Cup Tip. 

The bloom on the leaf of a first-rate cigar 
Is expressed by the trade as “ Flor Fina,” 

But the sight, to a racing-man, finer by far 
Is the bloom of the mare “ Caterina 'i ” 

Good News!! — “ Apiirehonded Great Cyclone!” So ran the 
heading of a paragraph in the Baily Telegraph last Friday. We 
trust this turbulent person once apprehended, will he sentenced and 
imprisoned. 


NOTICE. Beje^ed CommimicatioiLS or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any descxiption, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. v w 
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“VERSAILLES” IN LEICESTER SQUARE. 

(Or, the JS'ew BaUet at the Empire^ as it appears through 
Mr. Bunch's Pince-nez. ) 


forbids him to indicate any other place. JRaouI ^oes ofE perplexed, and 
no wonder. Then, as the Ars:unient explains, a t7‘u?npet-rali is 
heard and Louise “ bewildered perhaps because it is the signal to 
go and dress for dinner, escapes to the palace ; and Latiis, feeling 




Tableau I.— The Park at Yersailles. “ Gardenersd^ according to that the arbour is only a question of time, follows. Then Musketeers 
the “Argument*’ supi)lied with programmes, seen busily come oS duty and get up an assault-at-arm.s, until their careful 

preparing for the arrival of King Louis the Fourteenth and his captain, afraid that they will luirt themselves with those nasty 
CourV^ If tickling the gravel gently with brooms, and depositing swords, orders them to stop, and the First Tableau is over, 
one petal a-picce in large baskets is “busily preparing,” they are. Tableau If. — Rich hangings have falhm close to the footlights, to 

The G-ardeners, feeling that they have done a very fair afternoon’s represent an “ Antc-roora in the Palace.” Attendants bring on two 
work, dance a farandole in sabots, after which Ladles and Cavaliers dressing-tables. Enter the two principal du?iseuscs, who arc about 
arrive and prepare to dance too; the Cavaliers select their partners by to dress for the Grand Ballet, when Lnlli, the Composer, and 
chasing them on tiptoe, the Ladies run backwards, and coyly slap Prevot. the Maib'c de dance du Itoi, come in and very inconsi- 
their favourites’ faces witli bouquets. Here, according to Argument, derately propose a rehearsal, which of course must bo an lOidress re- 
refreshments are served by Pages."^ Don’t see any; these hearsal— then and there. This not unnaturally both the ladies 
particular Pages seem to have been cut. Dance follows: the out of temper; they : object to the ballet-skirts supplied by tbo 
Vicomte Raoul de Brageloyme arrives, but stands apart, taking no Management as skimpy, and one of them throws up her part, which 

E art in the dance, and looking melancholy. Fancy he is wishing he almost reduces LuUi to tears. The other undertakes it at a moment’s 
ad learnt dancing in his boyhood, or else waiting for the refresh- notice, whereupon the first lady tries to scratch her eyes out, and then 
mentsto be served. On referring to Argument, however, discover has a fit of hysterics. Both ladies have hysterics. A bell rings and, sud- 
I that “ Jus ynind ts occupied by thoughts of Louise denly remembering that a jloyal Ante- 

I de Ijavallicrey who teas betrothed to Jmn in her . ^ roomisrr/d/t^jr a public jdace to dress in, 

childhoodP Stupid not to see this for oneself. ./JsjjgMBg,/ they catch up the ballet-skirts and lice, 

j So obvious. Enter Xowise. Think i2rto?^/in- / Attendants remove the dressing-tables. 

, forms her in pantomime that one of the bows i Tableau over. Plot where it was. 

i on her dress has “come undone;” she rewards ^ >' • Tabliau III. — Grand Reception 

i him for this act of politeness by taking the bow Room in the Palace. Ihiter the Queen, 

I off and pinning it on his breast. Raoul not ''' ' sulky, because has taken all tlie 

1 satisfied, pleads for another, to put on his hat. Pages, and only left her a couple of 

Ijouise refuses, can’t ruin her new frock like ChamberlainH. ‘Enter Louis, more im- 

thatfor hhn. Find I’m wrong again. Argu- •yT pxidcnt than ever. They take their places on a 

ment says, “ Ttfi hnphres her to fulfil the wish -i/ r/rtes; the hangings at head of a llight of steps he- 

of his own and their pareyits' hearts by nayyxhxg -i/ hind arc withdrawn, and thc‘ first Grand Ballet 

the nuptial day, Louise is coyy fused, atid bids /MP Divertissement ” begi ns. iMuis frankly bored, 

hiintaaitd^ He retires brokenhearted, in search fuSl knowing there’s another to come after that, 

of the refreshments, and the Cavaliers, with \ . Ballot charming, but lu^ doesn’t deign to glance 

whom a very little dancing on gravel and a warm at it, gives all his attention to a stuffed lamb on 

afternoon goes a long way, retire with him. The _ the top of the stops. Bevy after bevy of maidens 

ladies, left alone, “wow? freely express their disclosed behind hangings, eachmorobewitch- 

opinioyis cm the merits of their late coyyxpanionsf^ jli \r/ ing and gorgeously attired than the last— but 

which seems natural enough. Louise dissents; ' they don’t interest Zo«tk,—or else the xmesence 

doesn’t see anything particularly rude in their of the Queen restrains him. Instructive to note 

conduct, “ Cavaliers are like that—toiV/ rush off the partiality of the Corps de Ballet. When 

for refreshments alone after every dance and Signorina be Sortis dances, they are so over- 
leave their partners.” At least, that’s how J come that they lean backwards with outstretched 

understood her. Missed the point again. Argu- ‘ Tf^J i -j arms in a sort of semi-swoon of delight. But 

ment informs me she has been answering, other lady may prance and whirl and run 

"^abruptly that the Sun {meanmg the King) about on the points of her toes till she requires 

absorbs her whole soul, and that she has no ¥ / 7 ^ support, and they merely retire up and ignore I 

thoughts^ to bestow on mere planets.*^ She said I ' t / n altogether. There is a dancing Signor in I 

all that in a shake of the head and two shrugs, ja f / lili pearl grey, who supports first one Signorina and i 

so “abruptly” is quite the right word. Other v j / JN' the other with the strictest impartiality, ; 

ladies annoyed with her, and show it by walk- \ jgM s / { x and finally dances with both together, to show 
ing past and waggling their fingers in her face, \ ^ '' \ that he makes no distinctions and has no serious 

which appears to depress Louise considerably. \ ^ intentions. All this time JjOXiis has been getting 

Then they go out, after the Cavaliers, or the \ \ , \ more and more restless ; now and then he makes 

refreshments. Meanwhile Xowfs i{7ie Fbwrjfeen^/i. ' \ \ \ some remark, evidently disparaging, to the Q,ueen, 

has entered at the back and overheard all. . \ who receives it coldly. But at last he can’t stand 

He knows what the shake and shrugs meant, it any longer. “ Call this dancing I J’/7 show 

and smiles and nods knowingly to himself. ** He swells visibly.” tom how to dance ! ” his look says. “ Where ’s 

“Oh, I ayyi an irresistible Monarch, I ain!” Louxse?” And he gets up, pulls himself 

he seems to be saying. “I’ll follow this up.’’ So he struts I together, and invites her to come and dance a minuet. Queen dis- 


that “ his ynind is occupied by thoughts of Louise 
de Lavallici'ey who was betrothed to khn in her 
childhood Stupid not to see this for oneself. 

So obvious. Enter Ijouise. Think Raoul in- 
forms her in pantomime that one of the bows 
on her dress has “come undone;” she rewards 
him for this act of politeness by taking the bow 
off and pinning it on his breast. Raoul not 
satisfied, pleads for another, to put on his hat. 
Louise refuses, can’t ruin her new frock like 
that for hiyn. Find I ’m wrong again. Argu- 
ment says, “ he iynplores her to fulfil the wish 
of his owyi and their pareyits' hearts bxj nayyxhxg 
the nuptial day, Louise is confused, gtid bids 
hiyyi He retires brokenhearted, in search 

of the I'efrcshments, and the Cavaliers, with 
whom a very little dancing on gravel and a warm 
afternoon goes a long way, retire with him. The 
ladies, left alone, “wow? freely express their ^ 
opinioyxs on the yyicrits of their late coyyxpanionsf* 
which seems natural enough. Iconise dissents; 
doesn’t see anything i)articularly rude in their 
conduct, “ Cavaliers are like that-~toi77 rush off 
for refreshments alone after every dance and 
leave their partners.” At least, that’s how I 
understood her. Missed the point again. Argu- 
ment informs me she has been answering, 
abruptly that the Suyx {yneanhxg the Kxng) 
absorbs her whole souly and that she has no 
thoughts to bestow on mere planets.^’ She said 
all that in a shake of the head and two shrugs, 

80 “abruptly” is quite the right word. Other 
ladies annoyed with her, and show it by walk- 
ing past and waggling their fingers in her face, 
which appears to depress Louise considerably. 
Then they go out, after the Cavaliers, or the 
refreshments. Meanwhile Louis the Fourteenth 
has entered at the back and overheard all. 

He knows what the shake and shrugs meant, 
and smiles and ^ nods knowingly to himself. 

I “Oh, I ayyi an irresistible Monarch, I am!” 

i he seems to be saying. “I’ll follow this up.” 


He swells visibly.” 


down with a fixed smile on his face, like the impudent young gusted with him, hut pretends not to notice. Jjouis goes through 
dog he is, and pats his chest passionately at her. Louise startled, minuet with extreme satisfaction to himself. Enter Page with an 
“Don’t go away.” says Louis in pantomime. “I say, there ’s an immense cushion, on which is “ a bracelet of great value (Argu- 
arhouT in that shrubbery, — let’s go and sit in it— Jo.’” Louise ment again). Queen excited — thinks it ’s for 7i<"r ; but Xowek stops 
undecided; tries to excuse herself. “Earwiggy? not a bit of the dance, takes the bracelet, and gives it to Louise. “A present 
it! ” Louis assures her (he wouldn’t he so confident about it if he from Paris. There, that’s for being a good girl — take it, and say 
had^ seen his Gardeners at work); “cowie along!” Louise still no more about it.” She does, and they finish the minuet. LouiSy 
timid ; suggests spiders. Loxiis vows that no spider shall harm her on turning round to the daiSy discovers that the Queen has gone 
while he Hves to protect her, and draws her gently towards the away, which he seems to think most unreasonable of her— just when 
shrubbery ; he does this several times, but on each occasion her he was dancing his very best I There is more ballet, after which the 
dread of insects returns, and she recoils shrinking. The King puts King discovers that Louise is missing too. Her Page comes on 
his arms round her to give her courage, and at this instant, Raoul de andhands him a letter, which he opens triumphantly. “ A reyidez^ 
Bragelonne returns, sees the back of someone embracing the maiden vousy eh ? Never knew jewellery fail yet ! How I ayn carrying on, 
who was betrothed to him in childhood, draws his sword — and re- to be sure ! ” says his face. But, as he reads, his eyes begin to roll, 
cognises his Sovereign. “Whew!” his expression says plainly and he has another attack of swelling. Then the curtains at the 
enough. “Now I have put my foot in it nicely! ” He takes off his back are withdrawn again, and on the top of the steps, where the 
hat and apologises prof usely ; but Louis is indignant. What’s the stuffed lambs were, he sees Loxtise de Lavallitro in a nun’s robe, 
use of being a Roi Boleil if you can’t ask a lady of vour Court to sit entering a Convent. Louis can’t believe it ; he thinks it must be 
in an arbour without being interrujited like this ? He swells visibly, part of the performance, though not on the original programme, 
and intimates that he will pay Raoul out for this in various highly As he goes nearer to see, the curtains close, open again — and there 
tmpleasant ways Louise kneels to him for pardon. Louis subsides is nothing. And the baffled monarch realises the melancholy truth 
gradually, but still shows the whites of bis eyes ; finally he tells — Louise has gone into a nunnery, without even returning the 
Raoul be off. Raoul is submissive — only wants to know where “bracelet of great value”! Whereupon the Act-drop mercifully 
he ’s to go to. Louis points to Heaven, evidently regal politeness 1 falls, and veils his discomfiture. And that ’s all! 
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SO NICE OF HER! 

Captain MuffeL “May I ventubk to hotk that yott will oivb me a Waltz ob Qttadbille ?” 

Lady Sparker. “Oh, I ’m so sobby, I engaged fob eveby Dance! I 'm engaged also fob Su?rEB iwicr. ; liur I pbomise 

YOH FAITHFHLLY YOU SHALL HATE MY ThIBD GlASS OF LbMONADE ! ** 


LADY GATS SELECTIONS. 


Deab Mb. Punch.- 


Several people who do not know me as' the 
Qs,” haye told me that they took the tip about 


writer of the “ Selections,” haye told me that they took the tip about 
“ BalmoraV^ for the Manchester Cup, hut backed it to win instead 
of to be last — ^thereby winning^ money! — now— of course the last 
thing a tipster wishes, is that his prophecy should turn out success- 
ful, therefore I am delighted at the result, as also was Sir Minting 
Bloundell, who won a good stake, and is the only person who knows 
the secret of mj incognito. He congratulated me most heartily on 
my success, which he said was the more wonderful as he knew the 
owner did not much fancy the horse I — ^but, as I told him— if owners 
of race-horses knew as much as some of the public— (to say nothing 
of the prophets)— they would never lose the money they do, and 
would probably rfye up racing ! The selection was entirely my own 
“ fancy.” I need scarcely say, I never ash an owner anything, and if 
he volunteers the information that he thinks his horse “has a good 
chance,” I find as a rule, it ’s just as well to “ let the horse run loose,” 
as they put it ; though that is an expression! never qxute understood, 
as I’ve never yet seen a horse “ run loose” in a race, except on one 
or two occasions when the jockey has been thrown at the start— which 
i now I come to think of it, may be the origin of the expression I 
! So Ascot is once more a departed glory ! We all shivered on Tues- 
! day, got roasted on Wednesday, were comfortable on Thursday, and 
resigned on Friday — and on the whole the toilette show was success- 
ful ; though I fancy some of the best gowns were held over for Goodwood 
— one of mine was at all events— but my goodness! — ^if only our 
great grandmothers could have seen some of our modern petticoats!! 
— ^more elaborate than any dress they ever saw I — but then, as Lord 
Habpee PEDCLyFFE said, our great grandmothers never got ofi and 
on coaches with an admiring crowd looking on, as have to do now- 

a-days ; and you have to be pretty smart not to get hung up on the 
wheels— though as Lady Habbiett Entoucas said, “my dear Lady 

Gay— what is the use of wearing all this loveliness unless one ” 

but perhaps it will annoy her if I tell what she did say ! 

The Eoyal Hunt Cup was a beautiful race, although the winner was 
not supposed to be the best of “ Jewht’s lot ; ” but I am told he is 


one of those who “will not do his best at home,” being beaten in the 
trial— and after all, how very human that is —for how many men one 
knows who are perfect hears in their home circle ! 

Of the horses I advised my readers to “ Ive(p an eye on,” only one. 
Buccaneer^ put in an appearance, and won the Gold Gup ; so that 
my warning as to the dimculty of doing this, was fully borne out by 
the result. My Gold Cup selection did not run, and had I known 
that JErmah would have Deen his sole opponent. I should have made 
him my tip ; but I do not pretend to be Krmakulate ! (That ’s awful—- 
please forgive me, dear Mr, Punch /) From the way SL Afigelo won 
the Palace Stakes, I can’t help thinking he would have won the Derby 
but for the French horse Bueil, who tried to eat him during the race 
— (how shameful to let the poor thing get so hungry)— and this of 
course interfered with his chance — as you really cannot attend to two 
things at a time with a satisfactory result, unless they be sleeping 


things at a time with a satisfactory result, umess they be sleeping 
and snoring ! 

I presume that this sort of thing is meant when one reads in the 
porting papers that such-and-such a horse was “ nibbled at ! ”— but 
i really think that those who saw St, Angelo on Thursday, saw the 
winner of the Leger! There is no race of any special importance 
next week, either at Windsor or Sandown, but I will give my weekly 
tip for the probable last in the Windsor June Handicap, and mean- 
while I may as well say that I shall grace with my presence the 
Hewmarket July Meeting, and, emulating the example of other 
tipsters who send “ Paddock Wires,” I shall he happy to supply any- 
one with my two-horse-a-day “ Songs from the Birdcage at five 
guineas a- week — (a reduction to owners)— ek, which x>rice my selec- 
tions must be cheap. Yours devotedly, Lady Gay. 

WiNDsoB June Handicap. 

If “ Shaxspeabe ” spells “ruin,” as Managers say, 
Tragedians all should he needy ! 

But a fortune was made by the best of his day. 

And an Actor of “ notes” was MacreadyP 

Why is the Dissolution of Parliament like the human tongue ?— 
Because it is in everybody’s mouth. 
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We never speak as we pass by ! 

Alas I it was not always so. 

But now I cannot catch liis eye, 

And, when I come, he prompt to go. 

“ II me reverraJ^^ So I said 
When I resigned, his love to try. 

But see how Wilhelm turns his head I 
We never speak as we pass by ! 

Not indispensable ! Absurd 1 
I built the Empire, made the Crown. 

Of Emperor Wilhelm who had heard 
But for my prowess and renown ? 

And Emperor Wilhelm cocks his nose, 
Begards me with averted eye ; 




Otto, the Wedding- Guest, singeth 
And, just as though we now were foes, 

We never speak as we pass by ! 

The boy, the ingrate, the young cock, 

Who thinks he ’s eagle when he crows ; 
Old Aquila is he to mock ? 

I’ll cut his comb ere matters close. 

And yet, and yet he keeps it up, 

And Germany demands not why ! 

He bangs away like a big Hrupp— 

We never speak as we pass by. 

My Heebeet, you should hold my place, 
But you must share your sire’s cola 
snub. 


Did I promote the lion’s race 
To be kicked out by its least cub ? 

This wedding-favour ’s gay and smart. 

I to Yienna’s bridal dy ; 

But something rankles in my heart ; — 

We never speak as we pass by ! 

WiU Feancis- Joseph see his way 
To — help Coriolanus back ? 

I can’t beueve I ’ve had my day ; 

It makes ambition’s heart-strings crack. 
But that imperious youngster shuts 
The door of hope howe’er I try. 

Are we for ever to be “ cuts,” 

And never speak as we pass by 
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ADVANTAGES OF MARSUPIALISM. 

“ I ’m so TIRED, Mummy. I wish you ^verb a Kangaroo I 
“Why, Darling?” 

“To CARRY ME HOME IN YOUR PoCKET I” 


AN EARU8 COURT IDYL. 

Scene — A Tiniclt^hnack stall outside the Wild Wash Arena, Behind 
the counter is a pretty and pert maiden of seventeen or so, A tall 
and stately Indian Warrior^ wrapped in a blue blanket, lounges 
up, and leans against the corner, silent and inscrutable. 

The Maiden [with easy^ familiarity), ^Ullo, Choc’lix, what do 
you want? [The Chieftain smiles at her with infinite subtlety, and 
Ungers a small fancy article shaped like a bottle, in seeining con- 
fusion,) Like to see what^s inside of it? Look ’ere then. [She 
removes the cork, touches a spring, and a paper fan expands out 
of the neck of the bottle ; Chocolate is grimly pleased, and possibly 
impressed, by piis phenomenon, which he repeats several times for his 
own satisfaction,) Ah, that fetches you, don’t it, Choc’lix? [The 
Warrior nods, and says something unintelligible in his own tongue,) 
Why don’t yer talk sense, ’stead o’ that rubbish ? 

[Chocolate watches her slyly out of the corners of his eyes ; 
presently Ae puts the bottled-fan inside his blanket, and 
slouches off in a fit of wetended abstraction. 

The Maiden [imperiously), ’Ere, come back, will yer? Walkin’ 
on with my things like that ! Fetch it ’ere—d’jear what I tell yer ? 
(Chocolate lounges over the counter of an adjoining Bovril stall, arid 
affects a bland unconsciousness of being addressed. After awhile he 
peeps round and pats his blanket knowingly, and, finding she takes 
no further notice of him, Icnmges back to his corner again,) Oh, ’ere 
you are again ! Now jest you put that bottle back. (The Warrior 
giggles, with much appreciation of his own playfulness,) Look sharn 
now. I know you ’ve got it ! 

Chocolate [with another giggle). Me no got. 

m? T tihat the person at the Bovril stall has it, 

^ Ihe Maiden, Yop, needn’t think to get over Me that way! It’s 
inside 0 ’ that old blanket o’ yours. Out with it now, or I ’ll make : 


yer I (Chocolate proe?t^ces it chuckling, after which he loses all further 
interest in it, his notice having been attracted by a small painted metal 
monkey holding a miniature cup and saucer,) Want to buy one o’ 
them monkeys? [She sets its riead nodding at the Indian, loho is \ 
gravely interested in this product of Buropean civilisation.) All | 
right, pay for it then — they ’re ninepence each. 

[The Warrior plays with it thoughtfully, appare7itly in the f amt 
hope that she may he induced to make him a present of it, 
but, finding that her heart shows no sign of softenmg to 
such an extent, the desire of acquiring the nionkey becomes 
so irresistible that, after much diving into his robes, he fishes 
up three coppers, which he tenders as a reasonable ransoiii. 
The Maiden [encouragingly). That’s all right, so far as it goes; \ 
you’ve on’y got to give mo another sixpence — twice as much as that, ! 
you know. Come on! (Chocolate meditates whether as an econo- 
mical Indian Chieftain, he can afford this outlay, and finally shakes 
his head sadly, and withdraws the coppers,) Oh, very wM, then; 
please yourself, I ’m sure ! (Chocolate’s small black eyes regard 
her admiringly, as he tries one last persuasive smile, probably to 
express the degree to which the possession of a nodding monkey would 
brighten his^ existence,) It ain’t a bit o’ good, Choc’lit, I can’t 
lower my price for you ; and what ’s more, I ’m not going to ! 

[Chocolate examines the monkey once more undecidedly, then 
puts it gently dowyi with a wistful reluctance, and drfts off. 
The Maiden [calling after him). You like to do your shoiipin’ 
cheap, don’t you, Choc’lit ? Everythink for nothen’ is what you 
want, ain’t it ? /know yer! 

[The Warrior stalks on mpassively, igiiorma these gibes; 
whether he is reflecting on the beauty and heartlessness of 
the Bale-face Maideu, or j'esolving to save up for the monkey 
if it takes him a lifetime, or thinking of something else 
totally different, or of nothing whatever, is a dark secret 
which he keeps to himself, 

THE PLAYEUL S^VLLY. 

0 Sarah B. ! 0 Mr. Abbey! What un- Abbey thought induced 
you to select^ so dreary a play as Baidine Blanchard wherewith to 
weary theBritish Public? And what a finish! Pa u/me, all for the sake 
of her disappointed lover, kills her*hushand with a sickle !— a sickle-ly 
sight—and then reaps ’ lier reward. M.Peeon, 

the Maire, was effec- tive. Ancient Ange- 
lina, Mme. Gilberte Fleury, “ fetched ” 

everybody, and in her W turn was fetched by 

M. Fleury from a loft where stage -business 

had taken her in the previous Act, in order 


th 



“ How Abbey could I be with either ! ” 

to receive her share of the plaudits. We hear that Sarah has accepted 
a One- Act piece called JSalammbo, by OisCAR Wilde. Naturally we 
all see Sarah in the first part of Sal, Perhaps the “ ambo ” means 
Sarah and Oscar. ^ Being an Eastern subject, Sarah sees the chance 
in it of a Saya-scenic success. On Saturday last, with her wonderful 
La Tosca yo. the afternoon, and her Dame aux Camelias (the 
“ 0’ Camelias” sounds like an Irish title) at night, Sarah regularly 
‘‘knocked them ” in the Shaftesbury Avenue. No one interested in 
dramatic art should miss seeing Sarah, at all events, in La Dame 
aux Camilias, 

Particular and General Relationship. — ^M r. George Curzon, 
as^ the Saturday Review remarks in its notice of Curzon^ $ Persia, 
“is not the first of his family who has written a good book of 
Eastern travel.” The author, then, is not a first, hut a second, or 
third Curzon, and this particular work of author snip creates a new 
kinship, as his travels are, now, related to the public. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Wednesday, --Th.Q Irish, duestion, heard for the first time operati- 
cally, put by The O’ Wagner in his music-story of “ Tristan und 
Isoldey The story is decidedly a triste ^un and is old uo doubt of it. 

Frau SuCHER first 
rate as the Irish 
Princess Isolde, 
Herr Alvary plays 
Her Tristan; 
good, but not great. 
All vary well. As 
Kurwenal^ Herr 
Knapp, in spite of 
his name, kept 
everyone awake, 
and did his very- 
best ; in fact, 
“went Knapp.” 
Fraulein Kalph 
'^v was charming as 
JBraugdne, ana her 
y \ manner of inducing 
the Princess of the 
'' Most Distressful 
' Country to take to 

the bottle— K ina- 

Isolde, seated on a sham rock, awaiting the coming of ® , L.L.L. 

her lover. Alas ! all ends unharpily ! deserved the encore 

which she ought to 

have received. No matter — Fraulein Ralph played with spirit, 
which is a dangerous thing to do as a rule. House crammed : not 
packed. 

Thursday, — Long live the Don ! Vive Mozart ! Don Giovanm^s 
taste as to ladies changed as he grew older. The two musical 
Duchesses who accompany Dow Ottavio when he is singing are 
usually, fine and large ; but Zerlina, the Don*s latest fancy, is 
petite. Why does Signor Caraccxolo make Masetto an idiotic old 
bumpkin ? Edouard de Reszke is admirable as the cowardly 
Leporello^ and Maurel line as the Im-maurel Don. With what an 
air he salutes The air is Mozart’s “Xof ci and 

therefore perfect, Zelie de Lxjssan delightful as that arrant flirt 
Zerlina, The Statue was rather in the dark. The Stalls couldn’t 


JN/S 
TO p/E. 

PEDICU/^ 






“How’s YOUE Poor Feet?” 

The Pedicure Motif. Shepherd, with pipe, suffering from “Corno Inglese,’' 
showing Triste ’Tin, the Cornish Knight, where he may seek relief from hia 
Bunions* Pilgrim’s Progress. 

see him “noddin’, nid nid noddin’.” Let Sir Drxtriolanus look to 
this, and say to the Limelighter, quoting Goethe, “More light! 
More light!” 

Friday, — Carmen, Commend me at once to Madame Deschamps- 
Jehin as Carmen, Her name is too long, and there ’s a little too 
much of her, figure-ratively speaking. A trifle over-size for quite 
an ideal Carmen^ but then Madame D.-Jehin is so good that we can- 
not have too much of her, Acting excellent. Madame Emma Ea^s 
EMMA- nently first-rate as Michaela, We all know Jean de Reszke’s 
Don Jose, which up to now is hard to beat ; so for Lassalle as 
Fscamillo,-'th,Q great song encored, of course. Signor CABACcaoLO 


as Dancairo (of a mixed race, Irish Dan and Egyptian Cairo— a 
regular Bohemian), and Rinaldini as Remendado^ capital, not over- 
done. Mile. Bauermeister as Frasquita, and Agnes Janson as 
Mercedes, looked winning, especially when playing cards. 

Saturday . — Cavalleria Rusticana, Most appropriate when every- 
body is talking of the elections and “ going to the country.” 

GIRLS OR THE PERIOD. 

Letter I. {From Miss Mary Logic to Miss Rosa Blackhord. ) 

My dear Rosa, Coached Cottage. 

I EANCY I told you that my Uncle Jack was coming home 
from sea. I had not seen him for six years— in fact he left England 
when I was a child of four or so. As you know, I am now ten. I 
naturally was rather curious to meet him. Weu he is here, and I 
am fairly puzzled. He is rather a nice fellow — partly educated. He 
is distinctly shaky with his Classics, and has evidently forgotten 
half his Mathematics. However we got on pretty well. He seemed 
to be interested in my lecture upon Astronomy, and said “ I seemed 
to be a hand at Chemistry.” WeU so I am. As you know, when I 
was a mere child I was always fond of experiments of an analytical 
character. He asked me if I had a doll, and I suppose he referred 
to the old lay-figure that I was wont to sketch before I took to 
studying from the nude. And now you will ask, why I am writing 
to yon, when both you and I are so busy — when we are both pre- 
paring "for matriculation ? When we have so little spare time at 
our disposal ? 

I will tell you. The fact is, he accuses me of ignorance in the 
biographical section of my studies. He gave me the history of a 
gentleman who used a blue dye for his moustache and murdered his 
wives with impunity. Then he related the adventures of a lady who 
slept for a hundred years from the wound of a spinning needle. I had 
to confess (although constant reader of the Lancet) I had never 
heard of tne case before. Then he recounted the adventures of a 
traveller who seems to have had a life of considerable interest. 
This person obtained quite a number of diamonds, with the assist- 
ance of a huge bird called a Roc. Then he had much to say about a 
dwarf who defeated (in really gallant style) several men of abnor- 
mally large stature. He laughed when I had to confess that I had 
never heard of these people before. He gave me their names. The 
wife-slaughterer was called Bluebeard ; the lady who slumbered for 
a hundred years. The Sleeping Beauty (I suppose she preferred to 
keep her anonymity) ; the traveRer’s name was Sindbad, and the 
dwarf was Jack the GianU Killer, Have you heard of any of these 
people ? Your afiectionate Cousm, Mary. 

Letter IL 

{Reply to Same, from Miss Rosa Blackhord,) 

My dear Mary, ^ Algebra Lodge, 

As you are many weeks my juuior (to he precise, exactly 
two months), I hasten to answer your letter. I have searched all 
my Biographical Dictionaries, but cannot find the people of whom 
you are in search. As for myself, I have never heard of Bluebeard, 
know nothing of The Sleeping Beauty, and am sceptical of the exist- 
ence of Sindbad and Jack the Giant-Killer. Like Mrs, Prig, who 
doubted the existence of Mrs, Harris, “ I don’t believe there were 
no such persons ” By the way, you ought to read Dickens, He is 
distinctly funny, and I can quite understand his amusing our grand- 
mothers. I generally turn to his works after a long day with Homer 
or Euripides. Your afiectionate Cousin, Rosa. 


“Ne Plus Ulster.” — Decidedly, Ulster can’t go beyond “its 
last,” or rather, its latest, most utter utterances,^ 8o far, “words, 
words, words ; ” but from words to blows there is a long interval, 
especially when their supply of breath having been considerably 
exhausted, there is not much to be feared from their “ blows.” 
However, so far, the men with Ulsterior views have been patted on 
the back by the Times, and “approbation from Sir Hubert 
Stanley is praise indeed,” Yet, had the meeting been of Nation- 
alists! “But,” as Mr. Kipling’s phrase goes, “that is another 
story.” For, from the Times leader-writer’s point of view, “that 
in the Orangeman ’s hut a choleric word which in the Nationalist 
is rank blasphemy.” However, the steam is let ofi through the 
spout, and by the time the Nationalist’s dream of Home Rule is 
realised, all efforts to the contrary on^^the part of gallant little 
Ulster will probably be “ Ulster vires 


ADYICE GRATIS. — Deafness. (To “ Experimentalist.”)— 
Yours seems a peculiar form of this painful complaint. We cannot 
understand why you should feel “ as if wind were always coming 
from your left ear.” Try blowing into the ear with the bellows 
three times a day. It may drive the wind back. For the “ fulness, 
throbbing, &o.,” we shomd advise ramming a good-sized darning- 
needle as far as it will go into the orifice. After that — or even 
before— it might be best to consult a competent medical man. 
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EARLY MISGIVINGS. 


With, sinews of snap-steel and souls of flame. 
“ Close lock’d above, their heads and arm 
are mix’d ; 

Below their planted feet at distance fix’d : 
Like two strong rafters, which the builder 
forms [storms ; 

Proof to tho wintry winds and nowling 
Their tops connected, but at wider space 
Fix’d on the centre stands their solid base,” 
So in old days. Now wrestlers shift like 
snakes, 

And dodge d la Dubois, for mightier stakes 
Than olive, parsley, or the champion’s belt 
Can furnish forth. 

Long time hath it been felt 
That two superior champions, age-long foes, 
At last must come to a conclusive close. 

‘ ‘ Defiled with honourable dust they roll. 
Still breathing strife, and unsubdued of soul; 
Again they rage, again to combat rise,” — 
For one must win ; these cannot share the 
prize- 

Great Gladstonides— place allow to age I — 
A chief of seasoned strength and generous 
rage, 

Fell, at their last encounter, to the skill 
Of him the swart of look, the stern of will, 
Broad-shouldered Salikburion. Such defeat 
Valiant and vigorous veteran well might fret 
He erst invincible, the Full of Days, [praise. 
The Grand Old One, full-fed with i>ower and 
Acuilles-Nestor, to no younger foe. 

Because of one chance slip and casual throw, 
The Champion’s Belt is ready to resign ; 

Nor may his foe the final faU decline. ^ 

So “ Greek meets Greek ” in wrestling rig 
once more. 


Not Ajax or Ulysses sly of yore, 

Nor modern Steadman, Jameson, or Weight, 
Was e’er more eager for the sinewy fight. 
Much time is spent in “ getting into grips.” 
Mark how each wrestler crouches, feints, and 
slips 1 [ring, 

Mark how they circle round and round tne 
Like wary pug,” like tiger on the spring, 
Cautious as one, though as the other bold, 
Eye, foot, and hand manoeuvring for a hold ! 
And when indeed they close in mutual clutch, 
And put the champion honours to the touch, 
Strain every muscle, try each latest “chip,” 
Which man shall first relax his sinewy grip, 
Be hiped, back-heeled, cross-buttoefod, or 
bored down, — [town. 

That’s just the question that now stirs the 
The funeral games of a dead Parliament 
Bring every hero eager from his tent : 

Say, will Ulysses, for his art renown’d, 
O’erturn the strength of Ajax on the ground ? 
Or will the strength of Ajax overthrow 
The watchful caution of his artful foe ? 

Will Salisburion fairly hold his own, 

Or be by white-lock’d Gladstonides thrown ? 
All ask, all wonder much, but who may say ? 
“ Another story ” that, and for another day I 


Newly -Married M.P, “By Jove, Ten o’Clook ! I must go down to the House, if 
only to find someone to Pair with.” 


Eis Wife, “Oh, Darling, I thought you and I had Paired for Life!” 


‘‘WHEN GEEEK MEETS GREEK;” 

Ob, Manoeuvring fob a Hold. 

Te who have read in Homer’s mighty song 
How sage Ulysses, Ajax towering strong, 
Met at the funeral games on Trojan sands, 
With knotted limbs and grip of sinewy hands, 
To wrestle for the prize, attend, draw near, 
And a new tale of coining tussle hear I 


When great Achilles called them to the lists 
Those men of massive thews and ponderou 
fists, ^ ^ [propose 

“ Scarce did the chief the vigorous strif 
When tower-Hke Ajax and Ulysses rose. 


Amid the ring each nervous rival stands 
Embracing rigid with implicit hands.” [now 
Now Greek meets Greek again, but wrestling 
Is not as on old Ilion’s shore, I trow ; [sheep. 
Not now the olive crown, the long-wool’d 
Is prize ; ’tis Power they strive to win and keep. 
By diverse dodges and by novel “ chips,” 
Subtler “ approaches, ” andmore artful “ grips,” 
The rival champions strive to lock and fell. 
Gallia’s devices, found to answer well 
In wary onset and in finish slow, 

Old Attic swiftness, seen in hold and throw. 
Supplement or supplant. When Ajax stood 
Before Ulysses, neither seemed in mood 
For long manoeuvring. To the clutch they 
came 


Mrs. Ramsbotham’s attention was dbreeted 
to a letter in the Standard^ of J une 14, headed : 
— “Nancy and the Cambridge Delegates.” 
She supposes that “this is another Spinning 
House case like that of Daisy Horkins ana 
the Cambridge Undergraduates.” Mrs. M. 
is indignant. “Delegate, indeed I most in- 
delegate I call it.” 


Inharmonious Colours. — “It is under- 
stood,” observes the Observer^ “that Mrs. 
Browne-Potter and Mr. Belle w part com- 
pany.’ ’ Evidently Browne and B (el)lew don’t 
go well together. Even the Potter’s Art 
cannot effect a successful blend. 


A “ Degree Better.” — Why should not a 
bankrupt who has successfully passed Ms ex- 
amination be granted a degree, and add “ C.B.” 
(“ Certificated Bankrupt ”) to Ms name ? 
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WILD WEST KENSINGTON. 

Our little Friend, Tremlow, -whose daily walk to the City leads past 
THE Horticultural Exhibition, is not a Believer in the Importation op the 
Red Variety op Foreign Exotics. 


Thrasymachus-‘8hi'pto7iides [aside ^ hastily). Yes, 
yes ! But you must not tell Mm that, here and 
now! 

Soci'ates [blandly). Friends, as you suggest that 
the proceedings should be of a conversational or 
dialectical nature, a plan which falleth in with 
my views also, I will, if you please, catechise you 
categorically, so as to get further into the interior 
of the question, and of your— ahem ! — minds. 

Of this catechising^ the reporter gives the following 
condensed summary. 

Do you suggest that I should turn my back on 
mysebP ? JVb, that would be rude. Or give myself 
a-way ? iVay, that were — unthrifty. Can two solid 
things occupy the same space at the same time ? 
By ZeuSy no I Home-Rule — a very solid thing — 
fully occupies my mind— for the present. When 
a Griadstone-bag is full, can you put more into it ? 
By Mercury^ no / But could you not reconsider 
the packing ! Hot if the contents consist of one 
article only. You would like me to pack it with 
your Eight Hours’ Bill? Prodigiously I Your 
strong personality, would push forward even a 
worse thing. How near pe you to unanimity? 
As near as considerable difference of opinion will 
allow us to come,^ Is an unascertained minority 
to coerce an unwilling majority? Our Council 
has not discussed that? Do you know the relative 
proportions of majority and majority in organised 
and ^ unorganised trades ; how their respective 
opinions are to be ascertained, and, if ascertained, 
how legally enforced; if, and how, two millions 
and a half are to commit eleven millions to certain 
binding laws, and involve them in legal conse- 
quences ? iVo / Yes I Hardly ! Not quite ! 
More or less I Well, we ^re not quite sure, 
l^c,, ^0, 

Socrates [smiling). Now, tell me, Thrasy- 
MACHUS, is this the ** harmony, or, as it were, 
unity of action,” on which only, as we agreed, we 
could found “ the principle of permanency in a 
state or community ? ” 

Thrasymachus-Shiptonides [hurriedly). Well, 


SLY OLD SOCRATES ! 

[A Fragment from the Very Newest Jlcpiiblic,^') 
»««««« 

Thrasymachus-Shiptoyiides [after introducing a Deputation), What 
we demand is a legal reduction of the hours of labour, and what we 
want of you, Socrates, is your invaluable aid in getting it. 

Socrates [smiling). Most heartily do I wish you may get it— in 
both cases. But how say you ; is the principle of permanence in a 
state or community, or class, best effected by harmony, or as it were, 
unity of action in all its members ? 

All [after looJcing at each other, and rubbing their chins). How not, 
Socrates ? 

Socrates [rubbing his ha7ids). Entirely so ! And 5|^our class then 
are unanimous in favour of a legal reduction of the hours of 
labour ? 

Thrasymachus-Shiptonides [bothered). Well— ahem! — hardly so, 
perhaps. But [valiaoitly), at least three-quarters of a million who 
met in the Park gathering at sixteen platforms, were substantially 
agreed. 

Socrates, Humph! Over forty-six thousand to each platform. 
That’s a far greater number than even I ever addressed. How did 
you count them, or ascertain their views ? 

Thrasymachus’-Shiptonides [flustered). Well, I’ve had twenty 
years’ experience of mob-mustering, and I think I ought to know. 

Polemarchus-Steadmanides, But will you, SocRATES, give us your 
opinions of the opinion of these three-quarters of a million. 

Socrates [laughmg). By Hercules ! that were a task more tremen- 
dous than all his Labours. 

Cephalus-Pearsonides [aside). By Vulcan, this is his wonted 
irony. He never inclines to answer a question forthrightly, but to 
use irony, or evasion, or what the Hibernians call “shenanigan,” 
rather than answer, if anyone asks him anything. 



what you say, 

Socrates, is very 
nice, and clear, 
and logical, and 
conclusive, in an 
argumentative 
sense, and your 
attitude is very 
noble and high- 
and - mighty — I 
mean highminded 
and aU that. And 
we ’re very grate- 
ful — but deeply 
disappointed that 
you couldn’t say 
something quite 
different — in 
view of the Gen- 
eral Electio7i, you 
know I [Mean- 
ingly,) 

Socrates [^nild- 
ly, but firmly). 

It is not my political duty to say pleasant things all round, but to 
ascertain — and “tell — ^tbe Truth. 

All [deferentially). Well, we are all tremendously thankful ! [aside) 
for small mercies ! Logic scores in argument, but votes tell at the poll. 
And if we do not run at least a hundred Labour Candidates to 
enlighten you as to our “ unanimity,” call us — items ! \Bxeunt, 


Mutinies of Peril are advertised at 
Matinees deserve this description. 


the Haymarket. Most 
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THE AECHDEACON 
ANSWERED. 

[At tli6 Annual Meeting of the 
Curates* Augmentation Fund, 
Archdeacon Kate, of Lincoln, 
urged the desirabiliiy of imposing 
some limitation to the number 
ordained to the Ministry of the 
Church of England, as three-fifths 
of the Clergy were in poverty.] 

** Oh, sad indeed it is to 
think, 

Quoth good Archdeacon 
Kate, 

“ That thotigh our Clergy are 
so ‘High/ 

So low should he their pay ! 

“ They fly to money-lenders’ 
lures, 

To speculative chances ; 
Advancement they appear to 
lack, 

And so they get advances. 

“ This ‘ Discipline of Clergy ’ 
Bill 

On US is rather rough ; 
Surely the bills our tradesmen 
bring 

Are discipline enough ! 

“ A fresh supply of Rectories 

Must really soon be found ; 
All would be square^ if once 
there were 

Sufficient to go round, 

“ To get the Clergy out of 
their 

Pecuniary holes, 

The sole and only cure I see 

Would be— -a Cure of Souls ! 

“ ‘ One man, one Yicarage I ’ 
— the cry 

To stir a thoughtless nation ; 
But just at present let us try 

Restricted Ordination ! ” 



“Free Trade in Curates I’* 
shout our girls, ^ 
Responsive from their pow ; 

“You say there axo too many, 
but 

JFe know there are too few I 

“ ^hink of the budding Can- 
didates 

For Orders, whom, no doubt, 

This limiting of out-put would 
Excessively put out ! 

“ If Curates now are destitute, 
A brighter future beacons ; 

’Tis only fair that all should 
share 

The stipends of Archdea- 
cons I ” 


yj?' fr. 


HONORIS CAUSA. 

[The University of Dublin has decided to confer the Degree of D.C L. 
Mr. Henry Irvino.] 

L, 


on 


T. {to I>r. Irving), “I say, Henry, — ^* scusE my Glove, — I’ve 
BEEN A Don myself, DON’TCKE&ENOW. I CAN GIVE YOU A TiP OR TWO 
ABOUT Playing the Part I ” 


A Gifted Being. — The 
Daily Telegraph of June 11, 
in giving us some news from 
Cambridge about the Mathe- 
matical Tripos, had this para- 
graph — 

“ The Senior Wrangler, Mr. 
Philip llKiiiiBUT Cowell, son 
: of Mr. H. Cowell, Privy Council 
! bar, was born m 1870, and was 
, previously educated at llev. E. 
St. John Parry’s School, Stoke, 
j Slough.” 

Now didn’t such a start in 
life as being educated “^re- 
viously^^ to being “born,” 
give Mr. Cowell a somewhat 
unfair advantage over the 
other competitors Y Very few 
come into the world with such 
a chance. “ Some are bom 
great, some achieve greatness, 
and some have greatness thrust 
upon them,” says Siiakspeark. 
But to come into the world, 
like MinervAj armed College- 
cap - - pie^ 18 , as Dominie 
Sampton would have said, 
“ Pro-di-gi-ous ! ” 


ESSENCE OE PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Home of Commont^ Monday^ June 
13. — House filled up iu marvellous 
style to-mght. Through all last week 
Benches nearly emply; the few Mem- 
bers present sunk in depths of de- 
pression. To-night, scene changed ; 
Benches crowded ; buzz of conversation 
I testified to ill-repressed excitement. 

' Mr. G., amongst others, hack in his 
place. “ And looking uncommonly fit 
too,” says Francis George, Viscount 
Baring; “not at all sure he won’t, 
after all, outlive Our Joe. At any 
rate, he’s iu fine condition for the 
little mill that’s coming off.” 

What everyone gathered to hear was 
Prince Arthur’s views as to date of 
Dissolution. He has, up to now, 
successfully maintained attitude of 
absolute ignorance that Dissolution is 
even ^nding. Up to to-night the 
blessed word on everyone’s tongue has 
not passed his lips. When, a fort- 
night ago, Mr. G. diplomatically 
approached topic, the Prince, with 
charmingly puzzled look, talked of 
something else. Nearest approach he 
can bring himself to make to topic, is 
to refer to arrangements of public 
business. This afternoon, when he 
stood at Table, a ringing cheer went 
up from serried hosts of Ministeria- 



Fraucis George.” 


hsts; answeredby closed-up ranks of Opposition. “Ha! ha!” said 
Stuart, scenting the battle from afar, “that is the first challenge 
and repl;^ inthe great fight. Soon as Balfour’s finished I shall 
take the Shoreditch Jbus, and look up my Constituents at Hoxton. 

Prince .^THUE, with eyebrows slightly raised, 
stood waiting for opportunity to speak; evi- 
dently marvelling at this unwonted and unac- 
countable outburst of clamour. When it ceased, 
he observed, q^uite incidentally, that perhaps 
it would be couvenieut for him to make a state- 
meut “ as to prospects of coucluding business 
before termination of the Session.” The Session, 
note. Not the life of Parliament, nor anything 
to do with so disturbing a thing as Dissolution. 

Kept this up toough long business statement ; 
only at conclusion accidentally stumbled on the 
word, and then regarded the prospect as so 
uninteresting and immaterial, that he could 
not come nearer to its contemplation than an 
interval of seven days. Not before the end of 
one week, and not after the middle of another, 
was as near as he^ thought it worth while to 
approach such trifling ooutingency. 

JBusinese done , — A great deal. 

Tuesday . — Quite touching to observe Sgutre 
OF Malwood’s friendly interest in progress of 
puhHc Bills._ Gorst, in arranging business of 
Bitting, anxious not to appear too grasping, put 
down only limited number of Bills on Orders. 

“W;hy not put down all you’ve got?” the 
^uire asks, with mildly benevolent glance 
bent on Treasury Bench. “Supposing list is 
r^ through, there is end of your opportu- 
nity : whereas, if you put ’em all down 
you re ready to benefit by any accident, and 



Scenting the Battle 
from afar.” 
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JkfR. Gladstone has addressed a letter to the Press : — “ Sm, — The requests addressed to me by Liberal friends .... for personal visl^p, speeches, 
and letters have at this juncture become so numerous that it is impossible to reply to them, .... or^to do more than to assure them that my time and 
thoughts are incessantly applied to the best mode I can devise to the promotion of our common cause.’' 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Wednesday. — "Wagner. Vainly the Daug'hters of the River, re- 
presenting the floating capital of the Banks of the Rhine, cry “ Woa! 
Woa! The orchestra, under the direction of Herr Mahler, takes 

/ / A / no notice of them, but goes 
^ on Wagnerianly, inexor- 
ably. Thus swimmingly 
we reach Walhall — where 
thelire-god Loge has a loge~ 
ment with very heavy insur- 
ance. JF otan and Loge in 
search of the gold. Then 
r\ we meet the Nihelungs and 
>'=^the Nihelights, all ^livers 
und er a water- cure system ; 
and then — it like a musi- 
cal nightmare — Alherich 
changes himstlf into a toad 
and is towed ofl as a 
prisoner. Fnfner settles 
Fasolt by a^ drum - head 
Court Martial, so that 
Fnfner gets the golden 
honey, and Fasolt gets the 
whacks— and— please, Sir, 
T don’t know any more- 
hut some of the music is 
running river - like and 
lovely, more is puzzling, 
and much of it must remind 
Sir Druriolantjs of the 
rum - turn - tiddy - iddy 
iddy-um-bang-whack of a 
great Drury Pantomime. 
House full ; Duke and 
Duchess of Edinburgh, 
with Princess Marie and 
Crown Prince of Roumania, 
enjoying themselves Wagnorially and Rou-manically. 

Saturday,— Le Prophete, John de Reszke not up to his usual 
form as the Sporting Prophet ; but his little Brother Edward, and 
Messieurs Montariol and Castelmary, flrst-ratc as the three con- 
spiring undertakers. Madame Deschamps-Jkhin, as Fides^ very 
fine. ** House,” also, very fine, and large. 



Anciont Brass-Work, in memory of Wagner 
the Great AVoiker iii Brass. 


THE BONES OF JOSEPH. 

Dear Ifr. Punchy — When writing to a Journal of light and 
loaders— or misleaders— last Friday, I kept “a little bit up my 
sleeve,” so to speak, for the Brightest, Lightest, and Leadingest of 
all papers yclept tno one, Sir, that bears your honoured name. 



After quoting from Chamberlain at Holloway (not in Hol- 
loway) on Jun(‘ 17, 18S5, as a gentle reminder to Mr. Goschen — 
their “Mr. G.” — I observed, “Perhaps, however, there are 
reasons why the ‘ Egyptian Skeleton ’ prefers to forget the speeches 
of Mr. Chamberlain in 1885.” It struck me that, having already 
an Egyptian Skeleton, we might have as its companion a Brum- 
magem Skeleton, which everyone can see through, and this sketch 
I beg to submit to you, pro hono pvhlico. Always, Mr. Punchy your 
most obedient “ subject” (artistically), W. V. H-rc-rt. 


THE F£TE of flora. 

Were it not that the salutation were infelicitous, we should have 
said, “Hail, all hail!” to the Fete at the Botanical Gardens, 
Regent’s Park, last Wednesday. Besides, they have always an 
Aquarius of the name of Waterer on the premises, whose Rhodo- 



dendrons are magnificent. So we didn’t say “ All hail ! ” and there 
was not a single drop, of rain, or in the attendance, to damage a 
charming show which has so often been spoilt by the drop too much 
that has floored many a FHe of Flora. Nothing could have heeu 
prettier. Flowers of speech are inadequate to describe the scene. 

Simply lovely ! ” is the best epitome of praise. 


LADY GAY^S SELECTIONS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, The Loolz^out^ Sheepsdoor^ Kent. 

Ascot has been too much for me 1 What with the excite- 
ment of racing all day, and bezique half the night — (another sign of 
the times ; women no longer “ play for love,” but “ love to play I ”) 
— ^to say nothing of the constant strain on one’s nerves as to what 
the weather was going to do to one’s gowns, I have had a severe 
attack of overwork, with complicating symptoms of my old enemy, 
idleness !— so that, on my return to town, my Doctor — (he ’s a dear 
man, and prescribes just what I suggest) — insisted that I should at 
once run down to the Seaside to recuperate. Hence my retirement 
to the little fishing village of Sheepsdoor in Kent, “ far from the 
gadding crowd ; ” a most delightfully rural and little-known resort, 
where we all go about in brown canvas-shoes — (russia-leather 
undi^mt of !) — and wear out all our old things, utterly regardless 
of whether we look “ en suite'*'* or not. ^ The only precaution I take 
is to carry in my pocket a thick veil, which I pop on if I see anybody 
with evidences of “ style ” about them coming my way ; fortunately, 
this has only happened once, when I met a certain well-known 
“Merry Duchess” and her charming little daughter, who both 
failed to penetrate my disguise 1 ^ tt j* 

I am sorry that my selected horse for the Windsor June Handicap 
did not run — though the word of command was given, “ Mac- 
ready I ” — he was not told to he “ present 1 ” — being presumably short 
of a gallop or two, and therefore lacking “ fire ! ” This little series 
of jokes IS proudly dedicated to the Military, and Civilians are 
‘ ‘ warned off T ’ ’ — ^wnich is another turf expression. The much-needed 
rain has come at last, and the Heath should be in fine condition, wMch 
was more than its namesake at Ascot was, and all for want of a little 
attention — I am told that the far end was all in lumps, which caused 
the “Xozjer” to come down in his race — ^though that was hardly a 
surprise, as we know that “the course of true love never did run 
smooth I ” ^ i, t • 

Now — dear Mr. Punch., if you want a few hours’ fresh air, com- 
mand the special train, which I am told, is kept in readiness for you 
at every London Terminus, to transport you— (not for country* s 

good, hut your own) — to Sheepsdoor, Kent, where you shall receive 
a hearty welcome— Lord Arthur is not with me, but my French 
maid will chaperon ns — if necessary. 

Yours devotedly. Lady Gay. 

Stud Produce Selection. 

To a Circus in Lancashire, once I went, 

To see a performing dog dance ! 

But, my money in vain I found I ’d spent, 

For I much prefer a “ Clog Dance.’’* 


The Two Saras of the Season.— Sara Bernhardt and Sara Sate. 


CL mr. 





[Mr. Chambehlain, in his Election Address, 
explains how he has co-operated with the Conser- 
vative Government in. order to maintain the Union 
between Great Britain and Ireland.] 

The lyon would not leave her desolate, 

But with her went along as a strong gard 
Of her chast person, and a faithfnll mate 
Of her sad troubles and misfortunes hard ; 
And over her he kept both watch and ward, 
"With the assistance of two valiant knightes, 
Prince Aethtjee, and the Bed Crosse 
Paladin, 

A pair of brotherlie and doughtie wightes, 
Though erst had they indulged in mutual 
douts and spites. 

For loe ! a divelish dragon didde infest 
^at region, and fair UiirA strove to slay. 
Her to protect from that prodigious pest, 


a Brummagem Bard hath set these Spenserian 

The Bed Crosse Knight — who lived out 
Midland way — 

Didde, with Prince Aethxjee, travel day by 
day, 

And prodded up that lyon as they strode, 

W ith their speare pointes, as though in j ovial 
P^ay, 

To holde fair Uha, who her safety owed, 
Unto the puissant beaste whereon she 
proudlie rode. 

Anon they heard a roaring hideous sound 

That all the ayre with terror dUed wyde, 

And seemed uneath to shake the stedfast 
ground ; 

Ef tsoones that dreadful dragon they espyde, 

Where stretcht he lay upon the sunny side 

Of a great hill, himself Eke a great Mil : 

But, all so soone as he from far descryde 






Stanms. 

Those glistering knights banded in right 
good will. 

He rous4 himselfe full blyth, and hastned 
t them untni. 

Then badd those knightes fair Una yede 
, aloof, 

I Whiles tney attacked that dragon side by 
I side. 

And put the issue to stern batf aille’s proof ; 
“We ’ll give this Big Green Bogey beans I ” 
they cryde, 

That Bed Crosse Knight of Brummagem in 
his pride, [crest. 

And brave Prince AiiTHtTEE of the shining 
But if victoriously their blades they plied, 

Or, baflOled by the dra^ ron, gave him beste, 

Why, that the barde mil sing after the 
battaille’s teste ! 
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THROUGH DARKEST LAMBETH.’ 







POLITICS. 

{By a, Confascd Uiirum,) 

"Wjtat a state we’ll soon he ini 
Bueh a elatnour, sii<;h a din, 

liaised from K(iw to Dalston, 

Cork to Cromer, Wij^ht to Wick ! 
Beekin^ votes throujich thin and thick, 
GiAD.siiauY and Balstonk ' 
Talk and chatter, speech and cry ! 

Borne assert, then some deny 
In a near or far shire ; 

Call each other names and laug’h, 

Jeer and chuckle, joke and chaff— 

Dkvoncol'uc and HutsrnRE ! 
Still they come and still they go ; 

Up and down, and high and low, 

Many more than those four. 

Speak in Council, speak in House,’ 
Think not yet of golf or grouse, 
B.vLiiKHY and Hosefour 
K u.sh and canvass up and down, 
Village, hamlet, city, town, 

Stately street or poor lane ; 

Start committees, advertise, 

Think of rousing party cries, 

CitAMBKULET and Morlatn! 
Such fidget, such a fuss ! 

There is no escape for us ; 

We shall have it shortly. 

How I wish that both would go 
Off to Bath or Jericho, 

SALFoeuL.viN, Gladcouktley ! 


A New Songstkess.— Mr. Cusins, 
Wednesday last, accompanying Schumann, 
IluBiN.STRiN, & Co., may fairly be described 
as “Cusins German.” A very successful Con- 
cert, musically notable, among many notable 
things, for ihQ dehut of Miss Gwladys W ood, 
who, being vociferously encored, gave a 
Tyrolean Volkslied, or “Yokes’ Family” 
dance and song, playing the accompaniment 
herself. “She ought to do well,” — I quote 
Shakespeare, William Shakespeare, the 
Musician, who sang a duo with Mme. Valba. 
The Concert commenced with a “ Septette 
(By Desire).” This is a new Composer. 


An Afternoon with Those who 
“Entertain” More than Anyone in 
London. — “ Charity begins at home'^ or 

rather 


“Cave Kanem! “ If,” Dr. Kane is 
reported to have said at the Ulster Appeal 
Meeting in St. James’s Hall ,la8t Wednes- 
day, “ If they (the Ulster Irishmen) had to 
choose between arbitrary oppression and an 
appeal for justice to the God of battles, he 
(Dr. Kane) had no more doubt than he had 
about his existence, that that appeal would 
be made, and that God would defend the 
right.” With the saving clause adroitly 
introduced into the last sentence, every- 
one, except an Atheist, will agree; and, 
but for this, this speech reads as an incen- 
tive to Civil War, intended to stir up brother 
against brother to light to the death. 
Such sentiments may, in the future, be 
remembered as marked with “ the brand of 
Kane.” 

A Difficulty. — Mr, Dick was unable to 
keep “King Charles the First’s head ’’out 
of ^ his literary work. So Our Oscar, it is 
said, has been unable to keep the head of 
St. John the Baptist out of his play, Salome^ 
accepted by Sarah. Hence dificnlty with 
licenser. The real truth, we believe, is 



The Beadle with the German 
Heeds’ Staff. 


funny, especially when disguised as a Cha- 
rity Girl. On no account miss the Grain of 
Chaff’s capital French version of Cheva- 
lier’s Coster song about ^*^Arry ^Ato- 
kinsJ’ It’s lovely! Excellent entertain- 
ment for everybody at St. George’s Hall. 


Doctor O’Letters. — July 6^A. — Not 
“D.C.L.” but “ honorary degree of Doctor 
of Letters,” is to be conferred by DubKn 
University on Henry Irving, for masterly 
management of vast correspondence. Let 
Oxford follow suit with a “Postmaster- 
ship of Merton.” Dr. L, O’Toole says, 
“I’m satisfied with ‘ L.L.L. Three Stars,’ 
and plenty of it.” 



it begins 
at the 
German 
11 E E B S ,’ 
after CoR- 
NEY Grain 
has fi n- 
ished Lj 
amusing 
“Vocal 
Recital.'’ 

failing 
Charity be- 
gins, and 
goes as well 
as ever. 
Al F RE B 
Rf E E B IS 

immensely 


’7'tiUUinnJ^ ^ 
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THE HORSE-EDUCATOR. 

{A Bhetoh at Syd&nham. ) 

Scene — Arena at North Nnd of Crystal Palace, — The Arena is 
thickly covered with sawdust^ and occupied solely hy a light 
American waggon. There is a small steam-engine at one side, 


I familiar "Witli an umbrella. ( Opens it suddenly ; horse plunges,) Now, 
Sir, this is nothing bxit an umbrella— vuxry good one too— it isn’t 
going to hurt you ; look at it ! 

[He waves it round the anunaVs head, and finally claps it over 
his ei/es, the horse inspects it, and tacitly admits that he 
may have been prejudiced. 


American waggon, j.nerew a smac, szeg^n-engine^ otw eiae, jy^ughter. It would be 4uite easy to do that, Fatlier. ^Ye could 
■wtth an escape-mpe and valve projecting into the Circus and a shrubbery parasols, and jump out at him. 


bundle of parti-cohured stuff is fluttering overhead pPPOJtte. N^t wMo wc 4ist Lo 4hat your Ilother 

From hose-boxes three or four horses are examining th^e gav.s about that. \Begins to wish he had come alone, 

ominom preparations with apprehensive eyes. Enter a Portly -p f ^introducing another Aorse). This animal is a confirmed 
GentkmaninataUhatandfrock-coat.who bowstg the audience, ^ little tinware, just to amuse him. 

S. mKtiZXft (S?™ & ^ •pi -.fW («. ‘/•. .L.f, i,i,. p,. 

zA-ssif. sArJ^Tt ITS. TisSfiat zssfJiyz ‘‘AtiATkvAsz’) 

turning out to oc a stcnacr, tall man, %n a slouch hat, olach iclvc— r»T> ■»v»/- 4 'w/-s ftrsTTrovA 'k/\'Trcs f ^ 

teen coat, breeches, and riding booU, is received with enthusiasm, pointed that he Doesn’t kick. Keme^er— that is not My Fauft" 
The Professor {with a slight Transatlantic accent). The first They can’t he too vicious to please me. {The Horse sees his way to 
animal On my list, Ladies and Gentlemen, is a vurry bad shyer, score, and after hearing various trials in a spirit of ChriUianresigna- 
afraid Of strange Objects, Fireworks, Music, Paper. Almost any- Hon, leaves the Arena, con,wled hy the reflection that no one there got 
thing, in fact. Bring out Number One, boys- [To a tall Groom and much fun out of him, at all events, A Jibber is brought in ; the Pro- 
of short one, who rush to the hose-boxes, the short Groom falling over iessov illustrates his patent method of teaching him to stand ivhile being 
a drum, to the general delight. The horse who is afraid of almost groomed, by tying a rope to his tail, seizing ike halter m one hand and 
anything is brought in, and begins to plunge at once, as though defy- the rope in the other, and obliging the horse to perform an mvolun- 
ing any Professor to cure him.) Now, this animal is not Vicious, tary waltz, after which he 7 noimts him and continues his discourse,) 
Nervous. Now it occasionally happens To some riders that when they want To go 

[The Horse appears to resent this^ description of himself, and down G. Street, their horse has a sort of idea he ’d like to go up F. 
lashes out by way of contradiction. Street, and he generally does go uj) it too ! 

Paterfamilias, in audience {who has a spoilt horse at home). Just A Sister (to her Proihcr), Kobert, that ’.s iust like the horse you 
what I always say about Tartar— it ’s nerves, not vice. rode that last time, isn’t it ? [Robert doesn't answer, 

His Eldest Daughter, Shall you send him here to be cured, Father? fervently hoping that 

Paterf, No, my dear ; quite unnecessary. When I see how it’s done, I shall be his Sister's Pretty 

able to take Tartar in hand myself, I have no doubt. pyiend has not over- 

/' heard this comment. 

Wy). It IS natural For lb The Prof, Well, the 

a Horse when frightened J to overcome that is 

at anv%ng in Front oi ifMiTS J^st to turn the animal 

Backwards, || mU j / j/j round— so— several times 


Paterfamilias, in audience (who has a spoilt horse at home). Just A Sister {to her Brother), 
what I always say about Tartar— it ’s nerves, not vice. ( rode that last time, isn’t it ? 

His Eldest Daughter, Shall you send him here to be cured, Father? 

Paterf. No, my dear ; quite unnecessary. When I see how it ’s done, I shall be 
able to take Tartar in hand myself, I have no doubt. 

can Help it. Fetch that 'L ~ ' ^ ‘y 

Harness. ^ {The short 

Groom trips again, but so “ T'he short Groom falling oyer a drum/^ 


Groom trips again, but so “ T'he short Groom falling oyer a drum/^ 

elaborately as to be immediately recog^iised as the funny man ef the more freely,) Only without PvOBERT. L^w»r-ux o uubcrnj 

performance, aper which his awkwardness ceases to entertain. The why on earth a fellow's Sisters should try to make him out a regular 
Frotessor shouts, ^^Woa!" and, as the horse declines to accept this muff like this, j y 

suggeHion, emphasises U by pulling the double rope, which, being [Two more horses are brought out, put \ 
aUached to the animal s forelegs, promptly brings him on his knees, much waggon, and driven round the Aren 

to Hs surprise and indignatim.) Never use the word “ Woa! ” Only wJiistle is let off over their head 

when you mean your horse To stop. Woa! {horse down again, in- plunge, and back frantically, th 

tensely Ifyoumea^ say “Steady!” perturbed from the waggon, Aftei 

and teach him ’Die difference Of the words. Never afterwards Be- horses find the steam-whistle out ai 

T Tartar s account,) come 'hardened sceptics from tha\ 

('S’ame business repeated; Urse evidently feeling Comic Groom when he prances at t 
that he IS the victwn of a practical joke, and depressed. Finally, formanceofthe^QnoM%U.oxi,onthec 
Frotessor Woa. without pulling, and horse thinks it better to grave concern on his account. The 

tahetphin^ chwn suddenly on their heads, and 

P^erf, Wonder where I could get that apparatus— just the thing te^nptuous ainusement ; crackers 

* y , T> X , they pretend to be pleased ; the Fu 

HisDaupiter,^ But you would have to lay down such a lot of sawdust time, almost unrecognisable with sa 

^ whenever you said hack and hangs the drum on his hec 

Woa I you Imow, wndthat wouldn’t do 5y his frivolity. Finally he throw 

-Sll of that. at them, and they exhibit every si 

they are unharnessed and sent ha 
^ a drum and clashing cymbals, equine Stoics who are past surprise 


: ‘V gets where E. Street is, 

K. . ' , * ^ and then he says to him- 
self, “ 1 guess I ’d better 
?^// go wherever the gentle- 
iRa.n wants I ” 

The Sister, llOBKRT’s 
horse turned round and 
round like thut— didn't 
he, Rohkut? 

[Robert rather red 
and grunts. 

Her Pretty Friend, And 
then did he go where your i 
brother wanted him to ? | 
'The Sister, Oh yes, at 
last. (Robert breathes 
iERT. [Robert wonders bitterly 


[Two more horses are brought out, put in double harness in the light 
waggon, and driven round the Arena by the Professor. A steam 
whistle IS let off over their heads, whereupon they rear and \ 
plunge, and back frantically, the Professor discoursing un- \ 
perturbed from the waggon. After a few repetitions of this, the 
horses find the steam-whistle out as a brazen impostor, and be- 
come hardened sceptics from that moment, 'They despise the 
Comic Groom wheii he prances at them with a flag, and the per- 
formance of the Serious Man on the cymbals onhj inspires them xoith 
grave concern on his account. The bundle of coloured rags is let 
down suddenly on their heads, and causes them nothing but con- 
temptuous amusement; crackers bang about their heels — and 
they pretend to be pleased ; the Funny Groom {ivho is, hy this 
time, almost unrecognisable with sawdust), gets on the near horse's 
back and bangs the drum on his head, but they are merely pained 
by his frivolity. Finally he throws an annfulof old newspapers 
at them, and they exhibit every sign of boredom. After this, 
they are unharnessed and sent back to their boxes— a pair of 


at^ which he shus consumedly, GrcLdually he appears to realise that 
his lines have fallen among lunatics, and that his wisest policy is to 


equine Stoics who are past surprise at anything on this earth,'] 
The Prof, {concluding amidst loud applause). Ladies and Gentle- 


fm lines have fali^ among lunatics, and that his wisest policy is to men, I have only To sa/thaU ^ 

ofvuffJng L hig and tb^ if anyo^rher J W 

fhe^muahtT Ton r. ^ *•? ^ iindertake to handle Mm free of ku charge, 

eonld have4e diii^r-gon|^yon £io4 ^ me^£4ivs®^-anra5fT“’' trouble than trying the 

I uiU u.w uui. kiu. ” 
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The Daughter, There, you see, Eather, some of the taming will i 
have to be done at home ! 1 

Paterf, {who doesn't quite see himself dancing about Tartar with a i 
drum, or brandishing an umbrella on his bach). Well, Toppin” will ] 
take the horse over, and he *11 be here and see how it *s done. I can’t 1 
be bothered with it myself, I ’ve too much to do ! ] 

The Daughter, I wish you would. I ’m sure Tartar would rather 1 
you tamed him than Toppin I ( 

[Paterf. whih privately of opinion that this is not unlikely^ sees ( 
no necessity to consider his horse's preferences in the matter, 1 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. i 

EXTltACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. ^ 

House of Com7non8, Monday, June 20.— Black Rod got up little 
joke to-night by way of relieving the weight of these mournful part- ] 
ing moments. As soon as House met, word went round that, in ] 
absence of Mr. G,, and other Leaders of the Opposition, Sage op j 
Queen Anne’s Gate intended to take Prince Arthur in hand, and j 
insist on his making clean breast of date of Dissolution. A Royal ' 
Commission ai'ranged in other House. Black Rod despatched to j 
summon Commons to assist at ceremony. ‘ ‘ The Sage wants the House < 
of Lords abolished, does he ? ” said Black Rod, to his friend the ] 
White Elephant. Very well; but before it’s done, I’ll bet you i 
100 to 1, as John Mobley says, that I, as representative of the Lords, 
will make him shxxt up, and pretty sharp too. He little knows j 
there ’s a Rod in pickle for him, and a Black ’un, too.” 

Everything worked out as it was planned. On Motion for Third i 
Reading of Appropriation Bill, Sage, in his most winning way, in- 
vited Prince Arthur to name the happy day. Black Rod, getting ■, 
tip, hurried across Lobby; reached the door just as Sage was in 
middle of a sentence. ‘‘Black Rod!” roared Doorkeeper, at top ; 
of his voice. Sage paused, looked with troubled glance towards door, , 
stood for a moment as if he would resist the incursion, and catching , 
sight of sword by Black Rod’s side, abruptly sat down amid gener^ • 
titter. ^ ; 

Still winding-up business, George Curzon explained Indian ' 
Budget to Plowden, and Rev. Sam Smith, who thought it very 
good. ^ So it was, comprehensive, lucid, here and there brightened 
, with felicitous touches of eloquence. 

“Pity,” said Grand Cross, when I mentioned to him the de- 
pressing circumstances attendant upon delivery of speech ; “ Curzon ’s 
a clever youth. When he ’s been with me a month or two, he ’ll 
brighten up considerably. Great advantage for a young man to 
have such guidance, coming into almost daily contact with a person 
like his present Chief. The fact is, Tory, I am really responsible 
for the state of the House to-night. The country, England and 
India alike, are so satislied with my rule over what I may, perhaps 
without ofEence, call our dusky Empire, 
M S that people do not think it worth while 

to go down to House to hear the affair 
discoursed on by my Under-Secretary. 
Amongst the natives in India, I ’m told, 

1 regarded as a sort of Fetish. Tra- 
vellers in^ remote regions bring home 
stories of tinding, set up in hum ole cot- 
tages, little images, more or less resem- 
bling me. Goest told me they have a 
saying there, which he was good enough 
to translate. His knowledge of Hindu- 
stance is extensive, peculiar, and acquired 
with remarkable rapidity. These are the 

If you’d never make a loss, 

f ‘ 'A money on Grand Cross. 

\ ^ free translation, Goest says, but gives 

\ . '\ you the swing and the spirit of the distich. 

\\ Rather hard on CuiizoN that my popu- 

r-jf \ larity should spoil his speech, but a good 

lljl thing for the country.” 

|f|j, Business done, — Budget brought in. 

mi/'W Wonderfully good muster 

m'rl Lords to-night. Every man upon his 

m ‘mm mettle. As the Markiss says, with that 

®r ffi v' /X epigrammatic style that makes him so 

§ y delightful, “ The first duty of a Peer is 

to a^jpear.” Those Radicals been pro- 
^ , , , testing that talk about necessity for pro^ 

“ Stopped on the threshold.’ longing^ Session over week all a flam. 
Simply meant to make it impossible for our delicate friend, the 
British Workman, to get to poll. Peers must show they mean 
business, by turning up with regularity and despatch. 

Appeal to patriotic feelings nobly answered ; nearly a hundred 
Lords in place to-night. Chelmsford, walking down with his 


umbrella, just about to add a unit to the number ; stopped on the 
threshold by strange sight ; looking in from room beyond the Throne, 
sees Denman standing at Table, shaking his flst at Prime Minister. 
Denman is wearing what Chelmsford, who is short-sighted, at flrst 
took to he red Cap of Liberty. But it ’s nothing more dangerous than a 
red skull-cap, designed to resist draughts. Needn’t be red, but it is. 
Business before House, Third Reading of Small Holdings Bill 
Occurs to Denman to move its rejection ; talks for ten minutes ; 
difficulty to catch his remarks ; understood from fragmentary phrases 
I to be extolling someone as a luminous Statesman ; seeing measure 
before the House is Small Holdings 
Bill, noble Lords naturally conclude 
he ’s talking about Chaplin. Mar- 
KISS interposes ; says, “Noble Lord 
not speaking to Bill before House,” 

It was at this moment Chelms- 
FORD arrived. Saw Denman draw 
himself up to full height, shake his 
fist at the Markiss, and this time 
at full pitch of quivering voice ery, W 

“ Ha I ha ! you wish to cloture me 
again, do you ? I’m very much "Wy // 
obleeged to you. I have a right to 
refer in a hereditary assembly to 
the best man that ever stood in it.” 

Then noble Lords knew it couldn’t WBL 

have been Chaplin. Not yet, 

Business Still winding it 

Tuesday, June 28. — Parliament t 

prorogued and dissolved. “All /'7 

over at last,” says Roscoe, putting /# 

it in another and more original / # 

way. Few to part where (six years 
ago) many met. Still some, chiefiy j /j 
Metropolitan Members, remain to j j 
see the last of the old Parliament. / / 

“Good-bye, Toby,” Prince iJ mg 

Arthur says, after we’ve shaken /K 

hands with the Speaker. “Shall // Lx 

see you again in August. You ’re ' 
all right. One of those happy ‘‘ ^11 over at lust ! ” 

fellows who are returned unopposed. As for me, I have to fight for 
my se^at, and my life.” 

“ You ’ll come back too,” I said; “but you’ll be sitting on the 
other side of House. What ’ll you do when you ’re in Opposition ?” 

“I’ll go to the Opera every Wednesday night,” said Prince 
Arthur, with a gleam of joy lighting up his face. 

Business done, — Parliament dissolved. 

News about Bismarck for like a top. This is no hum. He is 
THE British Public.— Professor up at 7 a.m., and wishes everyone 
Schweninger, the Bizzy B ’s ‘the top of the mornin’ to you,’ 
private physician, writes privately puts on his top-boots and top-hat, 
to 3Ir, Punch the following news and then goes out for a spin,” 


From a Correspondent anent 
THE Trustees, Messrs. Cohen 
AND Levy, and the Gift of 
£350,000 FOR Liverpool and 
Manchester.— Sir,— It has been 
asked, what will they do with it ? 
Liverpool and Manchester are 
both millionnaires and millowners 
too. Why not send a little to 
me f Who ’ s Cohen , I mean who ’ s 
goin* to Leave-y me anything? 
No spare Cohen — or Coin — ever 
comes my way 1 Would that a 
Co-hen would lay for me a golden 
egg as valuable as the Kohenore ! 
Sir, I am of Irish extraction,^ and 
the Irish are of Hebraic origin, 
so I have some claim. Why? 
Because Irishmen are Hebrews 
first and Irish afterwards. The 
first settlers on settling-day in 
Ireland were Hebrews to a man, 
and isn’t it clear that “Lificey” 
was originally “Levy ? ” 

Yours impecuniously, 

The O’Dunahoo. 
With the accent on the “ Owe* 
and the Dun," 

Leafy June 30. 








about bis distinguished patient. 
“Tell the B. P. that P. B. sleeps 



THE POLITICAL JOHNNY GILPIN. 

{Lately -discovered ’Fragmerds of a Grand Old 
Ballad^ the Sequel to which may — or may 
not— turn up later on, 

Jems’ Gilpin was a patriot 
Of credit and renown ; 

A Grand Old Leader eke was he, 

Of famous London town. 

John’s^ Liberal Lady said, “ Oh, dear ! 

Out in the cold we Ve been 

These seven tedious years, and have 
ISo chance of OflGlce seen. 

“ To-morrow is Election Day, 

And we majr then repair 

Our Party-split a little bit, — 

That is — if you take care I 

“ Our Sisters, and the Labour lot, 

Need soothing:, you agree ; 

If we can all together ride, 

I think we ’ll have a spree.” 

He soon replied, “I do admire 
Of Liberal Dames but one, 

And you are she, my dearest dear ; 
Therefore it shall be done I 

“ I am a Programme-rider bold, 

As all the world doth know, 

And my good friend the Party ‘ Whip ’ 
Will ’teach me how to go,” 

Quoth the good dame, “Liquor we ’ll want, 
The ‘ TJnion T^ ’ is queer ; 

We ’ll furnished be with our own ‘ Blend,’ 
Scotch-Irish bright and clear.” 


John Gilpin kissed his partner shrewd ; 

O’erjoyed was he to find 
That, though on conquest she was bent. 

She had a prudent mind. 

# # # * 

John Gilpin, at his horse’s side. 

Seized fast the flowing mane, 

And up he got, in haste to ride, 

But soon came down again. 

Eor saddle-tree scarce reached had he, 

His journey to begin, 

When, turning round his head, he saw 
Queer customers come in. 

So down he came ; for loss of time, 
Although it grieved him sore, 

Yet loss of Votes, full well he knew, 
Would trouble him much more. 

’Twas long^ ere these queer customers 
Were suited to their mind, 

When Schnaldt, shouting, came down 
stairs 

“ The tipple ’s left behind! ” 

“ Good lack ! ” quoth he, “ yet bring it me. 
My leathern belt likewise. 

In which I bear my trusty blade 
When foes I * pulverise.’ ” 

His Liberal Lady (careful soul !} 

Had two big bottles found, 

To hold the liquor that she loved, 

And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 

Through which the heft he drew, 

And hung a bottle at each side, 

To keep his balance true. 


Then, over all, that he might be 
Equipped from top to toe, 

His long green cloak, well-brushed and neat , 
He manfully did throw. 

Xow see him mounted once again 
Upon his docile steed, 

Full slowly i^acing o’er the stones, 

With caution and good heed. 

It might have been a smoother road, 

Nor was it nice to meet 

First off, a Pig, who Gilpin bold 
With stubborn grunt did greet. 

So fair and softly ! Johny cried. 

But 

{Here the fragment^ so far as at present 
discovered, abruptly endeth. 

Tip feok Cue Own BooKiNa-OFFrcK.— 
Persons about to go to the Country, whether to 
defend their own seat or attack someone else’s, 
can’t do better, my Baronite says, than take 
with them P. W. Clayben’s England Under 
Coalition, just published by Ftshee Unw'in. 
It’s not much to carry, but it’s worth the 
trouble of packing up ; also of unpacking, and 
reading. It tells the story of two Parliaments 
and three Governments. A pretty storjr it is, 
more interesting than most novels, and in one 
volume too. A marvel of condensation and 
lucid narrative. Only one thing lacking to a 
work likely to be constantly used for reference, 
and that is an index. “ But you can’t have 
everything,” as QueenEleanormi^ to Fair Ro- 
samond when, having swallowed the contents 
of the poisoned chalice, she asked for a dagger. 







THE POLITICAL JOHNNY GILPIN 

“NOW SEE HIM MOUNTED ONCE AGAIN 
UPON HIS NIMBLE STEED, 

FULL SLOWLY PACING O’ER THE STONES, 

WITH CAUTION AND GOOD HEED.” 
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The JBtmkhmn Kews. The JBunhham Standard* 

At last! The period The date of the Dis- 
of subterfuges and solution has been iixed, 
evasions is past. Fraud and by making it im- 
and dishonesty have possible for the Eleo- 
had their day, Coercion tions to be held on a 
has done its worst, Saturday , the Govern- 
and the time has come ment have given one 
when the most scan- more proof of their 
dalous and disgrace- deep and sincere de- 
ful Government of votion to the highest 
which historv bears interests of the work- 
record, win nave to ing - classes. There 
submititself for judg- never has been any 
ment to the opinions of Ministry, we make 
those who are dis- bold to say, whose 
honoured by being its record will better bear 
fellow - countrymen, the fierce light ^ of 


We can have no doubt 
whatever as to what 
the result of the con- 


public investigation. 
Grievances have been 
redressed, moderate 


BxitioTis {fresh from the Cmiidry^ cmdervtly no French Scholar). “I say, Mary, the Guv’nor 
AND Missus ARE DINING OUT TO-NIGHT. BUT I CAN’T FOR THE LIFE OF MB MAKE OUT 
WHAT A jK, A S, A V, AND A F MEAN ON THIS ’ERE CaRD ! ” 

Smart Housemaid. “Why, of course it means they’re going to have /Cump /S'teak 
AND Teal Pie ! ” 


ELECTION NOTES. 

{By Mr^^mcKs Special Commissioner.) 

Bfae Sir,— I am glad you consented even- 
tually to the terms I proposed. After all, 
£100 a- week {and expenses) is a mere trifie for 
the arduous work I expect to do for you. 
According to your instructions, I arrived three 
nights ago in the ancient borough of Bunk- 
ham-on- the-Marsh, and at once took steps to 
pursue those inquiries which are necessary 
for a satisfactory estimate of the political 
situation. M:r experience as a lightning 
change artiste is quite invaluable. I visit the 
Liberal Committee-rooms, and attend Liberal 
meetings in a complete suit of corduroys and 
horny hands. Five minutes afterwards I find 
myself in a military moustache, a frock coat, 
and patent leather boots at the Conservative 


head-quarters. In the former disguise I 
enthusiastically advocate the FTewcastle Pro- 
gramme, and denounce the base minions^ of 
Coercion. In the latter I rouse Conservative 
partisans to frenzy by my impassioned ap- 
peals on behalf of one Queen, one Flag, one 
Empire, and a policy of enlightened Con- 
servative progress. I can highly recommend 
my two perorations, in one of which I consign 
Mr. Gladstone to eternal infamy, while in 
the other I hold up Lord Salisbury to the 
derision of mankind. 

I send you herewith extracts from the two 
newspapers published in Bunkhami|^ The 
Bunhham News is the organ of the Licferals ; 
the Bunhham Stafidard (with which are 
incorporated the Bunhham Messenger and 
the Bunhham Guardian and Mangehhire 
Express) expresses the views of the Conser- 
vatives in tMs important district. 


-- test will be in this en- reforms, such as the 

lightened eonstitu- country desired, have 

'■ ency. The men of been passed into law, 

*■ Bunkham have been and tui*hulence and 

i .■ jI I at all times noted for outrage have been re- 

i 1 ' their love of freedom pressed. No body of 

' \ : and justice, and for men ever deserved 

' |'\ I . their hatred of those more fully what they 

/’ii who base themselves now possess, and are 

f upon oppression and sure to retain — the 

i# (' ' iniquity. The Libe- confidence and grati- 

ral Candidate, Mr. tude of their feUow- 

Henry Pledgee, has citizens. Our Member, 

/ 'i, i now been before the Mr. T uff an, has borne 

'liiv , ' Constituency for more a not unimportant part 

^ ' than a year. Wherever in assisting the Go- 

^ , he has gone he has vernment by his pre- 

( ■ been received with sence in the House of 

unparalleled demon- Commons, His manly, 

strations of enthusi- straightforward inte- 

asm by the immense grity, and his uni- 

iii ’ ' majority of our fellow- versal generosity, 

townsmen. His elo- have endeared him to 

quence, combined with all classes in Bunk- 

H f-*- his engaging man- ham. We look for- 

ii®rs, have won all ward with absolute 

^ The fight will confidence to his le- 

i short, but severe, turn by an immense 

P Men of Bunkham, majority. From the I 

will you lag in the disorganised ranks of 

rear ? The issue is to our adversaries there 

those who work from is little to fear. Let 

nowtothe polling day- us stand shoulder to 

■ If you only make a shoulder, and leave no 

1 united effort, triumph stone unturned to win 

^ is assured. a victory which is even 

now within our grasp. 

I have had interviews with prominent poli- 
Guv’nor ticians on both sides, and have been assured on 
CAKE OUT both sides, that victory is certain. Both Can- 
didates are constantly occupied in driving all 
a* /S'teak over the horoug-h in pair-horse carriages, 
lavishly decorated with the party colours, 

; : Orange for the Liberals, blue for the Conserva- 

isffuise I I^J^edger is magnificent in an 

istle Pro- orange silk dress ; Mrs. Tuff an overwhelms 
linions of mo with blue ribbons. Master Pledger waves 
Lservative orange banner in every street; Miss 
ioned ap- Tuffan distributes blue cards in all the shops. 
Flag one Liberal Committee-rooms are ablaze with 
ned^Con- pictures of Mr. Gladstone ; the Conservative 
jcommend ^^oe fiames with U nion J acks, and other Im- 
I consign devices. Eight meetings are to he held 

while in i^ different parts of the Constituency to-night. 
BY to the Immense efforts are being made to capture 
the votes of the Association of Jam Dealers, 
m the two ’’'^^ich has its chief factory here. Master 
m The P^-edger has just gone by in a Yictoria, with 
Lip^als* a huge pot of “ Bunkham Jam’ ^ on the seat in 
rhich are iront of him. He had a spoon, and was ap- 
maer and parently enjoying himself. This manoeuvre 
innelfthirp has much depressed the Conservatives, who 
consider it disgraceful. More next week 
Yours always, The Man rsr the Moon. 




irOTlCX. — ^Bejected Goxnmunieatdozui or C<mttll)titloxLS, whether US., Printed IBCatter, Drawings^ or Picture# of any deflorlptlon, wiU 
in no cue he returned, not eren when accompanied by a Stamped and Addresied Bny^ope, Cfover, or Wrapper* To thi# rule 


A RACE FOR THE COUNTRY. CLAIWING THE LAND. 

{By Our AmeTican\S€d Artist.) 
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Advick Gratis, 201, 305 

AfUii Dinner — at the Close of the Year, 1 

Aft-er the Event, 26S 

“ Airy Fairy Lilly 'Un 1 ’’ 125 

“All '8 (Fairly) Well." 180 

“ And a good Judge, too,*’ 87 

Anglo-Aineneau French, lOd 

Another Rural Confcren<^e, 37 

Another Shakspeare, 133 

Any Man to any Woman, 227 

April Showers, 198 

Archdeacon Answered (The), *310 

“ Are you Hansard now ? ’’ i33 

’Arry Examined, 15 

'Arry on Wheels, 217 

Avs Longa, 221 

Art in the City, 232 

Atrabilious Liverpool, 6 

Aspirations, 202 

At Mrs. Ram’s, 42 

Attack on the “ Capital ’’ (The), 66 

Bac'uhi.ou’s Growl (A), 294 

Berlin Citizen's Diary (A), 190 i 

Better and Bet, ter, 268 

“ Beyond the Dreams of Avarice,” 16 L 

Bird of Prey (A), 230 

Bliz/aid Irom the North, 278 

Boat-Race Day, 169 

Bogie Man (The), 138 

Bones of Josejih (The), 313 

Bos V. Bos-., u 

Boundh of Science (The), If 2 
Boxing Imbroglio (The), 39 
Brawling at Iloinc and Abroad, 179 
Breaking, 186 

Brer Fox and Old Man Crow, 281 
Biidal Wreath (The), 42 
Broken Bonds, 182 
Brother Brush, A R.A., 65 
Brown- Jones Incident (The), 197 
Burial of tlie “ Broad Gauge " (The), 266 
Burning Words, 237 

“ But(‘hered to make ,” 147 

Butter and Bosh, 138 
By a Small Western, 93 
By One of the Unemployed, 289 
Camitai. 1 25 

“Call you this Backing your Friends?” 218 

Cardinal Manning, 39 

“ Cave Kanem !" 315 

Change of Name suggested, 42 

Charles Iladdon Spurgeon, 73 

“ Charles, his Friends,” 83 

Chefs New Dish for Travellers (The), 124 

Chimes (The), 2 

Christmas m Germany, 24 

Churlnsh Cabman (The), 157 

City Men, 94 

“ Clerk me no Clerks,” 153 
Climatic Nomenclature for the New Year, 6 
Cockney Classics, 179 
“ Combining Amusement with Iii.struc- 
tion," 100 

“ Come hither, Hubert ! ” 69 
Coming of Ninety-Two, 6 
Complicate<l Case, 89 
Contessions of a DiitVer. 35, 45, 49, 76, 97, 
125, 141, 10), 202, 229, 256, v85 
Connected with the Press, 1S9 
Considerate, 205 
Couplet by a Cvnic, 292 
Courier of the Hague (The), 2S9 
j Court Cards, 233 
I Covent Gaiden Masque (The), 37 


Cries without Wool, 48, 129 
Criterion of Morals (A), 225 
Crossed-Examination, 24 
Cross-Examiner’s Vade Mccum (The), 27 
Cupid's Tennis-Courts, 81 
Cursory Observation (A), 213 
“ Cuts I " 803 
Dangeuous Title (A), 72 
Dawn of a New Era (Tlie), 48 
Day at Antwerp (A), 277 
“ Deadly Cigarette " (The), 252 
Death in the i^op, 124 
Dentist's Waiting-Room (A), 261 
“ De Profundis,'^209 
Destroying the Spider’s Web, 159 
Dialogue of the Future (A), 37 
Dissolution— (as the Enemy of the Lon- 
don Season), 290 
Dogs and Cats, 94 
Doing the Old Masters, 121 
Dreams, 131 

Drinks and Dramas, 189 
Duke of Devonshire (The), 1 
Dynamite Diagon (The), 186 
Dynamitical Arguments, 21 
Earl's Court Idyl (An), 304 
Early Spring, 229 
Effectively Settling it, 172 
Election Notes, 821 
Empty Triumph (An), 172 
H n counter, 124 
EntOtement Bntannique, 133 
Episcopacy m Danger, 2t)8 
Essence of Parliament, 84, 90, 102, 114, 
181, 148, 156, 166, 176. 190, 227, 238, 
244, 264, 274, 286, 300, 310, 317 
Fair Philosopher (A), 41 
Fair Traders, 261 
Fancy Ball (The), 106 
F?te of Flora (The), 313 
Fettered, 195 
Fogged ! 21 

Force of Example (The), 135 
Foreign and Home News, 73 
“ Foresters ” (The), 161 
Free and Easy Theatres, 36 
“ Frogs ” at Oxford (The). 145 
From a Lahore Paper, 298 
From Pailiamentary Exam. Paper, 99 
Fiom Robert, 174 
From the Shades, 262 
From the Theatres, &c., Commission, 198 
Fudge Formula (A), 118 
Giinkral’s Little Fund (The), 242 
Gifted Being (A), 310 
Gifts for the New Year, 9 
Girls of the Period, 806 
Glttdstonian Mem (A), 47 
Good Grace-ious ! 85 
Good News indeed I 36 
Great Loss to Everybody (A), 135 
Greek meets Greek, 9 
“HAiR-CurriKO, Singeing, and Shampoo- 
ing ” 136 

Hamlet in half an hour, 281 
Hamlet in the Haymarket (The) 185 
Ilarnlet ; or. Keeping it Dark, 225 
“Hard to Beer I” 25 
Haunted House (The), 260 
“Heavens’" 69 
High (Beerbohm) Treason 1 66 
History as she is Played 1 273 
Hero of the Summer Sale (The), 60 
Honour of the Bar (The), 48 


Horace in London, 98, 120, 1S7, 149, 2C9, 
312 

Horse-Educator (The), 316 
Hospitality h la Mode, 145 
How they bring the Good News, 214 
How to Report the Practice of the Crews, 
159 

How to Save London, 113 
Humpty-Dumpty up again I 17 
Hyde Park Corner, 261 
Imperial Jack-in-the-Box (The). 61 
In Defence of the Great Paradoxist, 252 
India for the Irish 1 99 
In Fancy Dress, 196 
Influenza Song (An), 93 
Inharmonious Colours, 806 
“ Innings declared Closed,” 282 
In Statu,— quo? 70 
In the Seat of Wisdom, 94 
In this style, Six-and Eightpence, 81 
“ It will Wash 1 ” 288 
Jim's Jottings, 14, 85 
Jokim’s Latest Little Joke, 204 
Judges in Council (The), 59 
Justice for Justice, 108 
Kensington Gardens, 297 
Killing no Murder, 266 
King and the Clown (The), 172 
“ Know all men by these Presmts. ’ 21.3 
Ladv Gays Selections, 261, 213, 286, 300, 
:02, 318 

“La Grippe,” 61 

La Justice pour Rire, 218 

Last of the Guards CThe), 75 

Latterday Valentine (A), 83 

Laying a Ghost, 201 

Lay of the Analytic Novelist (The), 17 

Lay of the Literary Autolycus (The), 213 

Lay of the Litigant (The), 60 

Lay Sermon (A), 246 

Lays of Modern Home, 9 

Legend of the Mutton Bone (The), 192 

Letters to Abstractions, 6, 72, 112, 184 

Liquor Question (A), 1 93 

Limb and the Law (The), 262 

“ Little Holiday” (A), 126 

Local Colour, 94 

Lockwood the Lecturer, 145 

Lord Bramwell, 268 

Lord Wildermere’s Mother-in-Law, 123 

Lost Luggage, 265 

“ Marie, come up 1 ” 67 

“Married and Single,” 273 

Marvels of Modern Science (The), 157 

Matinee Mania, 165 

Matrimony Up to Date, 39 

“ Meeting of the Waters ” (The), 118 

Mems. of Theatres, &c., Commission, 244 

Menu from Birmingham (A), 70 

Menu from Hatfield (A), 54 

Mixed, 245 

Moan of the Music-Hall Muse (The), 278 
Modern Alexander’s Feast (The), lU 
Modesty of Genius (The), 133 
More Bones to Pick with the School- 
Board, 81 

More than Satisfied, 241 
Morning of the Derby (The), 273 
Mr. Bayly’s Coast-Spectre, 47 
Mr. Goschen’s Budget, 193 
Mr. Punch's Agricultural Novel, 226 
Mr. Punch’s Boat-Race Novel, 177 
Mr. Punch’s Hebridean Salmon - Fly 
Book, 205 


Mr. Punch's New- Year Honours, Gifts, 
Good Wishes, and Greetings, 23 
Mr. Punch’s Rojal Academy Guide, 220 
Mr. Punch's Up-to-Date Poetry for Chil- 
dren, 345, 213 

Mr. Punch to the Illustrated London 
News, 242 

Mr. Punch to the Life-boat Men, 74 
Mrs. Bam on Current Politics, 69 
“Murder in Jest," 237 
“ Music in Our Street” (The), 57 
“ Must it come to this ? ” lz9 
“ My deal* Eyes ! What I See-usan 1 ” 168 
My Soap, 393 

“ Names and their Meaning,” 171 

Neo-Dramatic Nursery Rhyme, 198 

“ Ne Plus Ulster,” 305 

Newest Narcissus (The), 194 

New Gallery (The), 227 

New Learning (The), 249 

New Monitor CThe), 18 

News about Bismarck, 817 

New Songstress (A), 315 

Night Lights, 57 

“ Not at Horne 1 ” 234 

Ode to a Giraffe, 173 

Ocloiit. I 298 

“OffliLs Feed,” 123 

Old Fiiend at the Cnterion (An), 101 

Old Song Revived (An), 294 

On a New Yearling, 13 

“ One Touch of Nature,” 262 

Only Fancy I 12, 23, 29, 39 

On rny Lady’s Poodle, 2b I 

On Religious C>mbahsm, 106 

“On the Blazoned Scroll ol Fame,” 141 

Oil the First Green Chair, 189 

On the (Post) Caids, 209 

On the Row among the Romancers, 240 

“ On the Sly,” 83 

On the Traill, €0 

Opera-Goer's Diary (The), 257, 2S0 
Operatic Notes, 269, 293, 305, 313 
“ Orme 1 Sweet Orme ! ” 242 
Other “Westminster Stable” (The), 246 
Our Bookiijg-Ofiico, 4, 21, 36, 41, 60, 94, 
108, 109, 133, 149, 185, 197, 2i0, 257, 2bS 
Our Cookery-Bookery, 249 
Our Cricketers, 179 
Our Humorous Composer, 25 
Our Sal Volatile ; or, A Wriggler Sarpmt 
of Old Nile, 278 
“ Out in the Cold I ” 63 
Paddywhack and Dr. Birch, 105 
Palmy Day at St. Raphael (A), 65 
Paragon Frame (of Mind) (A), 69 
Parliament k la Mode de Paris, 61 
Parliament in Sport, 63 
Personal Paragraphs, 181 
Philosophic Stupidity, 118 
Playful Sally (The), 304 
Playing Old Harry at the Lyceum, S3 
Plea for the Defence (A), 137 
“Pleased as Punch,” 65 
“ Pleasing the Pigs ! ” 73 
Poet and the Songs (The), 173 
Point of View (The), 206 
Polite Literature, 59 
Political Johuny Gilpin (The), 318 
Political Lady-Ciicketers (The), 254 
Politics, 815 

Ponsch, Prince of Ollendorff, 148 
Popular Songs Re-sung, 13, 109, 143, 237 
Poser for Mr. Weathevby (A), 126 
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Preserved Venice, 62 
Preux Chevalier, 36 
Private and the Public (The), 1 20 
Private Reflections of the Public Orator 
at Cambridge, 2t>7 
Probable Starters," 2S2 
Prudes and Nudes, 174 
Puzzler for a Costumier, 69 
Queer Queries, 118 

Qneiy by a Depressed Convalescent, 89 
Query by “ Pen " (A), 94 
Question of I^oliteness, 171 
Quite Appropriate, 240 
Quite Clear, y 
Quite in Keeping, 273 
Bathee Large Order (A), 184 
Receipt against Influenza, 61 
Beckoning without their Host, 222 
Recollections of (Cockney) “Arabian" 
Days and Nights, 234 
Beddie-turus Salutat, 218 
“ Regrets and Greaves," 246 
Rembrandt, Titian, Velasquez, «fec., ISO 
Reported Disappearance of the Broad 
Gauge, 258 

Repulsing the Amazons, 216 
“ Resignation of an Alderman," 280 
Respectability, 37 
“ Returned Empty" (The), 26 
Rice and Prunes, 101 
Rich V. Poor, 333 
Riddle (A), 69, 227 
“ Ring and the Book " (The), 120 
Robert in a Fog 1 24 

Robert on the Hartistic Copperashun, 206 

Robert’s Cure for the Hinfluenzy, 96 

Royal Academy Banquet, 222 

Baimts or Binners ? 206 

Sanitary Congress at Venice (The). 39 

Scale with the False Weights (The), 324 

Screwed up at Magdalen, 118 

Seasonable (and Suitable) Good Wishes, 9 

Seasonable Weather, 228 

Settler for Mr. Woods (A), 121 

Seven Ages of Woman (The), 230 

Shady Valet (A), 195 

“ Signs" of the Times, 171 

Simple Stories, 4 

Singular Plurality, 262 

Sly Old Socrates, 309 

(Soldiers’) Life we Live (The), 214 

Something New in Soap, 65 

Song for Lord Rosebery, 42 

Sonnet on the South-Eastern, 218 

Spring’s Delights in London, 193 

Spring Time m Leap Year, 150 

St. John’s Wood, 262 

Strange but True, 87 

Strange Charge against a Great Poet, 132 
Studies m the New Poetry, 268, 292 
Sunday Observance, 173 
Syllogisms of the Stump, 297 
Take Care ! 83 

I Taking a Sight at Ringandknock, 201 
Talk over the Tub (A), 54 
“Ta-ra-ra" Boom (The), 149 
Teleijhone Cinderella (The), 162 
Telephonic Theatre-goers, 208 
Tenny.sonian Fragment (A), 89 
“ Textucl,” 282 

Theatres and Music Halls Commission, 
173 

Theft V. Thrift, 23 
“ There ’s the Rub ! " 30 
“ This Indenture witnesseth,” 73 
Times Change, 99 

” Tip from Our Own Booking-Office, 318 
Tip-top Tipster (A), 280 
’Tis Merry in Hall," 167 
To a Railway Foot-Warmer, 133 
To be or Not to be— discovered, 278 
To Justice, 9 
To Lord Salisbury, 258 
To my Cigarette, 63 
To my Cook, 201 
Too Conscientious, 240 
Too Much of a Good Thing, 48 
Tooting, 161 

To Police-Constables Sraeetli and Tappin, 
8I 

To Queen Coal, 138 

To the Future A.B.A., 72 

To the Grand Old Tory, 237 

To the New “ Queen of the May," 210 

To the Queen, 61 

To the Young City Men, 147 

Town Thoughts from the Country, 193 

Tramways, 245 

Travelling Companions (The), 11, 16, 23, 
40, 64, 88 

Trial m Novel Form (A), 12 
True and Trusty, 70 
True Modesty, 241 
Truly and Reely, 84 
Two Archers (The), 227 
Two Dromios, 171 
Two Shepherds (The), 87 
UitA and the British Lion, 314 
Unasked, 30 

Unobserved of One “ Observer " (The), 30o 


Upon Julia’s Coat, 189 

Useful Cricketer (The), 297 

Vaks de Luxe, 252 

Venice at Olympia, 86 

Venice in London, 41 

Venice Reserved, 253 

“ Versailles ” lu Leicester Square, 301 

Very “ Dark Horse " (A), 2*0 

Very “Fiench before Breaklast," 262 

Very Natural Error, 288 

Very Orchid I IGS 

Vigorous Vicar (The), 2S8 

“ Vive la Liberty 1 " 106 

Volunteer Review at Dover (The), 172 

Waiting Game (A), 174 

Walt Whitman, 179 

Want (A), 198 

Water-Colour Room at the Academy 
(The), 227 

Way they have in the Army (The), 292 
Weather Reform, 96 
Wellington Monument (The), 213 
What do they Mean by it'-' 129 
“When Greek meets Greek," 306 
Whipped in Vain, 73 
Wilde “ Tag" to a Tame Play (A), 113 
Wilful Wilhelm, 146 A 

William the Whaler, iro JP 

With their Easter Eggs, 18.5 
World ou Wheels (The), 2 .12 
Wrestling with Whnstler.s, 181 
Wright and Wrong, 85 
Ye Moderates of London, 145 
Young Girl’s Companion (The), 204, 216, 
225, 252 

LARGE ENGRAVINGaF 

Apeil Showers ; or, A Spoilt Easter 
Holiday, 199 

Attack on the “Capital " (The), 67 

Bogie Man (The), 139 

“ Coming of Arthur'* (The), 91 

Coming of Ninety Two (The), 7 

Dynamite Dragon (The), 187 

Gift from the Greeks (A), 103 

“ Her Majesty s Servants," 78, 79 

“ Innings Closed," 283 

January 14, 1892, 43 

“Little Holiday " (A), 127 

New Monitor (The), J9 

New “ Queen of the May" (The), 211 

“ Not at Home ! " 235 

Old Song Revived (An), 295 

Other “Westminster Stable" (The), 247 

Political Johnny Gilpin (The), 319 

Beckoning without their Host, 223 

“Short ’Arided," 55 

Spring Time m Leap Year, 151 

Telephone Cinderella (The), 163 

‘ * There 's the Bub I " 31 

“ Under which Thimble ? " 259 

Very “ Dark Horse" (A), 271 

Waiting Game (A), 175 

“ When Greek meets Greek," 307 

Younger than Ever ; 116 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

/RsTKETicIdea of Plate-Glass Window, 273 
Archie’s Sister reading Fairy Tales, 174 




’Arrv ’Untin* in the Frost, 3 
An Re voir to the Foxes, 214 
Autumn Goods in Pictuic.s, 206 
“ Bandy” Ashociation playing Hockey, 101 
Baionet explains “ Eaily and Late," 2,^0 
Batri.sterhugge.sts a “ Bad Objection," 185 
“ Beaters" afc<*r ijuncheon, 9o 
Bibniarck Cut by Emperor, I'OS 
Bi.sinarck “Out m the 62 

Black and White Boxing Conleht, 287 
British Lion and the New Khedive, 38 
Buffalo and Broncho at Earl's Court, 276 
Bumble and the Evicted Poor, 14 
Burial of the “ Broad-Gauge ” (Tlie), 267 
Candidate Catching, 239 
“Champagne first, then Claiot," 147 
Chancery Judge.s ailing Infant Suitors, 94 
Chai»lm and the Pigs, 78 
Cheeky Artist and German Picture- 
Dealer, 124 

Chief Groups in Commons’ Waxworks, 178 
Chimc.s of 1H92 (The), 2 
“ Claiming the Land," 322 
Cockney Art-Teacher and Pupil, 238 
Cook Basting a Joint, 109 
Dancing Larly very much Engaged, 302 
Dancing Men at Supper, 126 
Dean’s Wife and Bishop’s Butler, 7.5 
Destroying the Money-Spnicr’s Web, 158 
Dis.satisfled with her Dressmaker, 54 
Dis.solution Spectre (The), 290 
Dtictors living and Toole, SiO 
Doctor’s Uvly Children (The), 222 
Driimmondo WolflVz, the Bull-right<*r, 59 
D. T. Patient and hi.s Sk^ton, 39 
Edith’s Grace alter Fnddibgv 354 
Kliic on Rabbit.sand Multiplication, 246 
Ethel and t)ie “ Lion of the Season," 209 
Ethel’s Question on Face and Hatr- 
Powder, 268 
Faint Comet (A). 379 

Fair Mail on and Great Mathcm-atician, 70 
Fancy Poitniitof O.scar Wilde, 113 
Farmer Murphy at t)io Box-Office, 2.30 
Fashionable Lady’.s Ugly Hide (A), 234 
Fashionable Mother’s Child's Age, 294 
Fat and Thin Pug-Dogs, 302 
FatIn»rTime and Coming Events, 30 
Footman ami Pag«-Buy, 23 
Footman recommending a Dentist, 135 
Fox-hunters among the Turnips, 29 
French and English Infantrymen, 207 
General Boombistes Booth, 106 
Georgie Porgie Glailstone, 279 
German Emperor as Jupiter, 110 
German Emperor destroying Papers, 146 
German William's Wheeling Exjiedition, 
170 

Glad.stone and Friends’ Irctters, 311 
G«»If ImplemeutH without the Links, 94 
“Good Htaving" Mare (A), 61 
Grand Ohl Energy, 130 
Group of GtKirmongs (A), 150 
Harcourt as a Commercial Traveller, 274 
Haunted House of Commons (The), 251 
History Exam, on the Great Sapoho, 210 
Housemaid and Footman Conversing, 179 
Hou‘‘emaid definc.s R.H.V.P,, 321 
House of Lords Waxworks, 107 
Hunter hung up ou a Stile, 129 
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Hunting Man ha.s had “ a Drop too 
much," 37 

Hunting Man walks wnthont Boots, 177 
Impatimd Old Gent at Post-Ollh-e, 182 
Impel Lil Jaclc-in-the-Box (Tlic), 59 
Inebriated Gent at Sigu.d-Box, 123 
Jones and Dinner Couver.vition, 2fc2 
Joiie.s and Pi ess Cntiensins, 66 
Judge healing Two <tises at Once, 65 
Judges JScrving m Ketreshmeat Bar, HI 
Kent Road Belle, and Ctuitrast, 291 
Labouchere Ferret ami Blackmailing 
Rat, 148 

Lady and Ignorant Voter .s Wife, 237 
Lady and M,P. meet m the Park, 138 
Larly Diana and the Horse-dealer, 159 
Lady Harpy (The). 2Hl 
La France forsaken by the Ru.s.s, 183 
Leaving out the “ Ought,'* 194 | 

Little Charlie’s Good-bye at a vStation, lit 
Little Ethel and the Whipped Cream, 108 
Littl<‘ BwcU and Wild West Indians, 309 
Lomlon in Venice, 119 
Lover.s m a French Cemetery, 25 
Maid and Dowager’s Dress, 63 
Maid wht> didn’t .Suit the Situation, 2*^8 
M.udeu who washes to be engaged, 69 
M.imma on People woith Knowing, ^2 
Manana’s difficulty with Curling ’i’ong-i, .53 
Married Viear and his (kuate, 2’.'2 
Master administering the Hod, 109 
Mntdy and the Bay-Rum, lf>3 
Middy and the Bishop, 258 
Miss Ccrt'iinaga beheves sho Will dlo 
young, 242 

Miss Eugem.V.s Taste, for Antiques, 131 
Miss Tw«dftltntghf.’s Characters, 2’2 
Mo<ier« (Jrunlnal Herii (The), 195 
Morley’s Stray Sheep, 86 
Mr- Punch congratulates Madame Ulus- 
trated London News, 243 
Mr. Punch Golfing, 1 
Mrs l>a.shcr ami the Complimentary 
Ma)ur, 155 

New Ckimpaumn’a II. ’« (The), 286 
New L.C.G. Waxwork.H (’riie), 142 
Newly- Mamed .M.P. ami Wife, 306 
Old Maid and Chapel going Servant, 193 
Our Arti.st’s Execution, 99 
Our Little Artist's Tall Women, 270 
Over Time in Leap Year, 1*2 
Page-Boy ami the Door-Plate, 197 
I Page-Bviy and the Major's Coat, 47 
Page-Boy m Love (Thi*). 137 
Pair of Old-fashioned Snuffers, 6 
Parliamentary Safety Bicycle L’h.impion- j 
slop, 82 

Parbameut Member's Thoughts. 203 , 

Pavement Artist at WliiMtlcr’a Show*, 171 
Picking a Funny Bone, 186 
Picture, of “ Olympia " (4,), 190 
Polite ’Bus Conduetor (The), 21.8 
Political Lady-CrieUeter« (The), 2' 5 f 

Ftditical Wirepuller at Work (The), 58 j 
Pnvate View, Rt>yal Aeadmny, 21.5 
Pn/u Idiot w*itli a Cold, 3iH 
Punch ami the Litehoiit-Mcn, 74 
Race for the Countiv (The). 299 I 

Hacer “ M.ijonty" Off his Feed, 122 ) 

Railway TravellcrJt’ Umt Match, H4 
Itandolph returned from MaHhonnl.md, 26 
Representations of the London County 
Council, 191 

“ Round ’’ or “ Square " ? 15 
Royal Parhament.iry Tournament, 263 
iin*j'5tan Recruiting Sergeant and the 
Shah, 219 

Su‘i..u,o.t ilouse of C<nnmons (The), 154 
SchooD»oy making his Sister “ Fag," UH 
Scotch Gamekeepers ami Londoner, 18 
Scotchwoman on Lady Docf»r.s (A), 245 
Sea-Hidc Ballad-Singer and OKI Lady, 21 | 

Short Dancing-Man and hm Hoatess, 162 
Sir Bonamy's Dinner- Bo<jk, hO 
Sketches in the Saddle, Ii4 
Sketches of Balfour the Leader, 367 
Sketching m the Tram, 46 
Speaking French without an Accent, 214 
speaking Likeness of a Dumb Model, 80 
Si»oTtiiig Gentleintin and P.tiion, 2t6 
Street Music, 57 

“Through Daike.st Lamlicth," 315 
Tommy and his Orandp.ipa, 101 
Tommy and J immy criticising Picture, 262 
Two Hamlets (The), 73 
Una and the British Lion, 314 
Unwilling Imitetor of l..o».tie Collins, 227 
Vfjnns of 1&92 using irom the Set, 293 
Voluiitcei and the Jury List (The), 134 
“Waking-up" lot the <9]»ening of the 
Se.s.sion, 71 

Westminster Waxworks, 11*02 (The), 9.5 
William the Comiueror ami the Range 
Act, 93 

Wi.shiiig he hiid been a “ Bear,” 274 
Wishing Mamm.a was a Kruigaivvi, :<9i 
Worrieil Juunuilist aiol Phiiistm«* Wife, 27 
Young Lady Popnl.ir Nov«d^t(A), >3 
Young Wife and Club Teiephouc, 51 
Young ’Wblc and Old Spinster, 87 
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F.iMi ricn, win i urn ni! 









